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PETER PINDAR'S WORKS. 


HUMOROUS TALES, STORIES, &c. 


THE CORNISH LASSES. 

▲ BTO&T. 

Walxxvo one afternoon along the Strand, 
My wondering eves did anddenly expand 

Upon a pretty leash of country hisses. — 
" Heavens ! My dear beauteous angels, how 
d'ye do ? 

Upon my soul I'm monstrous glad to see 

■^ Swinge ! Pvtbs, we are glad to meet with 
aieii: 
We're just to London come^-Well, prey 
how be ye ? « 

** We're just a going, while His light, 
To eee St Paul's before 'tis dark. — 

Lord ! come, for once, be so polite, 
And condescend to be our spark." 

** With an my heart, my angels."— On we 

walk'd. 
And much of London—- much of Cornwall 
talk'd : 
Now did I hug myself to think 
How much that glorious structure would 


How from its awful grandeur they would 
shrink 
With open mouths and marreling eyes ! 

As near to Lndgate-Hill we drew, 
St Paul's just opening on our view ; 
Behold, my lovely strangers, one and all. 
Gave, all at once, a diaTOlic squall. 
Am ir they had been tumbled on the 

stones. 
And some confounded cart had crushed 

their bones. 

After well frightening people with their 


And 


cnes. 


They all rushed in, with sounds enough to 

stun — 
And clattering all together, thus begun ; — 

<' Swinge ! here are colours, then to please !" 
" Deughtfnl things I vow to Heaven !" 

"Why ! not to see such things as these. 
We never should have been forgiven." — 

" Here, here, are clever things—good 
Lord! 
And. Sister, here, upon my word — 
Here, n^e ! — look ! here are beauties to de- 
light; 
Why ! how a body's heels might dance 
Along from Launceston to Penzance, 
Before that one might meet with such a 
sight !" 

« Come, Ladies, 'twill be dark," cried I— 

"I fear: 
Pray let us view St Paul's, it is so 

near." — 
" Lord ! Peter (cried the girls), don't mind 

St Paul ! 
Sure ! you're a most ineurums soul" — 
" Why — we can see the church another 

dav," 
« Don't be afraid— St Paul's can't nm 


away, 


*» 


B 


to a abbon<shop their eyes*- 


Reader^ 
If e'er thy bosom felt a thought sublime, 
Drop tears of pity with the man of rhyme ! 


KING CANUTE AND HIS NOBLES. 

A TALB. 

Canute was by his nobles taught to fimcy , 

That by a kind of royal tucromancy, 

He had the power Old Ocean to control 
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Down rushed the royal Dane upon the 
strand 


/ 


And issued, like a second Solomon, com- 
mand — Poor soul ! 

"Go back,ye waves^you blustering rogaes," 

quoth he, 
" Touch not your lord and master, Mr Sea, 

For , by my power tdmighiyy if you do* ' 

Then starinff vengeance — out he held astick , 
Vowing to drive Old Ocean to Old Nick, 

Shomdhe even wet the latchetof his shoe. 

The sea retired — ^the monarch fierce rushed 
on. 
And looked as if he*d drive him from the 
land, 
But Sea, not caring to be put upon, 
Made for a moment a bold stand. 

Not only make a stand did Mr Ockah, 
But to his honest waves he made a motion, 
And bid them give the king a hearty trim- 
ming : 
The orders seemed a deal the waves to 

tickle, 
For soon they put his majesty in pickle ; 
And set his royalties, like geese, a swim- 
ming. 

All hands aloft, with one tremendous roar, 
Soon did they make him wish himsellT on 
shore ; 
His head and ears most handsomely they 
doused*- 
Just like a porpus, with one general shout. 
The waves so iumbled ihepoor king about— 
No Anabaptist e*er was half so soused. 

At length to land he crawl'd, a half drowned 

thing, 
Indeed, more like a crab than like a kinff. 
And found his courtiers making rueful 

faces : 
But what said Canute to the lords and 

gentry, 
Who hailed him from the water, on his 

entry. 
AU trombung for their lives or places ? 

" My lords and gentlemen, by yq|ar advice, 
I've had with Mr Sea a pretty bustle ; 

My treatment from my foe not over nice. 
Just made a jest for every shrimp and 
muscle: 

A pretMr trick for one of my dominion ! 

My lords, I thank you for your ^eat opinion. 

<< Ton*H tell me, perhaps, I've only lo6t<m« 
sam?. 
And bid me try another — for the rubber — 


Permit me to inform yon all, with shame* 
^That you're a set of knaves, and I'm a 
lubber." 

Such is the story, my dear ode, 
Which thou wilt bear — a sacred load ! 
Tet much I fear, 'twill be of no groat 
use : 
Kings are in general obstinate as mules ; 
Those who surround them mostly rogues 
and fools. 
And therefore can no benefit produce. 

Tet stories, sentences, and golden rules. 
Undoubtedly were made for rogues and 
fools ; 
But this unluckily the simple fact is ; 
Those rogues and fools do nothing but 

admire, 
And all so devilish modest, don't desire- 
The glory of reducing them io praetiee. 


SIR JOSEPH BANKS AND THE 
BOILED FLEAS. 

Some discontents arising among the more 
enlightened members of the R— — Society, 
on account of Sir Joseph's non-communi- 
cation of wisdom to the Royal Journals, 
spurred the knight on at last to c^n his 
mouth. — He tofd an intimate friend that he 
had made a discovery that would astonish 
the world, enrich thejournals, and render 
himself immortal. — With the most impor- 
tant confidence and philosophic solenmity, 
he affirmed, that he was upon the very eve 
of proving what had never entered into the 
soul of man, viz. that fleas were lobsters.^- 
Accordinffly, Jonas Dryander was ordered 
to so and collect fifteen hundred fleas, and 
boil them ; which, if they chanffed to the 
fine crimson of the lobster, would put the 
identity of the species beyond the possibility 
of a doubt. — ^At length, the beds of the pre- 
sident were ransacked by his fleO'Crimp^ 
Jonas. — Fifteen hundred of the hopping in- 
habitants were cauffht, and padsed the 
dreadful ordeal of bouing water : with what 
success, O gentle reader, the Ode will in- 
form thee. 

Blessed be the man who thought upon a 

college. 
The market of all sorts of knowledge ; 

Th' Emporium, as we classic people say, 
Nay. he upon societies who thought. 
To ieaming'fi stock a deal of treasure 
brought, 
Dragging obscurity so deep to day ; 
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Ahking the dame tarn out her bag. 
Concealed beneath her inky cloak ; 

KTamining the smallest rag, 
Blackened by time's most sacred smoke. 

To use a simile a little rough, 
Stripping dame Nature to her yeiy buff; 
Or, to be somewhat more in speech refined, 
By dint of powers of eye and mind, 
Enlightening what through darkness might 

escape, 
Embroidering thus with silver-spaDgles 

crape. 

The mention of societies recalls 
Of SoMEBSBT* the lofty walla, 
The hire where fam*d Sir Joseph reigns 

queen bee ; 
Though men, to whom Sir Joseph is not 

known. 
Most certainly must take him for a drone ; 
Whose face by sloven nature's hard de- 

cree9 
Seemfl formed fair ladies' pockets to alarm, 
Rather than steal their tender hearts by 

charm. 

•Well ! so much for Sir Joseph's face, 
And eke about the hive-like place. 

Where our Sir Joseph reigns queen 
bee; 
And Terily queen bee's a proper name, 
For, reader, know it is a royal dame, 

Who to her subjects issueth decree : 

Sendeth her subjects east and west. 
To pitch on flowers and weeds the best. 
And brine sweet treasure to the hive ; 
She keepethy too, of gentlemen a band. 
To say sofi things, and fltitter, kiss her 
hand, 
Who eat the honey for such deeds, and 
thrive. 

Sir Joseph has his flatterers, too, in hand, 
Who say soft things— yea, veiy soft, in- 
deed. 
For which the gentle flattering band 
Gain buttered toast, sweet flattery's oily 
meed. 

A girl for novelty where'er it lies, 
In mones, fleas, or cockle-shells, or flies. 
Sir Joseph ever seeks for something 
new: 
Of this, whene'er he sits, he gravely talks. 
Or whilst he eats, or drinks, or runs, or 
walks, 
Amidst his royal and attendant crew. 

• Tlie Eojal Society hold their meetings then. 


One morning, at his house in Soho-square, 
As with a solemn awe-inspiring air. 

Amidst some rojral sycophants he sat. 
Most manfully their masticators using, 
Most pleasantly their greasy mouths amus- 
ing, 
With coffee, buttered toast, and bird's 
nest chat ; 
In Jonas Dryander, the favourite, came. 
Who manufactures all Sir Joseph*s 
fame-^— 
<< What luck ?" Sir Joseph bawled— 
" say, Jonas, say." — 
<< I've boiled just fifteen hundred,"— Jonas 

whined — 
" The devil a one changed colour could I 
find ;" 
Intelligence creating dire dismay !— ^ 

Then Jonas cursed, with many a wicked 

wish. 
Then showed the stubborn fleas upon a 

dish — 
** How," roared the President, and back- 
ward fell — 
"There goes, then, my hypothesis to 

helf!" 
And now his head in deep despair he 

riiook; 
Now closed his eyes, and now upon his 

breast. 
He, muttering, dropped, his sable heard 

unblessed; 
Now twirled his thumbs, and groaned with 

piteous look. 

Dead struck sat Aubxbt, Blagden, PtAV- 

TA, WOTDB, 

Whose jaw-bones in the mumbling trade 
employed, 
Half opened, gaped, in sudden stupor 
lost; 
Whilst from the mouth of every gaping 

man, 
In many rills the cream-clad coffee ran. 
Supporting dainty bits of buttered toast. 

When gaining speech, the parasitic crowd 
£4eaped up, and roared in unison aloud : 
'* Heavens ! What's the matter ? Dear Sir 
Joseph, pray ?" 
Dumb to tboir questions the great Tttan re- 
mained : 
The knight, deep pondering, nought 
vouchsafed to say : 
Again the gentlemen their voices raised ; 
Sudden the president of flies, amazed, 
Strides round the room with disappoint- 
ment mad. 
Whilst every eye, enlarged with wonder, 
rolls ; 
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And now bis head Againet the wauMoot 

leaning, 
<' Since jou must know, mntl know," he 

■aid, '* the meaning, 
Fleas are not lobsters, d— n their souls !*'* 


THE ROTAli SHEEP. 

▲ FABLE. 

SoMV time ago, a dozen lambs, 
Two revenM patriarehal rams, 
And one good motherly old ewe, 
Died on a sadden down at Esw ; 

Where with the sweetest innocence, alas ! 

Those pretty inoffensive lambs. 
And reverend patriarchal rams, 
Andtnotherly old ewe, were nibbling grass : 
All the fair property of onr great kine. 
Whose deaths did much the royal bosom 

wring: 
Twas said that dogs had tickled them to 

death: 
Flay'd with their gentle throats,and stopped 

their breath. 

Like Homer's heroes on th' ensanguined 

plain. 
Stalked Mr R — ^b— ns— nt around the slain ! 
And never was more frightened in his life ! 
So shocked was Mr R— -b— ns— n's whole 

face, 
Not stronger horrora eonld have taken 
place, 
Had Cerberus devoured bis wife! 

With wild desjmirinff looks and sighs, 

And wet and pity*asKing eyes. 

He, trembling, to the royal presence ven- 
tured— 

White as the whitest napkin when he 
entered! 

White as the man who sought king Priam '6 
bed, 

And told him that his warlike son was dead. 

** O ! please your M— j— ty ," he,blubbering, 

cried — and then stopped shortr— ^ 
" What ? what? what? what?" the staring 


k— g replied, 
« Speak, Robinson, 


speak, speak, what, 
what's the hurt !'* 

* Tbe author woald not have ao fluently u- 
ken the liberty of putting vulgBrfanm into tbe wor- 
thy President** mouth» had he not known that 
Sir Joeeph was the moat accomplhihed swearer 9f 
the Roya) Society. 

t The hind. 


" O Sire." said R— b— ns — n again— ^ 
<< Speak^'— said the King—" put, put me 

out of pain — 
'* 0on*t, don't in this suspense a body 

keep" — 
" O sire," cried Robinson, <<the sheep, the 

sheep !" 
" What of the sheep," replied the 


a 


Dead 


"prav,pray? ^ ^ ^ ^ 
, R — b— ns — ^n, dead, dead, or run 

away ?•' 
"Dead," answered R— b-— ns— n, ''dead, 

dead, dead, dead !" 
Then like a drooping lily hung his head. 
" How ? how ?" the monarch asked, with 

visage sad. 
" My dogs," said R ^n, " and likely 

mad !" 
" No, no, they can't be mad, they can't be 

mad — 
No, no, things am't so bad, things am't so 

bad," rejoined the King, 
" Off with them quick to market, quick, de- 
part- 
In with them, in, in with them in a cart : 
Sell, sell them for as much as they will 

bring." 

Now to Fleet-market, driving like the 

wind, 
Amidst his murdered mutton rode the hind. 

All in the royal cart so great. 

To try to sell the royal meat. 

The news of this rare batch of lambs, 
And ewes, and rams. 

Designed for many a London dinner. 

Readied the leathern ears of Sheriff Skin- 
ner, 

Who, with a*hammer and a conscience 
clear, * 

Pompously gets ten thousand pounds a 
year; 

And who, if things go tolerably ftir, 

Will be one day proud London's prouder 
Mayor. 

The alderman was in his pulpit shininff, 
'Midst eenUemen with night-caps, h|Ur, 
and wigs ; 
In language most rhetorical defining 
The steriinff merit of a lot of pigs : 
When suddenly the news was brought. 
That in Fleet-market were imwhoiesome 

sheep, 
Which made the preacher from his pul* 
pit leap. 
As nimble as a tailor, or as thought 

For justice panting, and unawed by fears. 
This kiog, tnis emperor of auctioneers. 
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8et off-^-indeed a fnrioas ^e he pat on— 
Ldkeliffht]iiii|r did he gallop up Cheap- 
side! 
Ldke thunder down through Lndgate did 
he ride — 
To eitch Uie man who sold thia dreadftil 
mutton. 

Now to Fleet-market full of wrath he came. 
And with the spirit of an ancient Roman, 
Exceeded, I belieTe, by no man, 

The mldtmmny lo virtnoua, cried out 
<(ghame!" 

" D — ^m*me/' to Robinson said Master 

Skinner. - , 

*^ Who on such mutton, Sir, can make a 
dinner ?"— 
" You, if ;jrou please," 
Cried Robinson, with perfect ease/ 
Sir V* quoth the red hot alderman again — 
Too," quoth the hind, in just the same 
coolstnin. 


(C 

M 


'< CMT, off," cried Skinner, « with your car- 
rion heap—" 
Quick, d — ^m'me, take aWay your nasty 

sheep! 
Whilst I command, not even the king 
Shall such rile stun to market bring, • 
Nor London stalls such garbage bear 
So take away your stinkmg fare." 

^ Km," replied Robinson, "jfott cry out 
shame! 
Fw blast the sheep, good Master Skinner, 

You, gire the harmless mutton a bad name ! 
¥4911 impudently order it away ! 

" Sweet Master Alderman, don't make this 

rout : 
PraT clap your spectacles upon your snout ; 
And then your keen surveyinir eyes regale 
With those same fine large Tetters on the 

cart 
Which brought this blasted mutton here for 

•ale."— 
Poor Skinner read, and read it with a 

starL 

Like Hamlxt frightened at his father's 

ghost, 
The alderman stood staring, like a post ; 
He saw 6. R. inscribed in handsome letters. 
Which proTed the sheep belonged unto his 

betters. 

The alderman now turned to deep reflec- 
tion, 
And,being blessed with proper recollection, 


Exclaimed, " I've made a great mistake ! — 

Oh ! sad— 
Indeed, the sheep are really not so bad. 

*' Dear Mr Robinson, I beg tout pardon, 
Tour Job-like patience I'tc borne hard on ; 
Whoerer says the mutton is not good. 
Knows nothing, Mr Robinson, offood. 

" I verily believe I could turn glutton. 
On such neat, wholesome, pretty looJung 

mutton — 
Pray, Mr Robinson, the mutton sell— — 
I hope. Sir, that his Majesty is weU."— - 

So sayinff , Mr Robinson he quitted, 
Witn cberubimic smiles and placid brows. 

For such embarrassing occasions fitted 

Adding just five and-twenty humble 
bows. 

To work went Robinson to sell the sheep ; 
But people would not buy, except i2<v*eAea|»; 
At length the sheep were sold — without the 

- fleece — 
And brought King George just half a crown 
a-piece. 

Now for the other saucy, lying story, 
Made, one would think, to tarnish kingly 
glory. 


THE KING AND PARSON YOUNG. 

Tax King, God bless him, met old Parson 
Tonng 
Walking on Windsor terrace one fiur 
- morning — 
Delightful was the day — the sc^nt was 
strong— 
A heavenly day for howling and for 
homing ; 
For tearing farmer's hedges down, and hal- 

looings, 
Shouts, curses, oaths, and such like pious 
doings. 

<< Toung," cried the King, " d'ye hunt, d'ye 

hunt to-day ^ 
Tes, yes,— what, what? yes, yes, fine day, 

fine day." 

Lio w with a reverend bow the priest replied , 
*' Great King ! I really have no horse to 

ride; 
Nothing, O Monarch, but my foundered 

maro. 
And she, my liege, as blind as she can 

stare.'^ 
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" No hone/' rejoiiied the Kingi '* no horse, 
no hone !" 
<< Indeed/' the panon added,—" I have 
none : 
Nothing but piwr old Dobbin, who, of 
coune, 
l» dangerooi — ^being blinder than a 
Btooe." 
" Blind, blind, Tonng ? never mind^ yon 


must, must so, 
Must hunt, must hunt, 


hind?' 


Toung — stay be- 


•no, no 


What pity that the Bang, in his discoune, 
Forgot to say, " I'll lend you, Toung, a 
horse V* 

The King to Toung— behaving thus so 

kind, 
Whate'er the danger, and howe'er inclined. 
At home with poUtesBt Toung could not 

stay 

So up his RewrtncB got upon the mare. 
Resolved the chase with maiestv to share, 
Whate'er the dangen of the day. 

Roused was the deer ! — ^the King and Par- 
son Tounjr, 
Castor and Polluz like, rode side by side ; 
When lo ! a ditch was to be sprung ! 
Over leaped G. tbb third with kingly 
pride. 

Over jumped Tinker, Towser, Rookwood, 
Fowler, 

Over jumped Mendall, Brushwood, Tubal, 
Jowler. 

Trimbush ana Lightning, Music, Ranter, 
Wonder, 

And fifty othen with their months of thun- 
der 

Great names ! whose pedigrees so fair, 

With those of Homer's heroes might com- 
pare. 

Thus gloriously attended, leaped the King, 
By all those hounds attended with a 

spring!— 
Not CsBsar's self a fiercer look put on. 
When with his host he passed the Rubi- 
con! 

But wayward ftte the parson's palfrey hum- 

And gave the mare a sudden check— ^ 
Unfortunately poor blind Dobbin stumbled, 
And broke his Reverence's neck. 

The Monarch, gaping, with amaie looked 

round 
Upon his dead companion on the ground — 


" What, what !" he cried, « Toung dead ! 

Toung dead ! Toanff dead ! 
Hump ! — take him up — and put him home 

to bed." 

Thus having finished— with a cheerful 

face — 
J>limrod tht Second joined the jovial ehaae, 

▲ MOHAL REVLECTIOIf. 

Fools would have stopped when Parson 
Toung was killed, 
And, losing every thought of hound and 
deer, 
With weakness, called compassion, filled, 
Had turned Samaritan^ and dropped a 
tear. 

But better far the roy^ sportsman knew — 
He guessed the consequence, beyond a 
doubt — , 
Full well he guessed he should not ^ve a 
view. 
And that he should be shamefiilly thrown 
out. 

Perhaps, from the royal eye a tear mig&t 

hop; 
Tet pages sware they never saw it drop. 

But majesty may say — " What, what, what's 

death? 
Nought, nought, nought, but a little loss of 

breath/' 

To Parson Toung 'twas vunre, I'm very 

clear — 
He lost by death some hundred pounds 

apyear. 

A great deal,, my dear liege, depends 
On having dever bards for friends— 
What had Achilles been without his Ho- 
mer ? — 
A tailor, wooUen-dnper, or a comber I 
Fellows that have been dead a hundred year. 
None but the Lord knows how or where. 

In poetry's rich grass how virtues thrive ! — 
Some when put in, so lean,' seem scarce 

alive; 
And yet, so speedily a bulk obtain. 
That even tneir ownen know tnem not 

again. 

Could you, indeed, have gained my muse 

of fire. 
Great would vour luck have been, indeed, 

great »ire ! 
Then had I praised your nobleness of spirit ! 
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Then had I boasted that mraelf, 
HM Peter, was the fint blessed, tane- 
fblelf 
Too eyer gave a farthing to for merit 

Though money be a pretty handy tool ; 
Of Jtfeinnum, fo ! I scorn to be the fool. 
If fortane calls, she's welcome to my cot, 
Whether she leaves a guinea or a groat : 
Whether she brings me from the batcher's 

shop- 
Hie whole sheep, or a single chop. 

For lo ! lihe Andrew Marvel, I can dine, 
And deem a mutton-bone extremely fine — 
Then, Sir, how difficult the task yon see, 
To bribe a moderate gentleman liko me. 

I will not swear, point blank, I shall not 

alter — 
A saint* — ^m v namesake even was known 

to fimlter. 

Nav more — some clever men in opposition, 
Wnose soals did really seem in good con- 
dition; 
Who made of Pitt snch horrible com> 
plaint, 
And dunned him for the worst ef knaves ; 
Altered their mind — became his humble 
slaves, 
And p>nblished their new patron for a 
saint 

And who is there that may not change his 

mind? 
Where can yon folks of that desoription 

find ? 
Who will not sell their sonls for cash. 
That most angelic diabolic trash ! 

Even grave divines accept of glittering 

gold! 
The bMt of consciences are bought and 

sold : 
As in a talet I've shown most edifying, 
To prove to all the world, that I'm not lying. 


THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEASE. 

A TRUE STORT. 

A BRAcs of sinners for no ^ood, 
Were ordered to the Virgin Mary's shrine, 


* Saint Peter. 

t ^^thetalelntttulod < Tbe Parson, tlia Squire, 
ud On Spaalol. 


Who at Loretto dwelt, in wax, stone, wood, 
And in a fair white wig, looked won- 
drous fine. 

Fifty long miles had those sad rogues to 

travel 
With something in their shoes much worse 

than ^avel : 
In short, their toes so gentle to amuje, 
The Priest had ordered pease into their 

shoes: 

A nostrum famous in old Popish times 
For purifying souls that stunk of crimes : 

A sort of apostolic salt, 

That Popish parsons for its powers exalt. 
For keeping souls of sinners sweet, 
Just as our Kitchen salt keeps meat 

The knaves set off on the same day. 
Pease in their^oes, to go and prav : 

But very difrerent was their speed, I wot : 
One of the sinners galloped on, 
Swift as a bullet from a gun ; 

The other Umped, as if he had been shot. 

One saw the Virgiiv soon— peeeavi cried — 
Had his soul whitewashed all so clever ', 

Then home again he nimbly hied. 
Made fit, withsaintsabove,to liveforever. 

In coming back, however, let me say, ' 
He met his brother rogue about half way — 
Hobbling with outstretched bum and bend- 
ing knees, 
Damning the souls and bodies of the pease : 
His eyea in tears, his cheeks and brows in 

sweat, 
Deep sympathizing with his groaning feet. 

" How now," the light-toed, whitewashod 
pilgrim broke — 

" You laiy lubber !" 
<<Odscurseit,"cried the other," 'tisnojoke — 
My feet, once hard as any rock. 

Are now as soft as blubber. 

« Excuse me. Virgin Mary, that I swear — 
As for Loretto, I shall not get there ; 
No \ to the devil my sinful soul must go, 
For dam'me if I han't lost every toe. 




" But, brother sinner, do explain 
How 'tis that you are not in pain : 
What power hath worked a wonder for 
your toes : 
Whilst 1, just like a snail, am crawling, 
Now swearing, now on saints devoutly 
bawling, 
Whilst not a rascal comes to ease my 
woes? 
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" How is *t that yoa can like a greyhound 

Merry, as if that nought had happened, 
bum ye !" 
'* Why»" cried the other, grinning, << yon 
must know, 
That just before I Tentured on my jour- 
ney, 
To walk a little more at ease, 
I took the liberty to bail my pease" 


THE APPLE-DUMPLINGS AND A 

KING. 

Once on a time, a monarch, tired witii 
hooping, 
Whipping and spurring, 
Happy in worrymff 
A poor, defenceless, liarmfess buek ; 
(Tne horse and rider wet u muck) 
From his high consequence and wjsdom 
stooping, 
Entered, through curiosity, a cot, 
Where sat a poor old woman and her 
pot. j 

The wrinkled, half-blind, good, old granny, 

In this same cot, illumed by many a cranzw, 

Had finished some apple-dumplings for 

her pot : 

In tempting row the naked dumplines lay, 

When, lo ! the Monarch, in his usual way, 

Like lightning spoke, *' What's this? 

what's this? what? what?" 

Then tekinf up a dumpling in his hand, 

His eves with admiration £d expand 

And oft did majesty the dumplinflf grapple : 
*' 'Tis monstrous, monstrous hard, mdeed," 

he cried : 
«<What makes it, pray, to hard?"— The 

dame replied, 
Low court'sying, << Please your majesty, 

the apple." 

" Very astonishiiig, indeed !— strange 

thing!" 
(Tumin|f the dumpling round, rejoined the 

king) 
'^ *Tis most extraordinary^ then, all this'is-— 
It beats PiMXTTi's conjuring all to piecee— 
Strange I should never of a dumpling 

dream- 
But, Goody, tell me, where, where, where's 

the seam?" 

"Sir, there's no seam," (quoth she), 'I 

nerer knew 
That folks did apple-dumplings sew." — 


"No!" criedthestaringmonarohwithagrin, 
" How, how the devil got the apple in?" 

On which the dame the curious scheme re- 
vealed. 
By which the apple lay so sly concealed, 

Which made tne Solomon of Britain start ; 

Who to the palace with full speed repaired. 

And queen and princesses, so beauteous, 

stared. 

All with the wonders of the dumpling art ! 

There did he labour one whole week to 
show. 

The wisdom of an appU'dwnpUng maker ; 
And lo ! BO deep was majesty m £ught 

The palace seemed the lodging of a baker. 

Bjuloir, thou likest not my tale— look'st 
blue— 
Thou art a courtier— roarest, " Liee, lies, 

lies !" 
Do for a moment stop thy cries — 
I tell thee, roaring infidel, tis true. 

Why should it not be true ? — the greatest 

men 
May ask a foolish question now and then — 

This is the language of all ages : 
Folly lays m^y a trap— we can't escape it, 

" AeiTio," says one " omnibus korissapil" 
Then why not kings like me and oAsr sages ? 

Far from despising kings, I like the breed, 

Provided king-like they behave. 
Kings are an instrument we need. 
Just as we razors want to shave ; 
To keep the state's face smooth— give it an 

air — 
Like mv Lord North's, ao jolly, round, and 
fair. 

My sense of kings, though freely I impart, 
I hate not royalty, Heaven knows my heart. 
Princes and princesses I like, so loya l 
Great George's children are my cliief 
delight; 
The sweet Aiitru.ta and eweet princees 
royal. 
Obtain my love by day, and prayers by 
night 

Tes ! I like kings— and ofl look back with 
pride 
Upon the Edwards, Harrys of our isle — 
Great souls ! in virtue as in valour tried. 
Whose actions bid the cheek of Britons 
smile. 

Muse ! let us also forward look, 
And take a peep into Fate's book. 
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Behold the sceptre young Augustus sways, 
I hear the miuffled praise of millions rise ; 
I see upraised to Heaven their ardent 
eyes ; 

That for their monarch ask a length of days. 

Bright in the brightest annals of renown. 
Behold ! fair fame his youthful temples 
crown 

With laurels of unfading bloom ; - 
Behold dominion swell beneath his care, 
And genius, rising from a dark despair. 

His long-eztinguished fires relume. 

Such are the kings that suit my taste, I 
own- 
Not those where all the littlenesses join — 
Whose souls should start to find their lot a 
throne, 
And bhish to show their noses on a coin. 

Reader, for fear of wicked applications, 
I now allude to kings of foreign nations. 

Poets (so nnimpeached tradition says), 
The sole histonans were of ancient days, 
Who helped their heroes fame's high hill 
to clamber ; 
Penning their glwious acts in language 

strong, 
And thus preserrinff, by immortal song. 
Their names amidst their tuneAil amber. 

What am I doing ? Lbrd ! the very same — 

Preserring many a deed deserving fame, 
Which that old lean, devouring shark, 
called Time, 

Wonld without ceremony eat ; 

In my opinion, far too rich a treat 

I therefore merit statues for my rhyme. 

" All this is laudable," (a quaker cries) 
'* But let grave wisdom, friend, thy verses 
mlo; 

Pnt out thine Irony's two squinting eyes — 
Despise thy grinning monkey, ndicule." 

What! slight my sportive monkey, Ridicule, 
Whoacts like birch on boys at school, 
Ife^^ecting lessons — ^truants, p'rhaps, 
whole weeks ! 
My Ridicule, with humourfraught, and wit, 
Is that satiric friend, a gouty fit, 
Which bites men into health and rosy 
cheeks. 

A moral merenry, that deanseth sools 

Ofilhi that with them play the devil- 
Like mercury, that mucn the power con- 
trols 
Of presents gained from ladies over civil. 


Reader, lil brag a little, if you please ; 

The ancients did so, therefore why not If 
Lo ! for my good advice 1 ask no fees. 

Whilst other doctors let their patients die; 
That is, such patients as can't pay their 

core — 
A very selfish, wicked thing, I*m sure. 

Now, though I'm soul-physician to the king, 

1 never begged of him the smallest thing, 

For all toe threshing of my virtuous 

brains; 

Nay, were I my poor pocket's state t'im- 

fart, 
I know my royal patient's heart, 
He would not give me two- pence for my 
pains. 

But hark ! folks say the king is very mad — 
The news, if true, indeed, were very sad, 
And far too serious an affair to mock it — 
Tet how can this agree with what I've 

heard, 
That BO much by him are my rhymes re- 
vered — 
He goes a-hunting with them in his 
pocket. 

And when thrown out — which often is the 

case 
(In bacon hunting, or of bucks the race) 

My verse so much his Majesty bewitches. 
That out he pulls my honoured odes. 
And reads them on the turnpike roads — 
Now under trees and hedges, — now in 
ditches. 

Hark I with astonishment a sound I hear, 

That strikes tremendous on my ear ; 

It says, great' Arden, commonly called 

Pepper, 
Of mighty George's thunderbolts the 

keeper, 
Just like of Jupiter the famous eagle, 
Is ordered out to hunt me like a beagle. 

But, eagle Pepper, give ray love 
Unto thy lofty master, Mr Jove, 

And ask how it can square with his religion^ 
To bid thee, without mercy, fall on 
With thy short sturdy beak and iron talon, 

A pretty, little, harmless, cooing pigeon ? 

By heavens, I disbelieve the fact— — 
A monarch cannot so unwisely act ! 
Suppose that kings so rich are always 
mumptngf 
Praying and pressing ministers for money; 
Bidding ttiom onour nive (poor bees) be 
thumping, 
Trying to shake out all our honey ; 
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A thinff thatx>il has happened in our iale i — 
Pray shan't we be allowed to smile ? 
To cut a joke, or epigram contrive, 
By way of solace tor our plundered hive ? 

• 

A king of France (I've lost the monarch's 

name^, 
Who avaricious got himself bad fame, 
By most unmannerly and thievish plunges 
Into his subjects' purses, 
A deep manoBUvre that obtained their curses, 
Because it treated the gentle folks like 
sponges. 

To show how much they relished not such 
squeezing, 
Such goods and chattel seizing. 
They pubhshed libels to display their hate, 
To comfort in some sort their souls, 
For such a number of large holes 
Eat by this royal rat in each estate. 

The Premier oped his fullet like a shark, 
To hear such satires on the grand monarque, 
And roared ** Messieurs, you soon shall 
feel 
My criticism upon your ballads. 
Not to your taste so sweet as frogs and 
sallads, 
A structure critical ycleped Bastile." 

But first he told the tidings to the king. 
Then swore par Dieu, that he would quick- 
ly bring 
Unto the grinding-stone their noses 

down 

No, not a soul of 'em should ever thrive : 
He'd flay them. Like St Bartlemew, alive— 
Villains ! for daring to insult the crown. 

The Monarch heard Monsieur Le Premier 

out^ 
And, smihng on his loyalty so stout. 
Replied, '< Monsieur lie Premier, you 

are wrong — 
Don't of the pleasure let them be debarred — 
Tou know how we have served 'em— faith, 

'tis hard 
They should not for their money have a 

sang" 

Ovid, sweet-story-teller of old times, 
Unluckily transported for his rhjrmes. 

Addressed his book before he bade it walk ; 
Therefore my worship, and my ode. 
In imitation of such classic mode. 

May, like two Indian nations^ have a talk, 

" Dear ode ! whose verse the true sublime 

affords. 
Go, visit kings, Queens, Parasites, and 

Lords, 


And if thy modest beauties ibey adore* 
Inform them they shall speedily have 
more." 

But possibly a mighty king may say, 
<< Ode ! ode !— What ; I liate your rhjma 

haranguing ; 
. I'd riLther hear a Jack-ass brav, 
I never knew a poet worth the han^o^. 

" I hate, abhor them — ^but I'll clip their 

wings; 
I'll teach the saucy knaves to laugh at 

kings; 
Tes, yes, the rhyming rogues their songs 

shall rue, 
A ragged, bold-face, ballad singing, crew, 
Tes, yes, the poets shall my power confess ; 
rU maul that spawning devil called the 

press." 

If furious thus exclaims a king of glory. 
Tell him, O gentle muse, this pretty story. 


A KING AND A BRICK-MAKER. 

▲ TALS. 

A Ki iro , near Pimlico, with nose and state, 
Did very much a neighbouring brick-kiln 
hate. 
Because this kiln did vomit nasty smoke; 
Which smoke — I can't say very nicely 

bred, 
Did very often take it in the head 
To blacken the (Treat house, and try the 
king to chdLe. 

His sacred majesty would sputtering say, 
Upon a windy day, 
'<ril make the rascal and his brick-kiln 
hop^ 
Poz take the smoke— the solphor! — 

Zounds ! 
It forces down my throat by pounds — 
My belly is a downright blacksmith's shop. 


*t 


One day he was so pestered by a cloud—- 
He could not bear it, and thus bawled 

aloud: 
" Go," roared his majesty unto a page» 
Worked, like a lion, to a devilish rage, 
" Go, tell the rascal who the brick-kiln 

owns, 
That if he dares to bum another brick, 
Black all my house like hell, and make me 

sieki 
I'll tear his kiln to rags, and break his 
bones." 
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Offset the page, and soon his errand told : 
On which the brick-maker— a little bold, 
Exclaimed, " He break my bones^ good 
BiBBter page ! 
He say my kiln shan't bum another brick, 
Because it blacks his house, and makes 
him sick ! 
Go — giye my compliments to master's rage, 
Aod say, more bricks I am resolved to burn ; 
And if the smoke his worship's stomach 
turn. 
To stop his royal mouth and snout — 
19my, more, gooid page, his majesty shall 

find 
ril always^aketh' advantage of the wind, 
And dSun'me, try to smoke him out 


This was a dreadful message to a king, 
fVom a poor ragged rogue that dealt in 
mud; 
Yet, thoQirh so impudent a thing, 
llie felfow's rhetoric could not be with- 
stood. 

Stiff as against poor Hastings, Edmund 

Bune, 
This brick-maker went tooth and nail to 

work. 
And formed a true Vesuvius on the eye : 
The smoke in pitchy volumes rolled 

■long, 
Roabed through the royal dome with 

sulphur strong, 
And then ascending darkened all the sky. 

Thus did this cloud of darkness daily 

shade 
The buildluf for the Lord's anointed 

made. 
And blackened it like palls that grace a bu* 

Thos was the man of mud and straw em- 
ployed, 

And, at the thought so wicked, overjoved. 
Of smoking his Hege sovereign like a ner- 
nng: 

Of eerving him as we do parte of swine, 
naught, with green peas, a dish extremely 

fine. 
But lo ! this banelhl rogue of brick 
Fell, fiM* his sovereign, fbrtunatelv sick. 
And cte the wretch could please his spleen 

and pride 
Of tnming monaiehs into bacon— died. 


The modern baid (qnoth Tom) sublimely 
aings 
Of sharp and prodeot economie kings, ' 


Who rams, and ewes, an^^ lambs, and bul- 
locks fed, 
And pigs of every sort of breed : 

— Of kings who pride themselves on fruit- 
fulsows ; 
Who sell skimmed milk, and keep a 

guard so' stout 
To keep the geese, the thievish rascals, 
out, 
That BYery morning used to suck the cows:* 

— Of kings who cabbages and carrotst plant 
For such as wholesome vegetables want ; 
Who feed, too, poultry for the people's 
sake. 
Then send it through the villages in carts. 
To cheer, ^how wondrous kind!) tbe 
hungry nearts 
Of such as only pay for what they take. 

The poet now, q^oth Tom's rare lucu- 
bration, ' 

Singeth commercial treaties— commuta- 
tion — 
Taxes on paint, pomatum, milk of roses, 

Olympian dew, gloves, sticking-plaster, 
hats. 

Quack medicines for sick Christians and 
sound rats. 
And all that charm our eyes, or mouths, or 
noses. 

The modem bard, says Tom, sublimely 

sings 
Of virtuous, gracious, good, uxorious 
kings. 
Who love t)ieir wives so constant from 
their heart — 
Who down at Windsor daily go a shop- 
ping — 
Their heads so lovely into housM popping, 
And doing wondera in the haggling art. 

And why, in God's name, should not queens 

and kings 

Purchase a comb, or corkscrew, lace for 

cloaks. 

Edging for caps, or tape for apron strings, 

Ur pins, or bobbin, cheap as other folks ? 

Reader ! to.make thine eyes with wonder 

stare, 
Farthings are not beneath the royal care ! 
Farthings are helpless children of a guinea : 


• li it possible for this story to be tree ? Wo 
would ntber give it as apDeiyphal. 

t Mr Warton^ says in bis Od«,. " Wbo plant the 
CMe Bay ;'*— bat ho assnredly moant cabbagcts and 
carrots :— tho ftct provos it 
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If not well watched, they travel to their 
cost ! 
For, lo! each copper-viBaffed little ninny 
1b very apt to stray, ana to be lost. 

Extravagance I never dared defend — 
I'd have a monarch save a candle-end ; 
Since 'tis an axiom 8ure,themore folks save, 
The more, indisputably, they must have. 
Crowned heads of saving should appear ex- 
amples ; 
And Britain really boosts two pretty sam- 
ples! 

The modern poet sings, quoth Tom again. 

Of sweet excisemen, an obliging train ; 
Who, like our guardian angels, watch our 
houses, 

And add another civil obligation, . 

That addeth greatly to our reputation — 
Hug, in our absences, our loving spouses. 

Reader ! when tired, I'm fond of taking 
breath. — 
Now, as thou dost admire dhe true sub- 
lime, . 
And, consequently, my immortal rhyme, 
'Tis clear thou never canst desire my death. 

Swans, in their songs, most musicalljr die — 
If that's the case, then, reader, so might I. 
Let me then join thy wishes — stay my rap- 
ture. 
And nurse my lupgs to sing asecond chapter. 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 


IN CONTIHUATIOIL 


** QsLxm roe an honest fame, or grant 


me none 


i> 


Says Pope (I don't know where), a little 
liar, 
Who, if he praised a man, 'twas in a tone 
That made his |>nuse like bunches of 
sweet brier. 
Which, whilst a pleasing fieagrance it be- 
stows, ' 
Pops out a pretty pickle oA your nose. 

Were some folks to ezolaim,- who fill a 
throne 
'^ Grant me an honest fame, or giant me 


none 


.»' 


Such princes were upon the forlorn hope,^- 
Soon, verv soon, to reputation dead y 

Their idle laureats, faith, might shut up 
shop, 
And bid their lofty genius go tp bed. 


Muse, this is all well said ; but, not t' offend 

I beg you will not cultivate digressipn— 
Plead not the poet's qtddUbet audmdi ; 

For surely there are limits to th' express- 
ion. 
Then cease to wanton thus in episode. 
And tell the world of Mr Warton's ode. 

The modern poet, Laureat Thomas says, 
To Botany's grand island tunes his lays. 
Fixed for the swains and damsels of St Giles, 
Whose knowledge in the hocus-pocus art 
Bids them from Britain somewhat sudden 
start, 
To teach the southern climes their ministe- 
rial wiles : 
Improve the wisdom of the commonweal, 
And teach the simple natives how to steal ; 
The picklock sciences, so dark, explain, 
And to ingenious murder turn each brain. 

Quoth Tom again, the modern poet sings 
Of sweet, good-natured, inoffensive kings ; 
Who, by a miracle, escaped with life — 
Escaped a damsel's most tremendous knife : 
A kmfe, that had been taught, by toil and 

art. 
To pierce the bowels of a pie or tart 

Thus, having given a full display 
Of what our Uureat says, or meant to say : 
I'll beg of Thomas to instruct my ears. 

Why, in his versee, we should call 
The knights who traced the high- arched 
hall, 

A set of bears .^ 

Why the bold steel-clad knights of elder 

days 
Are not entitled to a little praise, 
Who, for God's cause, did palace, house, 
and hut sell. 
As well as monarchs of the present date. 
Whose dear religion, of whion poets prate, 
Might lodge, without much squeezijig, in 
a nutshell ? 

« What king hath nnaU^ religion ?" thou 

repliest — 
« If Geoi^e the Third ^90 meaneet— bard, 

thou liest" 
Hold, Thomas— 4101 so furious— I know 

things 
That add not to the piety of kings. 
I've seen a king at cli^apel, I declare, 
Tawn, (rape, faugh, in the middle of a 

prayer— 

When inward his sad optics onght to roll. 
To view Hid dark condition of his soul } 
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Catch «p an opera-glam with cunous eye, 
Forgetting God, eome stranger's phis to 

■py> 

As thongn desirons to observe, if Heaven 
Had Christian featares to the visage given ; 
Then turn (for kind commanication keen) 
And tell some new-found wonders to the 

qneen. 
** Ah ! Peter, Peter," Laareat Thomas 

ories, 
** Thou hast no fear of kings before thy 

eyes; 
Great— little— all, with thee are equal jokes, 
And mighty monarehs merely common 

folks. 
Ah I wicked, wicked, wieked Peter, 

know"— 
Know what? — ^''That monarchs are not 

merely show : 
Sools they possess, and on a glorious scale." 
To this I tnswer, ThemaSy with a tale. 

A Doke of Burgundy (I know not whieh> 
Thus on a certain time addressed a poet — 
<« I'm much afraid of the same scribbling 
itch— 
ToB*ve wit — ^but pray be cautious how you 
show it ; 
Say nothing in your rhymes about a 
king — 
If praise— 'tis lies ;— if blame — a danger- 
ous thing." 

That is, the duke believed Ibe king, uncivil, 
Blight kick the saucy poet to the devil. 

T. W. 

Peter, there's odds 'twixt staring and stark 
mad — 

P.P. 
Who dares deny it ? So there is, egad ! 

T.W. 

Thou think'st no prince of common-sens^ 
possessed — 

P.P. 

ThniiiM, thou art mistaken, I protest-* 
On Stanislaus the muse could pour her 

strain, 
Who, dving, sunk a sun upon Lorraine : 
Too li&e the parted sun, with glory 

crowned- 
He filled with blushes deep th' horizon 

round. 
Fredeiiek the Great, who died the other 

day, 
Had £br hikwelf, indeed, a deal to say. 


We must not touch upon the king's be- 
lief- 
Because 1 fe^r he seldom said his prayers-* 

Nor dare we sav the hero was no thief, 
Because he plundered every body's wares. 
I'm told the emperor is vastly wise — 
And hope that Madam Fame hath not told 

lies: 
Tet, in his disputations with the Dutch, 
The monarch's oratory was not much : 
Full many a trope frombayonbt and druill 
He threatened— but, behold i 'twas all a 
hum. 

Wise are our gracious queen's superb rela- 
tions, 

The pride and envy of the German na- 
tions-^ 

People of fashion, worship, wealth, and 
state — 

Lo ! what demand for them, in heaven, of 
late! 

Lo! with his knapsack, even just now 

departed. 
As fine a soldier, faith, as ever started— 
Whom death did almost dread to lay his 

claws on — 
Old captain — what's his name ?»-Sazehil- 

berg-Hausen :* 
For whom (with zeal, for folks of worship, 

burning) 
We once again are blackened up by moum- 

To show, by glove, cloth, ribband, erapo, 

and fan, 
A peck of troubles for the old gentlemto. 

Good lack-a-daisie then ! what dozens 
Our queen hath got of uncles, aunts, and 
cousins ! 

E^ad, if thus those folks continue dving, 
£8ch Briton, doomed to dismal black. 
Most always bear a hearse-like back, 

And, like Heraclitus, be always crying. 

Great is the northern empress, I confess ! 
Much, in her humour, like our good 
Queen Bess. 
She keeps her fair court-dames from get- 
ting drunk ;t 
And all so temperate herself, folks say, 
She scarcely drinks a dozen drams a-day I 
And, in love-matters, is a queen of spunk. 


• Great nncle to oar most gractou qaeen. He 
died in the emperor*! eerviee. 

t At an SMembiy, some years since, at Peteni- 
burg, whicli waa honoured with the empreM'spre- 
•enee, one of the rules was, " that no lady should 
come drunk into the room." 
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And when on honeback — ^lo ! with manly 

pride 
Thb brave Semiramia doth ait astride/ 
Tet like I not each woman for a wife — 
Such heroines, in a matrimonial strife, 

Might hammer from one's tender head 
hard notes : 
I own my delicacy is so great, 
I cannot in diflpate, with rapture; meet 

Women who look like men in petticoats. 

Oft in a learned dispute upon a cap, 
By way of answer, one might have a 
slap — 
P*rhaps on a simple petticoat or gown — 

J^ay ! possibly on madam's being kissed ! 
And really, I would rather be knocked down 
By weight of argument, than weight of 
fist. 

I like not dames whose convevsation runs 
On battles, sieges, mortars, and great 
ffuns — 
The milder beauties win my softened soul ; 
Who look for fashions with desiring e^es ! 
Pleased when on wigs the conversations 
roU, 
Cork-rumps, and merry-thoughts, and 
lovers* sighs. 

Love ! when I many, give me not an ox — 

I hate a woman like a sentry-boz ; 

Nor can I deem the dame a charming crea- 

tore, 
Whose hard fiioe holds an oath in every 

feature. 

In woman — angel-sweetness let me see — 
No galloping horse-eodmothers for me, 
I own I cannot brook such manly belles 
As Mademoiselle D'Eons, and Hannah 

Snells, 
Tet men there are (how strange are love's 

decrees !; 
Whom vulgar, coarse jack-gentlewomen 

please. 

How difierent, Silvia, from thy form so 

lair! 
That triumph in a lovo-inspiring air ; 
Superior beaming, even where uousands 
shine — 
Thy form !«-where all the tender graces 

play, 
And,blnshing,seem in every smile to say, 
'< Behold we boast an origin divine !" 


i»» 


See too the Queen of France— a gem, I 
ween !— 

With reverence let me hail that charm- 
ing qneen, 


Bliss to the king, and lustre to her race : 
Though Venus gave of beauty half her 

store, 
And all the Graces bid a world adore — 
Her smallest beauties are the charms of 
face. 

T. W. 

Heavens ! why abroad for virtues must you 
roam ? 

P.P. 
Because I cannot find them, Tom, at home. 

I beg your pardon— yes — ^the Prince of 

(Whose actions smile contempt onsean^ 
dal's tales) 
Ranks in the muse's favour hiffh — 
I wish some folks, that I could name with 

ease. 
Blessed with his head — his heart— >his 
]>oworB to please — 
Then pity's soul would cease from many 
a sigh. 

The crouching courtiers that surround a 
throne. 

And learn to speak and grin from one 
abne. 
Who watch, like dancing-dogs, their mas- 
ter's nod — 

Are ready now, if horse-whipped from 
their places, 

At Carlton-House to show their supple 
faces. 
And call the prince they vilify, a god. 

T.W. 

Thinkest thou not Cesar doth the arts 
possess? 

P.P. 

%is in abundance !— Tes, Tom— yes, Tom 
— ^yes! 

T.W. 

Thinkest thou not CsBsar would eaeh joy 

forego 
To make his children happy ? 


P.P. 


No, Tom— no. 


T.W. 

What ! not one bag, to bless a child, be- 
stow ?— 
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P.P. 

Hearen help thy fbllj! — no, Tom — no, 

Tom — no ! 
The sordid souls that avarice enslaves, 
Would gladly grasp their guineas in their 

graves: 
Like that old Greek — a miserable cur, 
Who made himself his own ezecntor. 

A eat is with her kittens much delighted ; 
She licks so lovingly their mouuis and 

chins: v 

At every danger, Lord ! how puss is 

frighted — 
She curls. her back, and swells her tail, 

and|pns: 
Rolls her wild tyw, and claws the backs of 

curs 
Who smell too curious to her children's furs. 

Tliis happens whilst her cats are young 
indeed: 
But when grown up, alas ! how changed 
their luck! 
No more she plays at bo-peep with her breed, 
Liea down and, mewmg, bids them come 
and suck. 

No more she sports and pats them, frisk and 
purs; 

Plays with their little tails, and licks their 
furs; 

But when they beg her blessing and em- 
braces, 

Spits, like a.iiQrty vizen, in their ftces. 

Nay, after making the poor lambkins fljr. 
She watches the dear babes with squinting 

eye; 
And if she spies them with a bit of meat, ^ 
Springs on their property, and steals their 

treat. 

No more a tender love she seems to feel — 
The devil for her may eat 'em at a meal— 
With all her soul— the jade so wondrous 

savins, , 

Cfies, " Off! you now are «t your own 

beard-shaving." 

So — ^to some kings this evil doth belong — 
Th* intelligence is good, I make no doubt — 
Who reslly love their ofispring when 


they re young, 
fondi 
stout! 


But lose that fondTaffection when they're 


Far off they send them— nor a sixpence 

give— 
I wonder, Thomas, where such monarchs 

live! 


Should such one, Thomas, come across t^y 
way, 
And for thy flattery, offer butts of sack ; 
Say plainly, that he would disgrace tfiy lay ; 
And turning on him thy Pindaric back. 
Bid, like a porcupine, thine anger bristle, 
Nor damn thy precious soul to whet thy 
whistle. 


THE PARSON, THE SQUIRE, AND 
THE SPANIEL. 

▲ TALI. 

A oBNTLEMAff posssssed a fiivottrite spaniel. 
That never treated maid nor man ill : 
This dog, of which we cannot too much 

Qot from his godfather the name of Tray. 

After ten years of service just, 
Tray, like the race of mortals, sought the 
dust- 
That is to say, the spaniel died : 
A coffin then was ordered to be made, 
The dog was in the church-yard laid^ 
While o*er his pale remains the master cned : 
Lamenting much his trusty fur-clad friend. 
And willing to commemorate his end. 
He raised a small blue stone, just after 

burial. 
And, weeping, wrote on it this sweet memo- 
rial: 


TRAT 8 EPITAPH. 

Herb rest the relics of a friend below. 
Blessed with more sense than half the folks 

I know; 
Fond of his ease, and to no parties prone, 
He damn'd no sect, but calmly gnawed his 

bone ; 
Perform'd his functions well in eyery way — 
Blush, Christians f\f you can, and copy TVajf. 


Thb curate of the Hnntinfftonian band. 
Rare breed of Grospel-hawksthat scour the 

land. 
And fierce oq sins their quarry fall, 
Those locusts, that would eat up all : 

Men who, with new-invented patent eyes, 
See heaven and all the angels m the skies ; 
As plain as in the box of showman Swiss, 
For little master made, or curious miss, 
We see with huge delight the king of 

France 
With all his lords and ladies dance. 
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This curate hoard th* affair with deop emo> 

tion, 
And thus exclaimed, with jafinite dcToUon : 
" O Ldtd\0 Lord! O Lord ! O Lord! 
Fine doings, these upon my word ! 
This, truly, is a very pretty thfng ! 

What will become of this most shocking 

world ? 
How richly such a rogue deserves to swing, 
And then to Satan's hottest flames be 

hurled. 

** Oh ! by this damn*d deed how I am hur- 
ried 
A dog in Christian ground, indeed, be buried 
And have an epitaph, forsooth, so civil : 
Egad ! old maids will presently be found 
Chipping their dead ram-caU in holy 
ground, 
And writing verses on each moiuing 
devils** 

Against such future casualty providing. 
The priest set off, like Homer's Neptune, 
striding. 
Vowing to put the culprit in the court : 
He found him at the spaniel's humble grave; 
Not praying, neither singing of a stave : 
And thus began t' abuse him, not ex- 
hort : — 

*< Son of the devil, what hast thou done ? 
Nought for the action can atone 

I should not wonder if the Great All-wise 
Quick darted down his lightning all so red, 
And dashed to earth that wretched head. 

Which dared so foul, so base an act devise. 

" Bury a dog like Christian folk ! 

None but the fiend of darkness could pro* 
voke 

A man to perpetrate a deed so odd : 
Our inquisition soon the tale shall hear, 
And quickly your fine fleece shaU shear ; 

Why, such a villain can't believe in God." 

" Softly, mv reverend Sir," the squire re- 
plied, — 
" Tray was as good a dog as ever died 

No education could his morals mend. 

And what, perhaps, Sir, you may doubt, 
Before his lamp of life went ^ut, 

He ordered you a legacy, my friend.'* 

" Did ht ?— poor dog," the softened priest 

rejoined. 
In accents pitiful and kind ; 


'* What ! was it Tray ? I'm sorry for poor 
Tray. 

Why, truly dogs of such rare merit, 

Sucn real nobleness of spirit, 
Should not like common dogs be put away. 

" Well, pray what was it that he gave, 
Poor fellow, e'er he sought the grave P 

I guess I may put confidence, Sir, in ye." 

** A piece of gold," the gentleman replied. — 

*^ I'm much obliged to Tray," the patson 

cried : 

So left God's cause, and pocketed the 

guinea. 


Tet, should I imitate the fickle wind. 

Or Mister Patriot £den— change my mind; 

And for the bard your majesty should send. 

And say, " Well well, well well, my tune- 
ful friend, 

I long, I long, to give you something, 
Peter — 

Tou make fine verses, — ^nothing oan be 
sweeter ; 

What will you have? what, what.^ speak 
out, speak out ; 

Tes, yes, you something want, no doubt, 
no doubt" 

Or should you, like some men who gravely 

preach, 
Forsake your useful short-hand mode |of 

speech. 
And thus begin — in Bible-phrase sublime : 
" What shall be done for our rare son of 

rhyme ? 
The bard who. full of wisdom, writeth. 
The man in whom the king dellghteth." 

Then would the poet thankfiiUy reply. 
With ikultering voice, low bow, and marv'- 
ling eye - ■ 
All meekness ; such a simple, dove-like 
thing.! 
" Blepsed b^ the bard who verses can indite, 
Toyield a second Solomon delight ! 
'Thrice blessed who findeth fivour with 
the king I 

** Since 'tis the royal will to give the bard 
In whom the king delighteth some reward, 
Some mark of royal bounty to requite him ; 
O king, do any uiing but knight him."* 


* Peter layeth out thai Ironically Ibr a peniion. 


THE PROGRESS OF CURIOSITY; 


OR 


A ROYAL VISIT TO 


WHITBREAD'S BREWERY. 


SU transit gloria nundi /—Old Sun-Dlalg. 

From Home of BuekingliaiD, in grand parade, 
To Whitbread*! Brtwlunue, moved the cavalcade. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


PsTXR*s loyalty .-^He Buspecteth Mr Warton of jokin|r. — Complimenteth the poet 
Laoreat. — Peter differeth in opinion from Mr Warton. — ^Taketh up the cudgels for King 
Edward, King Harry V. and Queen Bess. — Feata on Blackheatn and Wimbledon per- 
ibmied by onr most gracious sovereign. — King Charles the Second half damned by 
Peter, yet praised for keeping company with gentlemen. — Peter praiseth himself. — 
Peter repiOTed by Mr Warton.— Desireth Mr Warton's prayers. — A fine simile. — Peter 
still siMpecteth the Lsnreat of ironical dealings.— Peter expostnlateth with Mr Warton. 
— Mr Warton replieth. — Pet^r administereih 4>old advice. — Wittily calleth death and 
physicians poachers. — Praiseth the King for parental tenderness. — Peter maketh a 
natoral simile. — ^Peter furthermore telleth Thomas Warton what to say. — Peter ^veth a 
beaatUul example of ode- writing. 

THE CONTENTS OP THE ODE. 

His Majesty's love for the arts and sciences, even in quadrupeds. — His resolution to 
know the history of brewinff beer. — Billy Ramus sent ambassador to Chiswell street — 
Interview between Messrs Runns and Whitbread. — Mr Whitbread's bow, and compli- 
ments to Majesty. — Mr Ramus' return from liis embassy. — Mr Whitbread's terrors 
deeeribed to Majesty by Mr Ramus. — ^The King's pleasure thereat. — Description of 
people of worship. — Account of the Whitbread preparation. — ^The royal cavaicade to 
Chwwell street. — ^The arrival at the brewhouse. — 6reat joy of Mr .Whitbread. — His 
Majesty's nod, the Queen's dip, and a number of questions. — A West India simile.---The 
marvellings of the draymen described* — His Majesty peepeth into a pump. — Beautifully 
compared to a magpie peeping into a marrow-bone. — The minute curiosity of the King. 
— Mr Whitbread endeavoureth to surprise Majesty. — His Majesty puzzleth Mr Whit- 
bread. — Mr Whitbread's horse expresseth wonder. — Also Mr Whitbread's dog.— -His 
Majesty maketh laudable inquiry about Porter. — Again puzzleth Mr Whitbread.— King 
noteth notaUe things. — Profound questions proposed by Majesty. — ^As profoundly 
answered by Mr Whitbread. — Majesty in a mistake. — Corrected by the brewer. — A nose 



duty of Kings. 

SaUirae fimiie of a water spout and a King.— The great use of asking questions.— The 
D 
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habitation of truth. — ^The collation. — The wonders performed by the Royal Visitors. — 
Majesty proposeth to take leave. — Offereth knighthood to Whitbread. — Mr Whitbread's 
objections. — The kin^ runneth a rig on his ho8t.-^Mr Whitbread thanketh Majesty.— 
Miss Whitbread curtaieth. — The Queen dippeth. — The Cavalcade departeth. 

Peter triumpheth.-^Admonisheth the Laure&t. — Peter croweth over the Laureat.— 
Diseovereth deep knowledge of Kings, and surgeons^and men who have lost their legs. 
—Peter reasoneth. — Vaunteth. — Even insulteth the Laureat — Peter proclaimeth his 
peaceable disposition.— Praiseth Majesty, and concludeth with a prayer for carious 
Kings. 


Ton, soon as e*er thou strik'st thy golden 

lyre, 
Thy brother Peter*s muse is all on fire, 
To sing of kings and queens, and such 
rare folk : 
Yet, 'midst thy heap of comDliments so fine. 
Say, may we venture to believe a line ? 
You Oxford wits most dearly love a joke. 

Son of the Nine, thou writost well on 

nought: 
Thy thundering stanza, and its pompous 
thought, 
I think, roust put a dog into a laugh : 
Edward and Harry were much braver men 
Than this new-christened hero of thy pen. 
Tea, laurelled Odeman , braver far by half; 

Though on Blackheath and Wimbledon's 

wide plain, 
George keeps his hat off in a shower of 

rain; 
Bees swords and bayonets without a dread, 

Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head : 

* 

Although at grand reviews he seems so 

blest. 
And leaves at six o'clock his downy nest. 
Dead to the charms of blanket, wife, and 

bolster ; 
Unlike his officers, who, fond of cram- 

And at reviews afraid of thirst and famine , 
With bread and cheese and brandy fill their 
holsters. 

Sure, Tom, we should do justice to Queen 
Bess: 
His present majesty, whom Heayen long 
bless 
With wisdom, wit, and arts of choicest 
quality, 
Will never get, I fear, so fine a niche 
As that ola queen, tnough often called 
old b— ch, 
In iame's colossal house of immortality. 

As for John Dryden*s Charles— that king 
Indeed was never any mighty thing ; 


He merited few honours from the pen : 
And yet he was a devilish harty fellow, 
Enjoyed his girl and bottle, and got mel- 
low, 

And mind— kept company with gentlemen : 

For, like some kings, in hobby grooms, 

Knights of the manger, curry-combs, and 
brooms, 
Lost to all glory, Charles did not de- 
light— 

Nor joked by day with .pages, servant- 
maids, 

Large, red-polled, blowzy, hard two- 
handed jades : 
Indeed I know not what Charles did by 
night. 

Thomas, I an of candour a great lover ; 
In short, I'm candour's selfall oyer ; 
Sweet as a candied cake from top to toe ; 
Make it a rule that Virtue shall be 

praised, 
And humble Merit from her bum he 
raised: 
What thinkeet thou of Peter now ? 

Thou criest, *< Oh ! how false ! behold 

thy king. 
Of whom thou scarcely sayest a hand- 
some thing; 
That king has virtues that should make 
theo stare.** 
Is it so ? — Then the sin's in me-* 
'Tis my vile optics that can't see ; 
Then pray for them, when next thou sayest 
a prayer. 

But, p'rhaps, aloft on his imperial throne, 
So distant, O ye gods ! from every one, 
The royal virtues are like many a star, 
From this our pigmy system rather far : 
Whose light, though flying ever since crea- 
tion, 
Has not yet pitched upon our nation.* 


* Bech was tlie sablime opfaiioo of Um Dutch 
astronomer Haygens. 


PETER PINDAR. 


27 


Then maj the roval ray be aooo explored— 
And Thomas, if ihool'tevrear thon art not 
hammio|f, 
ni take my spjing-glass and bring thee 
word 
The instant I behold it coming. 
Bui, Thomas Warton, without joking, 
Art thou, or art thoa not, thj sovereign 
smoking ? 

How canst thon serionilj declare, 

That George the Third 
With Cressy's Edward can compare, 

Or Harry ? — 'Tis too bad, npon my word : 
George is a clever king, I needs must own, 
And cats a jolly figure on the throne. 

Now thon ezclaim*Bt, " God rot it ! Peter, 

pray 
^Ixat to the devil shall I sing or say ?" 

I'll tell thee what to say, O tuneful Tom : 
Slog how a monarch, when his son was 

dying. 
His gracious eyes and ears was edifying. 
By ahbey company and kettle drum : 
I^Ting that Boi^jto death and the physician, 
Between two fires — a forlorn-hope condi- 

tion; 
Two poachers, who make man their game, 
And, special marksmen ! seldom miss their 

aim. 

Sav, though the monarch did not see hisson, 
lie kept aloof through fatherly affection ; 

Determined nothing should be done, 
To brinp on useless tears, and dismal re- 
collection. 

For what can tears avail, and piteous sighs ? 

Death heeds not howls nor dripping eyes; 

And what are sighs and tears but wind and 
water, 

That show the leakiness of feeble nature ? 

Tom, with my simile thou wilt not quarrel ; 
like air and any sort of drink, 
Whining and oozing through each chink, 

That proves the weakness of the barrel. 


For which they've thanked the author of 

this metre, 
ViddUUy the moral mender Peter. 
Who, in his Ode on Ode, did dare ezclaimi 
And call such royal avarice, a shame. 

Say — ^but I '11 tea6h thee ho w to make an ode ; 
Thus shall thy labours visit fame's abode, 
In company with my immortal lay ; 
And look, Tom— thus I fire away— 


BIRTHDAY ODE. 

This day, this very day, gave birth. 
Not to the brightest monarch upon earth, 
Because there are some brighter and as big ; 
Wholove the arts that man exalt to heaven, 
Geornre loves them also, when tl.*By're 
given 
To four-legged Gentry, christened dog and 

Whose deeds in this our wonder-hunting 

nation 
Prove what a charming thing is education. 

Full of the art of brewing beer. 
The monarch heard of Mr Whitbread's 
fame : 

Quoth he unto the queen, " My dear, my 
dear, 
Whitbread hath got a marvellous great 
name; 

Charly, we roust, must, must see Whit^ 
bread brew-^ 

Rich as us, Charly, richer than a Jew : 

Shame, shame, we have not yet hit brew- 
house seen !" 

Thus sweetly said the king unto the queen ! 


Ssy— ^fi>r the prince, when wet was every 

eye. 
And thonsands pooredilo heayen the pity- 
ing sigh 
DeTout ; 
Ssy how a king, unable to dissemble* 
Ordered Dame Siddoof to his house, and 
Kemble, 

To spout : 

Gave them ice oreams, and wines, so dear 
Denied till then a thimble full of beer \ 


Red-hot with novelty's delightful rage. 
To Mr Whitbread forth he sent a pa^e. 

To sajT that majesW proposed to view, 
With thirst of wondlrous knowledge deep 

inflamed. 
His vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogsheads 
famed. 
And learn the noble secret how to brew. 

Of such undreamt-of honour proud, 
Most reverently the brewer bowed ; 
So humbly (so the humble story goes) 
He touched even (arra jimm with his nose ; 

Then said unto the page, highl Billy Ramus. 
" Happy are we that our great king should 
name us. 


• The danelng don and wise pig have foroMd a 
eonildarabld part of toe royal aniatement. 
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As worthy onto majesty to show. 
How we poor Chiswelf people brew." 

Away spmng Billy Ramus quick as 

thought ; 
To majestv the welcome tidings brought, 
How whitbread staring st^>d like any 

stake, 
And trembled — then the civil things he 

said — 
On which the king did smile and nod his 

head: 
For monarchs like to see their subjects 

quake: 

Such horrors unto kings most pleasant are, 
Proclaiming reverence and humility : 

High thoughts to all those shaking ms de- 
clare 
Of kingly grandeur and great capability ! 

People of worship, wealth, and birth, 
Look on the humbler sons of earth. 
Indeed in a most humble lignt, God 
' knows ! 
High stations are like Dover's tow'ring 

cliffs, 
Where ships below appear like little skiffs, 
The people walking on the strand like 
crows. 

Muse, sing the stir that Mr Whitbread 

made ; 
Poor gentleman ! most terribly afraid 
He should not charm enough his guests 

divine : 
He gave his maids new aprons, gowns and 

smocks; 
And lo ! two hundred pounds were spent 

in frocks, 
To make th' apprentices and draymen 

fine: 

Busy as horses in a field of clover, 
Dogs, cats, and churs, and stools, were tum- 
bled over. 
Amidst the Whitbread route of preparation, 
To treat the lofty ruler of the nation. 

Now moved king, queen, and princesses so 

jgrand, 
To visit the first brewer in the land ; 
Who sometimes swills his beer and grinds 

his meat 
In a snug comer christened Chiswell-street; 
But oftener charmed with fashionable air, 
Amidst the gaudy great of Portman -square. 

Lord AyleebuT, and Denbigh's Lord dbo^ 
His grace the Duke of Montague Wm- 


With Lady Haroonrt, joined the raree- 
show. 
And fixed all Smithfield's marvelling 
eyes: 

For lo ! a greater show ne'er graced those 
quarters 

Since Mary roasted, just like crabs, the 
martyrs. 

Arrived, the king broad grinned, and gave 

a nod 
To smiling Whitbread, who, had God 

Come with his angels to behold his beer. 
With more respect he never could have 

roet^— 
Indeed the man was in a sweat 
So much the brewer did the king revere. 

Her majesty contrived to make a dip : 
Light as a feather then the king did skip, 
And asked a thousand questions, with a 

laugh, 
Before poor Whitbread comprehended half. 

Reader ! my ode should have a simile — 
Well ! in Jamaica, on a tamarind tree. 
Five hundred parrots, gabbling just like 
Jews, 
I've seen — such noise the feathered imps 

did make. 
As made my yenr pericraniwn ache- 
Asking and telling parrot news : 

Thus was the brewhouse filled with gab- 
bling noise. 

Whilst draymen and the brewer's boys, 
Devoured the questions that the king did 
ask: 

In different parties were they staring seen, 

Wondering to think they saw a king and 
queen ! 
Behind a tub were some, and some be- 
hind a cask. 

Some draymen forced themselves (a pretty 

. luncheon) 
Into the mouth of many a gaping puncheon ; 
And through the bnng^hole winked with 
curious eye. 
To view, and be assured what sort of 

things 
Were princesses, ^d queens, and kings. 
For whose most lofty station thousands sigh ! 
And, lo! oftLW the gaping puncheon clan, 
Few were the mouths uat had not got a 
man! ^ 

Now majesty into a pump so deep 
Did with an opera-glass so curious peep ; 
£zamining with care each wondrous matter 
That brought up water ! 
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TliOB ha^e I seen a majppie in the street, 
A chattering bird we onen meet, 
A bird lor cnrioeity well known ; 

With head awry, 

And cunning eye, 
Peep knowingly into a marrow<bone. 

And now his cnrions majesty did stoop 
To oount the nails on every hoop ; 
And, lo ! no single thing came in his way, 
That, fall of deep research, he did not say, 
«* What's this ! he, he ? what's that? what's 

this? what's that?" 
80 qnick the words too when he deigned to 

speak. 
As if eaeh syllable wonld break its neck. 

Thn0, to the world of gnat whilst others 

crawl, 
Onr sovereign peeps into the world of small: 
Thus microscopic geninses explore 
Things that too oft provoke the public 
scorn 
Tet swell of useful knowledges the store, 
^ By finding systems in a pepper-corn. 

Now boasting Whitbread serious did declare, 
To make the majesty of England stare. 
That he had butts enough, he knew, 
Placed side by side to reach along to Eew : 
On which the king with woncrer swiftly 

cried, 
What, if they reach to Kew then, side by 

side. 
What would they do, what, what, placed 

end to end ? 
To whom, with knitted calculating brow. 
The man of beer most solemnly did vow, 

Almostto Windsor that they would extend ; 
On which the kinff, with wondering mien. 
Repeated it unto the wondering ^ueen : 
On which, quick turning round his haltered 

head, 
The brewer's horse, with face astonished 

neighed ; 
The brewer's dog too poured a noto of thun- 
der. 
Battled his chain, and wagged his tail for 

wonder. 

Now did the king for other beers inquire, 
Fot Calvert's, #ordi#'s, Thrale's entire ; 
Andy after taking of these different beers, 
Asked Whitbread if his porter equalled 
theirs? 

This was a puzzling, disagreeing auestion ; 
€hfating like arsenic on his host's digestion ; 
A kind of question to the man of cask, 
That not evan Solomon himself would 
ask. 


M 


Now majesty, alive to knowledge, took 
A very pretty memorandum-book, 
With gilded leaves of asses' skin so white, 
And in it legibly began to write — 

Memorandum, 

A charming place beneath the grates 
For roasting chestnuts or potates. 

Mem* 

'Tis hops that give a bitterness to beer — 
Hops grow in Kent, says Whitbread, and 
elsewhere. 

Q^lare. 

Is there no cheaper stuff? where doth it 

dwell? 
Would not horse-aloes bitter it as well ? 

«Msfii* 

To try it soon on our small beer — 
'Twin save us several pounds a year. 

«tfsfii» 

To remember to forget to ask 
Old Whitbread to my house one day. 

Mtm* 

Not to forget to take of beer the cask. 
The brewer offered me, away. 

Now having penciled his remarks so shrewd. 
Sharp as the point indeed of a new pin, 

His majesty his watch most safely viewed. 
And then put up his asses' skin. 

To Whitbread now deigned majesty to say, 
" Whitbread, are all your horses fond of 

hay !" 
"Tes, please your majesty," in humble 

notes, 
The brewer answered — " also, Sir, of oats : 
Another thing my horses too maintains. 
And that, an't please your majesty, are 

grains." 

" Grains, grains," said majesty , to fill their 

crops ? 
*' Grains, grains ? — that comes from hops — 

yes, hops, hops, hops ?" 

Here was the king, like hounds sometimes, 
at fault— 
'< Sire," cried the humble brewer, " give 

me leave 
Tour sacred majesty to undeceive ; 
Grains, Sire, are never made firom hops, 
but malt." 
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** True/' mid the oautious monarch, with a 

smile : 
" From malt, malt, malt^ meant malt all 

the while." 
** Tea/' with the sweetest bow, rejoined the 

brewer, 
" An*t please your majesty, you did, Tm 

sore." 
** Tes," answered majesty, with quick 

reply, 
« I did, I did, I did, I, I, I, I." 

Now this was wise in Whitbread-- here we 

find 
A very pretty knowledge of mankind : 
As monarcbs never roust be in the wrong, 
'Twas really a bright thought in Whit- 
bread s tongue, 
To tell a little fib, or some such thing, 
To save the sinking credit of a king. 

Some brewers, in a rage of information, 
Proud to instruct the ruler of a nation. 
Had on the folly dwelt, to seem damned 
clever ! 
Now, what had been the consequence? 
^ Too plain! 

The man ha!d cut his consequence in twun ; 
The king had hated the toise fool for ever 2 

Reader, whene'er thou dost espy a nose 
That bright with many a ruby glows, 
That nose thou mayest pronounce, nay 

safely swear, 
Is nursed on something better than small- 
beer. 

Thus when thou findest kings in brewing 
wise. 
Or natural history holding;, lofty station. 
Thou mayest conclude, with marvelling 
eyes. 
Such sings have had a goodly education. 

Now did the king admire the bell so fine. 
That daily asks the draymen all to dine : 
On which the bell rung out (how very pro- 
per!) 
To show it was a bell, and had a clapper. 

And now before their sovereign's curious 

eye. 
Parents and children, fine, fat, hopeful 

sprigs. 
All snuming, squinting, grunting in their 

stye, 
Appeared the brewer's tribe of handsome 

pigs: 
On which the observant man, who fills a 

throne, 
Declared the pigs were vastly like his own : 


On which the brewer, swallowed up in joys. 
Tears and astonishment in both his eyes, 
His soul brimful! of sentiments so loyal, 
Exclaimed, " O heavens ! and can my 

swine 
Be deemed by majesty so fine i 
Heavens! can my pigs compare. Sire, with 

pigs royal !" 
To which the king assented with a nod ; 
On which the brewer bowed, and said, 

" Good God !" 
Then winked significant on Miss ; 
Significant of wonder and of bliss ; 

Who, bridling in her chin divine, 
Crossed her fidr hands, a dear old maid. 
And then her lowest courtesy made 
For such high honour done her father's 
swine. 

Now did his majesty so gracious say 
To Mr Whitbread. m his flying wa]r, 
'< Whitbread, d^ye nick the excisemen 

now and then ? 
He, Whitbread, when d'ye think to leave 

off trade ? 
He? what? Miss Whitbread's still a maid, 

a maid? 
What, what's the matter with the men ? 

« D'ye hunt !— he, hunt? No, no, you are 

too old— 
Tou'U be lord mayor— lord mayor one 

day — 
Tes, yes. I've heard so— yes, yee, so I'm 

told: 
Don't, don't the fine for sheriff pay ; 
I'll pries you every year, man, I declare : 
Tes, Whitbread— «yes, yes— you shall be 

lord mayor. 

" Whitbread, d'ye keepaooaoh,or job one, 

Job, job, that's cheapest; yes, that's 
best, that's best 
Ton put your liveries on the draymen — ^he ? 
Ha, Whitbread ? you have feather'd well 

your nest. 
What, what's the price now, he, of all your 

stock? 
But, Whitbread, what's o'clock, pray, 
what's o'clock ?" 

Now Whit'bread inward said, << May I be 

cursed 
If I know what to answer first ;" 
Then searched his- grains with ruminat- 
ing eye ; 
But e'er the man of malt an answer ibnnd, 
Quick on his heel, lo, majesty turned round. 
Skipped off, and baulked the pleasure of 
reply. 
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Kings in inqaUitiveness should be strong — 
From cariosity doth wisdom flow : 

Tor 'tis a maxim Fve adopted long, 

Tlie more a man inquires, the more he'll 
know. 

Raader, didst ever see a water- spent ? 
TIs possible that thou wilt answer^ 

" No." 
Wen then \ be makes a most infernal rout ; 
Sacks, like an elephant, the wayes below, 
With faoge proboscis reaching from the sky, 
As If he meant to drink the ocean dry : 
At length so fall he can't hold one drop 

mor^^ 
He borsts— down rash the waters with a 

roar 
On ffrtne poor boat, or sloop, or brig, or ship, 
And almost sinks the wand'rer of the deep -, 
Thos have I seen a monarch at reviews, 
Sock fhMn the tfibe of officers the news. 
Then bear in triumph off each wondrous 

matter. 
And wose it on the qaeen with saoh a 

clatter! 

I always wonld advise folks to ask ques- 
tions; 
For, tmly, questions are the kejrs of 
knowledM : 
Soldiers, who forage for the mind's diges- 
tions. 
Cot figures at the Old Bailey, and at col- 
Make cnancellors, chief Justices, and 


Even 


judges, 
of the h 


lowest green-bag drudges. 


The sages say. Dame Truth delights to 

dweU, 
Strang mansion ! in the bottom of a well, 
Questions are then the windlass and the 

rope 
Tliat poll the grave old gentlewoman up : 
Damn jokes then, and unmannerly sugges- 
tions, 
Reflacting upon kings for asking ques- 
tions.* • 

Now having well employed his royal lungs 
Otf nails, hoops, staves, pumps, barrels, 

and their bunfs. 
The king and Co. sat down to a collation 
Of flesh and flsh, and fowl of every nation. 
Dire was the clang of plates, of knife and 

fork, 
That merciless fell like tomahawks to work. 


• This sllndei to the late Dr Johneon's laugh on 
a gnwi pertonage, for a laudable curiosity in the 
qseen'a library some yean ilnce. 


And fearless scalped the fowl, the fish, and 

cattle. 
Whilst Whitbrsad, in the rear, beheld the 

battle. 

The conquering monarch, stopping to take 

breath 
Amidst the regiments of death. 
Now turnedto Whitbread with compla- 
cence round. 
And, merry, thus addressed the man of 

beer * 
« Whitbread, is*t true ? I hear, I hear, 

Tou*re of an ancient family-^renowned— 
What ? what f I*m told that you're a limb 
Of Pym,* the fkmous fellow Pym : 
What Whitbread, is it true what people 

say.? 
Son of a round-head are you ? hv ? h« P 

hs? 
Tm told that you send Bibles to your 

votes — 
A snuffling round-headed society—- 
Prayer-books instead of c&sh to buy them 

coats — 
Bunvans, and Practices of Piety : 
Tour Bedford votes would wish to change 

their fare— 
Rather see cash — ^yes, yes— than books of 

prayer. 
Thirtieth of January don't yon feed ? 
Tes, yes, you eat calf's head, you eat calf's 

head." 

Now having wonders done on flesh, fowl, 
fish. 
Whole hosts o'erturned— and seised on 
all supplies ; 
The royal visitors expressed a wish 
To turn to House of Buckingham their 
eyes. 

But first the monarch, so polite, . 
Asked Mr Whitbread if he'd be a lau^kt. 

Unwilling in the list to be enrolled, 
Whitbread contemplated the knights of 

Pe^, 
Then to his generous sovereign made a leg, 
And said, " He was afraid he was too 

old. 
He thanked however his most graoious 

king, 
For oflbring to make him swk a (king,** 

But, ah ! a different reason 'twas I fear ! 
It was not tife that bade the man of beer 
The profiered honour of the monarch 
snun: 


* His MsJesty here made a miatake—Pym was 
bit wile's relation. 
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The tale of Margraret's knife, and royal 

fright, 
Had almost made him damn the name of 
knight, 
A tale that farrowed sach a world of ftm. 

He mocked the prayer* too by the king ap- 
pointed, 

Even by hioiself the Lord's Anointed : — 

A foe to faai too, is he, let me tell ye ; 
And though a Presbyterian, cannot think 
Heaven (quarrelling with meat and drink) 

Joys in the grumble of a hungry belly ! 

Now from the table with Cfldsarean air 
Up rose the monarch with his laurelled 

brow, 
When Mr Whitbread, waiting on his chair, 
Expressed much Uianks, much joy, and 

made a bow. 
Miss Whitbread now so quick her curtsies 

drops. 
Thick as her honoured father's Kentish 

hops; 
Which hop-like curtsies were returned by 

dips 
That never hurt the royal knees and hips ; 
For hips and knees of queens are sacred 

thmgs. 
That only bend on gala days 

Before the best of kings, 
When odes of triumph sound his praise. — 

Now through a thundering peal of kind 

huzzas. 
Proceeding some from hiredt and unhired 
jaws. 
The raree-shoWfthouffht proper to retire ; 
Whilst Whitbread and his daughter fair 
Surveyed all Chiswell street with lofty air ; 
For, lo ! they felt themselves some six 
feet higlkBr ! 


* For the mlracolous escape fVom a poor inno- 
cent insane woman, wl{o only held out a tmaJI 
knife in a piece of white paper, for her lovereign 
to vJew. 

t When his majesty goes to a playhouse, or 
brewhouse, or parliament, the Lord Chamberlain 

Erovides some pounds^worth of mob to huzza their 
eloved monarch. At the playhouse about forty 
wide-mouthed fellows are hired on the night of 
their majesties* appearance, at two shillings and 
sixpence per bead, with the liberty of seeing the 
play gratia. These StenUr* are placed in diflwrent 
parts of the theatre, who, immedlatelv on the royal 
entry into the stage Box, set up their bowl of loval- 
ty ; to whom their maj^^l^ with sweetest smiles, 
acknowledge the obligation by a genteel bow, 
and an elegant courtesy. This congratulatory noise 
of the Stentori is looked on by manv, particularly 
country ladies and gentlemen, as an infallible ther- 
mometer, that ascertains the warmth of the national 
regard. 


Such, Thomas, is the way to write ! 

Thus shouldst thou birth>day songs indite f 

Then stick to earth, and leave the lofty 

sky J 
No more of ti tum tum, and ti tam ti. 

Thus should an honest laureat write of 
kingrs — 

Not praise them for imaginary thing$; 

I own I cannot make my stubborn rhyme 

Call everj^ king a character sublime ; 

For conscience will not suffer me to wan- 
der 

So very widely from the paths of candour. 

I know full well 9ome kini^ are to beveen. 

To whom my verse so bold would give the 
spleen, 
Should that bold verse declare they 
wanted brains. 

I won'tsay that they n«9er brain possessed — 

They may have been with such a present 
blessed. 
And therefore fancy that some atiU re- 
mains; 

For every well-experienced surgeon knows 
That men who with their legs have 
parted, 
Swear that they've felt a pain in all theif 
toeg, 
And often at the twinges started ; 
Then stared upon their oaken stumps in 

vain! 
Fancying the toes were all come back again. 

if men then, who their absent toes have 
mourned. 

Can fancy those same toes at times re- 
turned ; 

So kiiu^s, in matters of intelligences. 

May fancy they have stumbled on their 
senses. 

Tes, Tom — mine is the way of writing 
ode — 

Why liflest thou thy pious eyes to God ! 

Strange disappointment in thy looks I read ; 
And now I hear thee in proud triumph 
cry, 

" Is this an action, Peter, this a deed 
To raise a monarch to the sky ? 

Tubs, porter, pumps, vats» all the Whit- 
bread throng. 

Rare things to figure in the Muse's song V 


I't 


Thomas, I here protest I want no quarrels 
On kings and brewers, porter, pumps and 
barrels — 
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Far from the doye-like Peter be such 
strife ! 
Bat this I tell thee, Thomas, for a fact — 
Thj CcBsar never did an act 
More wieoy more j^Iorioas in his life. 


Now God preserye all wonder-hnntingkings , 

Whether at Windsor, Backingnam, or 

Kewhoose : 

And may the^ never do more foolish thinj^s 

Than visitmg Sam Whitbread and his 

brew-honse ! 


THE LOUSIAD, 


HEROI-COMIC POEM 


Prima Byraoosio dlgnataest ladera venu 
Nostnii nee erubait sylvu babitare, Tbalia ; 
Cum canerem reget et pnelia, CynUiiua aurein 


Vellit et adfflonoit- 


VlrgU. 


I. wbo ID lately in my Lyric lavs 
Ening to the praise and glory of R. A*i ; 
And sweetly taned to Lore the melting line, 
With Ovld'8 art. and Sappho's warmth divine} 
8aid| (nobly daring !) " Muse, exalt thy wings, 
'*Love and the Sons of Canvass quit for kingB." 
Apollo, laughing at my powers of song. 
Cried, " Peter Pindar prithee bold thy tongue." 
But I, like poets, self-sufficient grown, 
Replied, « Apollo, prithee hold thy own." 


TO THE READER. 

Gbrtlx Rxadbr, 

It is neceeaary to inform thee, that his majesty actnally discovered, some time ago, as 
he sat at table, a Itnue on his plate. The emotion occasioned by the unexpected appear- 
ance of such a gnest can be better imagined than described. 

An edict was, in consequence, passed for shaving the cooks, scullions, ^kc., and the 
anfoftunate louse condemned to die. 

Such is the foundation of the Lounad. — With what degree of merit the poem is eze- 
ented, the loi-critical as well as critical reader will decide. 

The ingenious author, who ought to be allowed to know somewhat of the matter, hath 
been heard privately to declare, that, in his opinion, the Batrachomyomac^ia of Homer, 
the Secchia Rapita of Tassoni, the Lutrin of Boileau, the Dispensary of Garth, and the 
Rape of the Lock of Pope, are not to be compared to it ; and to exclaim at the same 
time, with all the modest assurance of an author — 

Cedite, tcripCores Roman! ; cedite, Orall— 
Nil ortum in tenris, Lousiada melius, 

Which, for the sake of the mere English reader, is thus beautifully translated: 


E 


Roman and Grecian authors, great and small, 
The author of the Lnuiad beats you all. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

The Proemiam.*-De0criptioii of the Louse's fall. — History of his wife and fiunily. — 
A wonderfttUy sublime simile of a cow. — Discovery of the louse by his majesty. — ^The 
kiujr's horror and astonishmetit on seeing him.— ESqual to that he felt at Mr Fox's at- 
tempt on prerogatiye. — At Mr Burke's dreadful defalcation of the royal table. — E^ual 
to that his majesty felt in a tumble from his horse. — Equal to tlie horrors of disappomt^ 
ed venison eaters. — Of a seneant at law. — Of a country girl.— Of a petit-maitre saluted 
by a chimney-sweeper. — Of the Devil when pinched by St Dunstan's red hot tongs. — 



King of Spain. — Of Dr Johnson and Dr Wilson. — Descriptic 
majesty's heart. — Most naturally and wittily compared to a dumpling. — His majesty's 
speech to the queen. — Her majesty's most gracious and short answer.^The short 
speech of the beautiful princesses. — His Majesty's rough rejoinder. — The feaf that came 
on the queen and her children. — Beautiful apostrophe to the princesses. — ^The king's 
speech to the pages. — ^The kinff unable to eat. — ^The queen aole. — ^The king's orders 
aoout the Louse.— Description of Dixon the cook major. — ^His speech.— A speech of the 
codks. — Fine simile of bubble and squeak ; thought more sublime than that of Homer's 
black pudding. — Speech of a scullion. — Of a scuUion's mate. — Of a tumbroche. — Noble 
comparison of a I'artar Monarch after he hath dined. — A lonf and wise speech c^ a yeo- 
man of the kitchen. — ^The cook's approbation of the yeoman^ speech. — Crrand simile of 
a barn and its lodgers set on fire hy lightning.— 'The cooclnding speech of the cook 
major. 


CANTO I. 


Thb Louse I sing, who, from some head 

unknown, 
Yet born and educated near a throne, 
Dropped down — (so willed the dread de- 
cree of fiite !) 
With legs wide sprawling on the monarch's 

plate : 
Far from the raptures ola wife's embrace; 
Far from the ffambols of a tender race, 
Whose little feet he taught with care to 

tread 
Amidst the wide dominions of the head ; 
Led them to daily food with foi^d delight. 
And taught the tiny wanderers where to 

bite; 
To hidej to run, advance, or turn their 

tails; 
When hostile combs attacked, or vengeful 

nails: 
Far from thopcr pleasing scenes ordained to 

roam, 
Like wise Ulysses, from his native home ; 
Tet like that sage, though forced to roam 

and mourn. 
Like him, alas ! not fated to return \ 
Who, full of rags and glory, saw his boy* 
And wifet again, and dogt that died for joy. 


I 


TelemachuB. 

Penelope. 

ArgUB, for wlKwe hlBtoiy aee Uie Odysiey. 


Down dropped the luckless lauMf with fear 

apiMuled, 
And wept his wife and children as he 

sprawled. 
'Ehus, on a promontory's nusty brow. 
The poil*s eye, with sorrow, saw a cow 
Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats and 

sheep, 
By tumbling headlong down the dixzy 

steep; 
No moro to roign a queen amongst the 

cattle, 
And urge her rival beaux, the bulls, to 

battle ; 
She fell,* remembering every roaring lover. 
With all her wild couratUs in fields of 

clover. 
Now on his legs, amidst a thousand woes. 
The lousBf wiUi judge-like gravity, arose ; 
He wanted not a motive to entreat him, 
Beside the horror that the king might eat 

him: 
The dread of gasping on the fatal fork. 
Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or 

pork, 
Or drowning 'midjit the sauce in dismal 

dumps, 
Was full enough to make him stir his 

stumps. 

Mofieni diUcea remiDiicUur Argot. 


CAMTO 1.3 


THE LOUSIAD. 


S5 


Vain hope of staaling nnperceiyed away ! 
He mif nt as well have tarried where he 

Seoa wae this Louse, as with the royal 

brood 
Oar hnnffry king fuxrased himself with 

Whieh proTes (though seafice believed by 

one 10 ten) 
That kings have appetites like common 

men; 
And that, like London aldermen and 

mayor, 
Kings feed on solids less refined than air. 
Paint, heavenly mnse, the look, the very 

look. 
That of the sovereign's face possession 

took. 
When fint he saw the Louse, in solemn 

state, 
Grave as a Spaniard, march across the 

plate! 
Yet, coald a Loose a British King sarprise, 
And like a pair of saucers stretch his eyes ? 
The little tenant of a mortal head, 
Shake the great ruler of three realms with 

dread? 
Good Lord ! (as somebody sublimely sings) 
What great effects arise from UttU things ! 
Ae many a loving swain and nymph can 

tell. 
Who following nature's law have loved too 

wen ! 

Not with more horror did his oyes behold 
Charley Fox, that cunning enemy of old. 
When triumph hung upon his plotting 

brains, 
And dim prtrogalioe was just in chains : 
Not with more horror did his eye-balls work 
Convulsive on the patriotic Burke, 
When guilty of economy, the crime ! 
Edmund wide wandered from the true 

sMimef 
And, cat-like, watchful of the flesh and fish. 
Cribbed from the royal table many a dish ; 
Saw every slice of bread and butter cut, 
Each apple told, and numbered every nut ', 
And gauged (composed upon no sneaking 

scale) 
The monareh's belly like a cask of ale ; 
Convinced that, in his scheme of state- 
salvation. 
To starve* the palace, was to save the na- 
tion : 


* His malesty was reaHy reduced some time 
sfnce to a most mortifying dilemma. The apples 
at dinner time hanng been, by too great liberality 
to tbe royal chfldren, expended : the king ordered 

mplrty, hot was jnrormed that tbe Board of 


Not more aghast he looked, when, 'midst 
the course, \ 

He tumbled, in a stag-chase, from his horse. 

Where all his nobles deemed their mon- 
arch dead. 

But luckily, he pitched upon his head ! 

Not venison eaters at the vanished fat. 
With stomachs wider than a Quaker's hat 
Not with more horror Mr Serjeant Pliant 
Looks down upon an empty-handed client 
Not with more horror stares the rural maid 
By hopes, bv fortune-tellers, dreams, be 

trayed. 
Who sees her ticket a dire blank arise. 
Too fondly thought the twenty thousand 

prize. 
With which the simple damsel meant, no 

doubt. 
To bless her faithful ftvourite, Colin Clout. 


Not with more horror stares each 

lengthened feature. 
Of some fine, fluttering, mincing petit- 

mtAtrSf 
When of a wanton chimney-sweeping mag 
The beau*8 white vestment feels the sooty 

bag: 
Not with more horror did the Devil look, 
When Dunstan by the nose the demon 

took, 
(As gravely sa^ our le^ndary songs) 
And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs : 
Not Lady Worsley , chaste as many a nun. 
Looked with more horror at Sir Richard's 

fun. 
When, raised on bigh to view her naked 

charms. 
He held the peeping captain in his arms : 
Like David, that most am'rous little dragon. 
Ogling sweet Bathsheba without a rag on,: 

Not more the great Sam House* with 
horror stared. 
By mob affronted to the very beard : 
Whose impudence (enough to damn a Jail) 
Snatched from his waving hand his roz's 

tail, 
And stuffed it, 'midst his thunders of ap- 
plause, 
Full in the centre of Sam's gaping jaws. 
That, forcing down his patriotic throat, 
Of " Fox and freedom !" stopped the glori- 
ous note. 


I 


a 
Ortem 


ilii would positively allow no more. 


Enraged at the unexpected and unroyal disap- 
pointment, he flirioQBly put his band into bis 
pocket, took out sixpence, sent a page for two 
penny wortb of pippins, ana received the change. 
* In Westminster Hall, where the etnse (the 
author was just about to say nonsense) of the peo- 
ple was to be taken on an election. 
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Not, with more honor Billy Ramus* 
■tared, 

When Pnffyt the prince's hair-dresser ap- 
peared 

Amidst their eating room,^ with dread 
design. 

To tit with pageg and with pagts dine ! 

Not with more horror Gloster's Duchess 
star'd, 
When (blessed in metaphor !) the king de- 
clared, 
That not of ^11 her mongrd Weed, one tohdp 
Should in the royal kennel ever yelp» 

Not more that man so sweet, so unpre- 
pared. 
The gentle squire of Leatherhead,^ was 

scared, 
When, after prayers so good, and rare a 

sermon ; 
He found his front attacked by fierce Miss 

Vernon ; 
Who meant (Thalestris-like, disdaining 

fear ?) 
To pour hei foot in thunder on his reat : 
Who, in God's house, § without one grain 

of grace. 
Spit, like a vtaum, in his worship's face ; 
And d^ook her nails, as sharp as tailor's 

shears. 
That itched to scrape acquaintance with 

his ears. 

Not Atkinsonjl with stronger terror started 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being 
carted) 

* Billy Ramns— emphaUcally and constantly 
called by hit m^Jetty BiUf Ramus ; one of the 
pagen who shavee the eoTereign, ain his shirts, 
reads to him, writes for hinii and collects anecdotes. 

t PttiT, his Royal Highness* hoir-dresseri who at- 
tending him at Windsor, the prince, with his usual 
food*nature, ordered him to dine with the page$. 
The pride of the pages immediately took fire, and 
a petition was despatched to the Iting and prince, 
to be relieved from the distressflil circumstance of 
dining with a hair^reseer. The petition was 
treated with the proper contempt, and the pages 
commanded ro receive Mr Puff into their mess, or 

Suit the table. With unspeakable mortificaiion 
Ir Ramus and his brethren aitbrniited; bat, like 
the poor Gentoos. who have lost their eatt, have 
not held up their beads tinee. 

X Kynaston is the name of the gentleman assailed 
by this furious maid of honour, for disapprobation 
of the lady as an acquaintance for his wife. 

'^ Verily ia the House of the Lord , on the Lord 's 
)Day, in the vear of our Lord 1785, in the village of 
Ijeatberbead, in the county of Surrey, did this pro- 
fane aalival assault take place on the phiz of 
'Squire Kynaston, to the disgrace of his family, the 
wonder of the parson, the horror of the clerk, and 
the stupefaction of the congregation. 

II Mr Christopher Atkinson's airing on the pil- 
lory ia sulRciently known to the public. 


When jfistsM, a sly dame, one day thought 

fit 
To pay her serious compliments to Kit ; 
Asked him a few short questions about eomj 
And whispered she believed he was for- 
sworn; 
Then hinted, that he probably would find. 
That though she sometimes winked, she 
was nol blind. 

Not more Asturias' princess* looked 

affright. 
At breakfast, when her spouse, the unpo- 

Ute, 
Hurled, madly heedless both of time and 

place, 
A cup of boiling coffee in her face ; 
Because the fair one eat a buttered roll, . 
On which the selfish prince had fixed his 

soul: 
Not more astonished looked that prince to 

find 
His royal father to hb face unkind ; 
Who, to the cause of injured beauty won. 
Seized on the proud proboscis of his son, 
(Just like a tyger of the Lvbian shade. 
Whose furious claws the helpless deer in- 

yade) 
And led him, till that son its durance freed, 
By asking pardon for the brutal deed ; 
L^d him thrice round the room, (the story 

Joes) 
lowed with great grayity his nose. 
Resolved at first (ror Spaniards are stiff 

stuff) - 
To ask no pardon, though the snout came 

off: 
Not more astonished looked that Spanish 

kinff,t 
Whene'er ne missed a snipe upon the wing: 
Not more astonished looked that King of 

Spain, 
To see his gun •boats blazing on the main : 
Not Dr Johnson more^ to hear the tale 
Of vile Piozzi's marry mff Madam Tbrale ; 
Nor Dr Wilson, child ofam'rous folly, 
When young Mac Clyster bore off Kate 

Macaulay.t 

* This quarrel between the Prince of Asturias 
and his Princess, with the interference of the Span- 
ish Monarch, as described here, is not a poetic fic- 
tion, but an absolute Ikct, that happened not many 
months ago. 

t His most Catliolic Majesty's shooting merits 
are univerflaHy acknowledged. Though fkr ad- 
vanced in years, he is still the admiration of his 
subjects, ana the envy of his brother kings, as n 
8koi ; and il is well known, that even on those days 
when the rojral robes are obliged to be worn, his 
breeclies pockets are sttifibd wiUi gun flints, screws, 
hammers, and other implements necessarv for the 
destruction of snipes, partridges, and wilil pigs. 

X The Fair Historian. 
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WhAt dire emotions Bhook the monarches 

soul! 
Just like two billiard balls his eyes 'can 

roll; 
'Whilst suffer all his royal heart possessed , 
That, sweUin^, ^ildly bumped against his 

breast ; 
Boonced at his ribs with ail its might so 

stout, 
As resolutely bent on jumping out, 
To avenge, with all its powers, the dire 

disgrace, 
And nobly spit in the offender's face. 
Thus a large dumpling to its cell confined, 
(A very apt allusicMi, to my mind) 
Lies snag, until the water waxeth hot, 
Then bustles 'midst the tempest of the pot : 
in Tain ! — the lid keeps down the child of 

dough, 
That bouncing, tumbling, sweating, rolls 

below. 

«< What's that! what's that^' th' aston- 
ished monarch cries, 

(Lifting to pityiuff Heaven his piteous eyes) 

" What monster^ that, that's got into the 
house? 

A louse, God bless us ! louse, louse, louse, 
louse, louse ?" 

The queen looked down, and said, ** Mine 
Goto • good la !" 

And with a smile the grey-backed stranger 

Eaeh princess strained her lovely neck to 

see, 
And, with another smile, exclaimed, " Good 

me !" 
" Mine Goto ! Good me ! is that all you can 

say.>" 
(Our gracious monarch cried, with huge 

dismay). 
" What ! wluLt ! a silly vacant smile take 

place 
Upon your majesty's and children's face. 
Whilst that vile louse (soon, soon to be un- 

jointod !) 
Affronts the presence of the Lord's An- 

ointod !" 

Dashed, as if taxed with hell's most 

deadly sins. 
The queen and princesses drew in their 

chins, 
Looked prim, and gave each exclamation 

o'er, 
And, very prudent, *tDord spake never 

more.* 
Sweet maids ! the beauteous boast of Brit- 
ain's isle, 
Speak — were those peerless lips forbid to 

smile ? 


Lips! that the soul of simple Nature 

moves — 
Formed by the bounteous hands of all the 

Loves ! 
Lips of delight ! unstain'd by Satire's gall ! 
Lipa ! that fnever kissed — and never uiall. 

Now, to each trembling page a poor muto 
mouse, 

The punts monarch cried, "Is this your 
louse f" 

" Ah ! Sire, (replied each page with pig- 
like whine) 

An't please your majesty, it is not mine." 

"JVbt thine f (the hasty monarch cried 
\ again) 

What? what? what? what? what? who the 
devil's then?" 

Now at this sad event the sovereign, sore 
Unhappy, could not eat a mouthful more : 
His wiser queen, her gracious stomach 

studying. 
Stuck most devoutly to the beef and pud- 
ding; 
For Germans are a very hearty sort. 
Whether begot in hog*styes or a court ; 
Who bear (which shows their hearts are 

not of stone) 
The ills of others better than their own. 

Grim terror seized the souls of all the 

pages. 
Of different sizes, and of different ages ; 
Frightened about their pensions or their 

bones. 
They on each other gaped like Jacob's 

sons! 

Now to a page, but which we can't de- 
termine. 

The growling monarch gave the plato and 
vermin : 

" Watoh well that blackguard animal," he 
cries, 

** That soon or late, to glut my vengeance, 
dies! 

Watoh like a cat, that vile marauding louse, 

Or George shall play Uie devil in the house. 

Some spirit whispers, that to cooks I owe 

The precious visitor that crawls below ; 

Tes, yes ! the whispering spirit tells me 
true. 

And soon shall vengeance all their locks 
pursue. 

Cooks, scourers, scullions too, with tails of 

Shall lose their coxcomb curls, and wear a 

. Wig. 

Thus roared the king — not Hercules so big ; 
And all the palace echoed — ** Wear a w^!" 
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FeoTy like an aguOi itraok the pale*iloeed 

cooks, 
And dashed the beef and matton from their 

looks ! 
Whilst from each cheek the roee withdrew 

its red. 
And pUy blabbered o*er each menaced 

head. 

Bat lo ! the great cook-major* cornea I his 
eyes 

Fierce as the reddeninjf flame that roasts 
and fries ! 

His cheeks like bladders, with high passion 
glowing, 

Or like a fat Dutch trampeter's when blow- 
ing. 

A neat white apron his hage corps em- 
braced, 

Tied by two comely strings abont his waist , 

An apron that he porchaMd with his riches, 

To guard from hostile grease his TeWet 
breeches : 

An apron that, in Monmoath*street high 
hung, 

Oft to the winds with sweet deportment 
swung. 

'' Ye sons of dripping, on your major 

(In sounds of deep toned thunder, cried the 

cook) 
'< By this white apron, that no more can 

hope 
To join the piece in Mr Inkle's shop ; 
That oft hatn held the best of palace meat, 
And from this forehead wiped the briny 

sweat; 
I swear this head disdains to lose its locks ; 
And those that do not, tell them they are 

blocks; 
Whose head, my cooks, such Tile disgrace 

endures ? 
Will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or 

yours ? 
Ten thousand crawlers in that head be 

hatched 
For ever itching, but be neyer scratched I 
Then may the charming perquisite of 

grease, 
The mammon of your pocket, ne'er in- 
crease; — 
Chrease ! that so frequently hath brought 

you coin. 
From yeal, pork, mutton, and the great 

sirloin. 
O brothers of the spit, be firm as rocks : 
Lo! to no long on earth I yield these 

locks. 

• Dixon. 


Few are my hairs behind, by age endear- 
ed ! 

But, few or many, they shall not be 
sheared. 

"Sooner shall Madam Schwellenberg,* 

the jade. 
Yield up her favourite perquisites of trade ; 
Give up her majesty's old cloaks and 

gowns. 
Caps, petticoats, and aprons, without 

frowns: 
She ! who for ever studies mischief— she ! 
Who soon will be as busy as a bee. 
To ffet the liberty of loess enslayed, 
AncT every harmless cook and scullion 

shaved — 
She ! if by chance a British senani nuUd^ 
By some insinuating tongue betrayed, 
Induced the fair forbidden fruit to taste, 
Grows, luckless, somewhat bigger in the 

waist; 
Rants, storms, swears, turns the penitent 

to door, 
Graced with the pretty names of bitch and 

whore: 
To range a prostitute upon the town, 
Or, if the weeping wretch think better, 

drown? 
But, if a Oemum spider bru^er fiuls. 
Whose nose ffrows sharper, and whose 

shape tells tales ; 
Hushed is the affair — ^the qtuen and she, 

flood dame. 
Both club their wits to hide the growing 

shame; 
To wed her, get some fool — I mean some 

wise man ; 
Then dub the prudent cuckold an excise- 
man — 
She! who hath got more insolence and 

pride, 
God mend her heart ! than half the world 

beside : 
She ! who of guttling fond, stuffs down 

more meat, 
Heaven help her stomach ! than ten men 

can eat ! 
Ten men ! aye, more than ten — the hungry 

hag!-^ 
Why, zounds ! the woman's stomach's like 

abag: 
She! who will swell the uproar of tho 

house, 
And tell the king damn'd lies about the 

Umse, 
When probably that louse (a vile old trull !) 
Was born and nourished in her own grey 

scull. 

* MistreH of the robes to her mflOestjr. 
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'* Sooner the room ihall biucoiu Nanny* 
quit. 

Where oft she oharoui her master with her 
wit; 

TeUs tales of every body, every thing, 

Ftom honest coartiers to the thieves who 
swing — 

Waits on her sovereign while he reads des- 
patches, 

And wisely winds np state a£fairs or 
watches: 

"Sooner the ^rtnce (may Heaven his in- 
come mend !) 

Shall qnit his bottle, mistress, or his friend ', 

I«augh at the drop on Misery^s langoid eye, 

And hear her sinking voice without a sigh ; 

Break for the wealth of realms his saered 
word, 

And let the world write ecward on his 
sword : 

Sooner shall ham from fowl and turkey part. 

And stuffing leave a calf's or l>ttllock's 
heart: 

Sooner shall toasted cheese take leave of 
mustard, 

And from the codlin tart be torn the cus- 
tard: 

Sooner these hands the glorious haunch 
shall spoil, 

And all our inelted butter turn to oil ; 

Sooner our pious kin^, with pious face. 

Sit down to dinner without saying grace ; 


North: 

Sooner shall fashion order frogs and snails, 
And disbclonts stick eternal to our tails ! 
Let George view mmtsUrs with surly looks. 
Abuse 'em, kick 'em— but revere his cooks i 

"What, lose our locks!" replied the 

roastinff crew : 
*' To barbers yield 'em !— Damme if we do! 
Be shaved like foreign dogs one dai!y meets, 
Naked and blue, and shivering in the 

streets! 
And from the palace be ashamed to range, 
For fear the world think we had the mange ; 
By taunting boys made weary of our lives, 
Broad grinning whores, and ridiculing 

wives!" 

"Rouse, opposition!'* roared a tipsey 
icook, 
With hands a-kimbo, and bubonic look, — 
" 'TIS ske alone our noble curls can keep- 
Without ksr, nUnisUrs would fall asleep : 

• Buom Nanny— « female servant of tbe palace 
wbo coastantly atteiide the king when he reads 


*Tis she who makes great men—our Foxes, 

Pitts, 
And sharpens, whetstone-like, the nation's 

witts, 
Knocks off your knaves and fools, however 

great: 
And, broom-like, sweeps the cobwebs of the 

state : 
In casks like sulphur, that expels bad air. 
And makes, like thunder-claps,foul weather 

fair; 
Acts like a eun, that, fired at gathered soot, 
Preserves the chimney and the house to 

boot : 
Or, like a school-boy's whip, that keeps up 

tops. 
The sinkmg realm by flagellation, props. 
Our monarch must not be indulged too 

far; 
Besides ! I love a little bit of war. 
Whether to crop our curls he boasts a right. 
Or not, I do not care tbe louse's bite ; 
But then, no force-work ! No ! no force, by 

Heaven ! 
Cooks! Yeomen! Scourers! we will not be 

driven. 
Try but to force a pig against his will^ 
Behold the sturdy gentUnuin stands still's 
Or pr'haps (his power to let the driver 

know). 
Gallops the very road he should' not go-|- 
No force for me ! — ^The French, the fawning 

dogs, 


And every night salvation prayers put forth. Even let them lose their freedom, and eat 
For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and fro, 


rocs; 
»1 fa 




Damme! 1 faate each pale soupe maigre 
Give me oiy darling liberty and beef." 

He spoke — and from his jaws a lump he 

slid, 
And, swearing, manful flung to earth his 

quid* 
Then swelling pride forbade his tongue to 

rest. 
Whilst wild emotions laboured in his 

breast—' 
Now sounds confused his anger made him 

mutter, 
And when he thought on shaving, curses 

splutter, 
Such is the sound (tbe simile's not weak) 
Formed by what mortab bubble call and 

squeak* 


* The modest author of the LausUut mutt do 
himself the Justice to declare here, that his simile 
of the bubble and squeak hi vastly more natural 
and more sublime than HomeHs black pudding on 
a gridiron, iiltisiratingtbe motions and emotions of 
bis hero Uiy^^cs. 
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When, 'midst the frying-pan, in accents sa 

vage, 
The beef 8o snrly quarrels with the cabbage. 

'< Be shaved l" a scullion loud began to 

bellow, 
LQud as a parish bull, or poor Othello, 
Placed by that rogue lago upon thorns, 
WiUi all the horrors of a pair of horns : 
Load as th' excwemiui* struggling for his 

life, 
And panting in a most inglorious strife ; 
When on his face the smuggling princess 

sprung, 
And, cat-like clawing, to his visage clung. 

« Be shaved, like pigs !" rejoined the 
scullion's mate. 

His dishclout shaking, and his pot crowned 
pate: 

"What barber dares it, let him watch his 
nose. 

And, curse me, drei^d the rage of these ten 
toes." 

So saying, with an oath to raise one's hair, 

He kicked with threatening foot the yield- 
ing air. 

Thus have I seen an ast (baptized a 
Jack) 
Graced by a cfumnethsiDeeper on his back, 
Prance, snort, and fling his heels with lib- 
erality, 
In imitation of a horse of quality. 

"Be shaved!" an anderstrapper turn- 
broche cried 
In all the foaming energy of pride — 
" Zounds ! let us take his majesty in hand ! 
The king shall find he lives at our com- 
mand: 
Tes ; let him know with all his wondrous 

state. 
His teeth and stomach on our wills shall 

wait; 
We rule the platters, we command the spit. 
And George shall have his mess when we 

think fit ; 
Stay till oursdvea shall condescend to eat. 
And then, if toe think proper, have his 
meat." 

* This affUr happened a (bw yeart since.— An 
exciseman seizing aome smugtled goods belonging 
to a princess, a relation of tbe Great Fredericic, her 
highness fell upon the poor rat ae cave and almoet 
scratched his eyes out : the exciseman made a for- 
mal complaint to the king, begging to be relieved 
ftom the disgrace. Tbe i^lant monarch retaraed 
fhr answer, that he gave up the duties to his cousin 
the princess ; but could not conceive how the hand 
of a fair lady could dishonour the face of an excise- 


on venison rather 


Thus having fed 

coarse, 
A colt, or crocodile, or dish of horse. 
The Tartar quits his smoky hut with scorn, 
Sounds to the kingdoms of the world his 

horn J 
And treating monarchs like his slaves or 

swine, 
Informs them they have liberty to dine. 

" Heavens !" cried a yeoman f with much 

learning graced, 
In books as well as meat, a man of taste. 
Who read with vast applause the daily 

news. 
And kept a close acquaintance with the 

Muse ; 
Conundrum, rebus made, acrostic, riddle ; 
And sung his dying sonnets to the fiddle. 
When Love, with cruel dart the murdering 

thief. 
His heart had spitted, like a piece of beef ; 
<'Are these," he said, *<of kings^ the 

whims and jokes ? 
Then kings can be as mad as common folks. 
Dame Nature, when a prince's head she 

makes, 
No more concern about the inside takes 
Than of the inside of a bug's or bat's, 
A flea's, a grasshopper's, a cnr's, a cat's ! 
As careless as the artist, trunks designing. 
About tlie trifling circumstanoe of lining ; 
Whether of Cumberland he use the plays. 
Miss Barney's novels, or Miss Seward's 

lays ; 
Or sacred dramas of Miss Hannah More, 
Where all the Mne, with little Moses snore ; 
Or good 'Squire Pindar's Odes, or Whar- 
ton's stick ; 
Or Horace Walpole's Doubts upon King 

Dick, 
Who furious drives, at times, his old goose 

quill. 
On Strawberry, (reader!) notth' Aonian* 

Whether he doomed the royal speech to 

cling. 
Or those of lords and commons to the king ; 
Whcdre one begs money and the others 

grant. 
So easy, freely, firiendly, complaisant, 
As though the cash were really all their 

own. 
To purchase knick-knacks* that disgrace a 

throne. 

* The Civil List, we are Inclined to think, feels 
deficiencies fh>m toy»— For an instance, we will 
appeal to Mr Cummlng*s non-descript of a time- 
piece at the queen's house which cost nearly two 
thousand pounds. The same artist is also allowed 
SOOI. per annum to keep the bauble In repair. 
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Ahy me ! did people know what trifling 

things 
Compoee uiose idols of the earth called 


Those connXffnpvxiB of ihntimpartantfellotOf 
The children's wonder — Signor PunM* 

'ndlo; 
Who stmts npon the stage his hour away ; 
His ontaide gold — his inside rags and hay ; 
No more as God's vicegerents would they 

shine, 
Noa: make the world cat throats for right 

divine. 

" Those lordt of earth, at dinner, we ^ave 

seen. 
Sunk, bv the merest trifles, with the 

spleen— 
Oft for an ill-dressed egg have heard them 

groan, 
And seen them quarrel for a mutton bone : 
At sah or vinegar, with passion, fume, 
And kick dogs, chairs, and pages, round the 

room.* 

«( Alas ! how often have we heard them 

ffrunt, 
Whene er the mstMng rain hath spoiled a 

hunt ! 
Their sanguine wishes crossed, their spirits 

clogged, 
Mere riding dishclouts homeward they have 

jogged; 
Poor imps ! the sport (with all their pride 

and power) 
Of nature's diuretic stream— a shower! 
This IPC, the actors in the farce perceive ; 
But ikis the distant world will ne er believe, 
Who fimcy kings to all the virtues bom, 
Ne'er by the vulgac storms of passion torn; 
But, blessed with souls so calm, like sum- 
mer seas. 
That smile to heaven, unruffled by a breeze : 
Who think that kingti, on wisdom always fed, 
Speak sentences like Bacon's brazen head *, 
Hear from their lips the vilest nonsense fall, 
Tet think some heavenly spirit dictates all ; 
Conceive their bodies of celestial clay. 
And, though all ailment, sacred from decay; 
To nods and smiles their gaping homage 

bring, 
And thank their God their eyes have seen 

a king ! 

* This Is partlj a picture of the lairt reign as 
veil as the present. The paaaioaa of George the 
fiecood were of the most Impetuous kind— hie hat 
and Ma fttvoorite minister, Sir Robert Walpole, 
were too frequently the foot-balls of his ill humour 
— nay, poor Uneen Caroline came in for a share of 
Ma Iboc benevolence. But he was Prince of vir- 
toea— «M flmra nitwit non ego paucis offendar 

F 


Lord! in the circle when our roval master 
Pours out his words as fast as hail, or faster, 
To country 'squires, and wives of country 

'squires ; 
Like stuck pigs staring, how each oaf ad- 
mires ! 
Lo every syllable becomes a gem ! 
And if, by chance, the monarch cough, or 

hem. 
Seized with the symptoms of a deep sur- 
prise. 
Their joints with rev'rence tremble, and 

their eyes 
Roll wonder first : then, shrinking back 

with fear. 
Would hide behind the brains, were any 

there. 
How taken is this idle world by show ! 
Birth, riches, are the Baals to whom we 

bow : 
Preferring, with a soul as black as soot, 
A rogue on horseback, to a saint on foot 
See France, see Portugal, Sicilia, Spain^ 
And mark the desert of each despots brain ; 
Whose tongues should never treat with 

taunts a^oZ ; 
Who prove that nothing is too mean to nde.^ 
What could the prince, high- towering like 

a steeple. 
Without the majesty of us the people T 
Go, like the king of Babylon,* to grass. 
Or wander, like a beggar, with a pass ! 
However modem hxngs may cooks despise, 
Warriors and kings were cooks, or history 

lies. — 
Patroclus broil'd beef-steaks to quell his 

hunger; 
The mighty Agamemnon potted conger ! — 
And Charles of Sweden, 'midst his guns 

and drums. 
Spread his own bread and butter with his 

thumbs. 
Be shaved ! — No ! — sooner pilVries,' jails, 

the stocks, 
Shall pinch this corpse, than barbers snatch 

my locks." 

" Well hast thou said," a scourer bold re- 

jom d ; 
" Damme ! I love the man who speaks his 

mind.'* 
Tlicn in his arms the orator he took. 
And swore he was an anffel of a cook. 
A while he held him with a Cornish hug ; 
Then seized, with glorious grasj>, a pewter 

mug, 
Whose ample womb nor cider held, nor alA, 
But nectar fit for Jove, and brow'd by 

Thrale. 

« Nebuchndnezxar. 
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*' A health to cookB," he cried, and wav'd 

the pot; 
" And he who sifffas for titles is a sot — 
Let dakes and lords the world in wealth 

surpass ; 
Tet many a lion*8 skin conceals an ass. 
Lo ! this is one amongst my golden rules, 
To think the greatest men the greatest 

fools: 
The great are judges of an opera song, , 
And ny a Briton's for a eunuch's tongue ; 
Thus idly sqnand'ring for a squall their 

riclies, 
To faint with rapture at those oats in 

breeches. 
Accept this truth from me, my lads— the 

man 
Who first found out a spit, or frying-pan, 
Did ten times more towards the public 

ffood} 
Than iQl the tawdry titles since the flood : 
Titles! that kings may grant to asses, 

mules. 
The scorn of sa|res, and the boast of fools." 

He ended — All the cooks exclaimed, 
« Divine !" 
Then whisper'd one another, 'twas " damn*d 

fine!" 
Thus spoke the scourer like a man inspired. 
Whose speech the heroes of the kitchen 

fired : 
Grooms, master- scourers, scullions, scul- 
lions* mates. 
With all the overseer? of knives and plates, 
Felt their brave souls like frisky cider work, 
Whizzing in opposition to the cork : 


Earth's potentates appeared ignoble things, 
And cooks of greater consequence than 

kings ; 
Such is the power of words, where truth 

unites, 
And such the rage that injured worth ex- 
cites ! 
The scourer's speech, indeed, with reason 

blepsed. 
Inflamed with godlike ardour all the rest. 
Thus if a barn heaven's vengeful lightning 

draw. 
The flame ethereal darts amongst the 

straw ; 
Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazles, mice, 

and rats, 
And (if unfortunately mousing) cats ; 
All feel the fierce devouring £e in turn. 
And, mingling in one conflagration burn. 

'^ Sons of the «ptt," the major cried again, 
" Tour warlike speeches prove you blessed 

with brain : 
Brain ! that Dame Nature gives not every 

head. 
But fills the vast vacuity with lead ! 
Tet ere for opposition we prepare. 
And bravely battle in the cause of hair ; 
Methinks 'twould be but decent to peti- 

tion, 
And tell the king with firmness our condi- 
tion : 
Soon as our sad complaint he hears us utter. 
His gracious heart may melt away like 

butter ; 
Fair mercy shine amidst our gloomy house^ 
And angered majesty forget 3ie Lmst'' 
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** QmoIu ab ineepto." Horace. 

'* Aj it was In the beginmingf it now, and ever ehdll he^ woiid witbout end." 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


At many people peraist in their incredolity with respect to the attack made by the 
barlfers on tne neaoB of the harmleis cooks, I shall exhibit a list of the nnhappy suffer- 
ers : it is the Palace list, and therefore as authentic as the Gazette. 

Ji true List of the Staved at Buckiagham House, 


Two master cooks. 
Three yeoman ditto, 
Four grooms, 
Three children, 
Two master scourers, 


Six under scourers, 
Six turnbroches. 
Two soil-carriers. 
Two door-keepers, 
Eight boys, 


Five pastry people, 
Eight silver scullery, 

for laughing at the 

cooks. 


In all, fifty-one. 
A young man, named John Bear, would not submit, and lost his place. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

IiiTocATioir to the Muses. — Degeneracy of modern poets.^The ragged state of the 
ladies of Parnassus. — Sad condition of bards. — Praise of Mr West's great picture of King 
Alexander and the Stag. — More invocation to the Muses. — ^The tricks of thoee ladies. — 
Thoir impositions on poets and poetesses. — A compliment to King Greorge and Dr Her- 
schell, on their intimacy with the moon, and important discoveries in that planet. — Invo- 
cation to Apollo. — Invocation to Conscience. — Conscience described. — The great powers 
of Conscience — More invocation to Conscience. — Truth and Falsehood, their situa* 
tions. — More invocation to Conscience. — The praise of royal economy and a Hanoverian 
College. — Address to Gottingen. — More invocation to Conscience.— Mr Hastings' bulse, 
Mrs Hastings' bed and cradle properly treated. — More words to Conscience. — ^The fatal 
power of Conscience over the late Mr Torke and Lord Clive. — Address to Fame. — A 
request to the aforesaid Gentlewoman instructing her how to dispose of some of her 
trumpets. — Description of her psuedo-YOiarieB. — The Bard blushing for the quantity of 
invocation. — Procession of his epic poem. — S^adame Schwellenberg described with a 
plate of ham. — Account of her birth, parentage, and education. — ^Accoant of pride. — 


44 


PETER PINDAR. 


[O^LNTO 11. 


Madam Schwellenberg's visit to the king.— His majesty's most gracious speech. — 
Madame Schwellenberg's answers. — Address to readers on ladies swearing. — Sir Francis 
Drake, the steward of the hoasehold, described. — Not to be confounded with the famous 
Sir Francis Drake, who died near two hundred years ago.— The perquisites of the pre- 
sent Sir Francis. — Description of the dining-room belonging to the cooks at Buckug- 
ham House. — The entertainment and utensils of this room. — Dixon the cook-major s 
speech. — Story of a nabob and a beggar. — ^Cook-major Dixon's speech in continuation. 
Speech of another cook. — The cooks in the dumps.-— The cook-major's rejoinder to the 
cook's speech. — ^A very sensible speech. — Conclusion with a beautiful simile. — ^The 
petition of the cooks. 


Nymphs of the sacred fount, around whose 

brink 
Bards rush in droves, like cart-horses, to 

drink ; 
Dip their dark beards amidst your streams 

so clear. 
And, whilst they gulp it, wish it ale or beer : 
Far more delighted to possess, I ween. 
Old Calvert's brewhouse for their Hippo- 

crene ; 
And blessed with beef, their ghostly forms 

tofill, 
Make Dolly's chophonse their Aonian hill ; 
More pleased to hear knives, forks, in con- 
cert join, 
Than all the tinkling cymbals of the Mne ; 
Assist me— ye who Uiemes sublime pursue, 
With scarce a shift, a stocking, or a shoe ! 
Such power have satires, epigrams, and 

odes. 
As make even bankrupts of the bom of 

gods. 
As well as mortal bards, who oft bewail 
Their unsuccessfiil madrigals in jail, 
Where penned, like hapless cuckoos in a 
' cage. 

The ragged warblers pour their tuneful 

rage; 
Deck the damp walls with verse of various 

quality. 
And, from their prisons, mount to immor- 

Ulity. 

Ah ! tell me where is now thy blush, O 
shams f 
Shall bards through jails explore the road 

to fame ^ 
Like souls of papists in their way to glory. 
Doomed at the half-way house, called Pur- 
gatory, 
To burn before they reach the realms of light, 
Like old tobacco-pipes, from black to 

white? 
Yet let me say again, that powerful rhyme 
Hath lifted poets to a sUte sublime ; 
To lofty pillories raised their sacred ears 
High o'er the heads of marvelling com-' 
peers. 


Whose eggs, potatoes, turnips, and their 

tops. 
Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops ! 
Blessed state ! that gives each fair exalted 

mien, 
To grace in print a monthly magazine ; 
Ana deck the shops with sweet engravings 

dressed, 
'Midst angels, sinners, saints of Mr West. 
Where brave King Alexander and the 

Deer, 
A noble bustling hodge-podge shall appear, 
From that famed picture* which our won- 
der drew. 
And poured its brazen splendours oatho 

view : 
Bright as the pictures that with glorious 

glare, 
On pentphouse high, in Piccadilly stare. 
Where Uons seem to roar, and timers growl, 
Hysnas whine, and wolves in concert 

howl; 
And, by their goggling eyes and furious 

grin, 
Inform what shaggy devils lodge within. 

Te Nymphs who, fond of fun, full many 

a time. 
Mount on a iack-ass many a child of rhyme, 
And make him think, astride his braying 

hack, 
He moves sublime on Pegasus's back : 
Te Musesy oft by brainless poets sought, 
To bid the stanza chime, and sweU with 

thought ; 
Who, whelping for o6/t9um. fain would save 
Their whining puppies nrom the sullen 

wave; 
Assist me ! ye who vbit towns and hovels, 
To teach our girl in bibs to eke out novels, 
And treat with scorn (far nohUr knowledge 

studying) 
The humble art of making pie or pudding : 
Who bid our Sapphos of their verse be vain, 
And fiincy all Parnassus in their brain ; 

* A whole acre of cunvass to daubed by colour 
as to give It the appeaiance of a braM foundry. 
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And 'mid the bustle of their lacabrations, 
Take downright madness for your inspira- 
tions; 
Charmed with the cadence of a lucky line, 
Who taste a rapture equal, George, to 

thine ; 
When, blessed at DaUhet, through thy 

Herschell's glass, 
That brings from d&tant worlds a horse, an 


A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye, 
Shirts, stockings, blankets, that on hedges 

Thine eyes, at evenings late, and mornings 

■Don, 
U nested feast on wonders in the moon ; 
Where Herschellon volcanoes, mountains, 

pores. 
And happy nature's true sublime explores ; 
Whilst thou, so modest, (wonderful to 

tell I) 
On bmar tr^fiea art content to dwell, ' 
Flies, grasshoppers, grabs, cobwebs, cuckoo 

spittle ; 
In short, delighted with the world of litde ; 
Which West shall paint, and grave Sir 

Joseph Banks 
Receive from thy historic mouth with 

thanks; 
Then bid the vermin on tlie journals* crawl. 
Hop, jump, and flutter, to amuse us all. 

And thou, great PatTon\ of the double 

quill. 
That flavs by rhyme, and murders by a 

pill, 
A pretty kind of double-barrelled gun, 
More given to tragedy than comic fun ; 
Auspicions Po^onof the paunch and backs 
Of those all-daring rascals christened 

quacks. 
To whom our purse and lives are legal 

plunder, 
Who, hawk-like, keep the human species 

under : 

God of those gentlemen of jingling 
brains, 

Who, for ihar own amusemetU, print their 
strains: 

Strains that ne*er soared beyond the bee- 
tle's flight. 

Save on the pmions of a school-boy's kite ; 

Strains arrant strangers to a depth pro- 
found. 

Save when deep pilgrimaging under 
ground. 

In hnnwle n{p, like tinners in a mine, 

Thoj pay their court to Cloacina's shrine ; 


or the Royal Society. 


t ApoUo. 


Strains that no ray of light or warmth pro- 
claim. 
Save when, committed to the fire, they 

flame ; 
Strains that a drculaHon never found, '^ 
Save when they turned on beef or venison 

round : 
Oh ! aid, as lofly Homer says, my nouse^ 
To sinfir sublime the Monarch and the 
Louse! 

Nymphs, Phoebus, in my first heroic 

chapter 
I should have prayed for crambs of tuneful 

rapture : 
Thus to forget my friends was not so 

clever ; 
But says the proverb, "better late than 

never'." 
Well ! since I'm in the invocation trade. 
To Consdencelet my compliments be paid^- 

Conscieneef a terrifying little sprite. 
That, bat^like, winks by day, and wakes by 

night; 
Hunts through the heart's dark holes each 

lurking vice. 
As sharp as weasels hunting eggs or 

mice : 
Who, when the lightnings flash, and thun- 

derri crack. 
Makes oar hair bristle like a hedgehog's 

back ; 
Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild 

commotion ; 
Uplifts our saint-like eyes with dread devo- 
tion : 
Bids the poor trembling tongue make terms 

with Heaven, 
And promise miracles to be forgiven : 
Bids spectres rise, not very like the Graces ; 
With goggling eyes, black beards, and 

Tyburn faces ; 
With scenes of fires of glowing brimstone 

scares. 
Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares,^ 
For roasting, broiling, frying, fricasseeing 
The soulf that sad oftendmg little being ; 
That stubborn stufiT, of salamander make. 
Proof to the fury of the burning lake. 

O Conscience ! thou strait jacket of the 

soul. 
The madding sallies of the bard control ; 
Who, when mclined, like brother bards, to 

lie, 
Bring TnUk's neglected form before his 

eye; 
Fair mcM ! to towns and courts a stranger 

grown, 
And now to rural swains almost unknown, 
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Whose company was once their prudent 

choice 
Who once, delighted » listened to her voice ; 
When in their hearts the gentler passion 

strove. 
And Cotutancy went hand in hand with 

Love! 
Sweet Truth f who steals through lonely 

shades along, 
And mingles with the turtle's note her 

song; 
Whilst Falsehood f raised by sycophantic 

tricks, 
Unblushing, flaunts it in a coach and six. 

Conscience! who bid'st our monarch, 

from the nation, 
Send sons to Gottingen for education, . 
Since helpless Cam and Isis, lost to know- 

leoge, 
Are idiots to this Hanoverian college, 
Where simple science beams with orientray ; 
The great, the glorious Athens of the day ! 
So says the ruler of us English fools, 
Who cannot judge like Kim of Wisdom's 

schools. 

Dear attic Gottingen! to thee I bow, 
Of knowledge, oh ! most wonderful milch 

cow, 
From whom huge pails the royal boys shall 

bring, 
And give,^ we hope, a little to the king. 
Through theej besides the knowledge they 

may reap. 
The lads shall get their board and lodging 

cheap ; , 

And learn, like their good parents, to 

subsist 
Within the limits of the Civil List ; 
Who seldom bid a minister implore 
A little farther pittance for the poor ! 

Conscience! who, to the wonder of his 
sirCf 
Bad*8t from his wonted state a prince retire, 
And, like a subject, humbly seek the 

shade. 
That not a tradesman might remain unpaid : 
An action that the soul of envy stings — 
A deed unmention'd in the book of Kings : 

Conscience! who mad'st a monarch, in 

thy power, 
Send pris'ner the famed di'mond* to the 

Tower ; 
So witchingly that looked him in the face. 
And impudently sought to bribe his grace : 

• Such if the story of tbe iate sly bulse tha^* 
■Ude into 8t James*. 


Where, too, the cradle and the bed shall 

rest, 
That on the same damned errand left the 

East— 
Thus fall of gem and pearl the treasonous 

tribe ; 
And beds and cradles that would monarchs 

bribe ! 

Conscience! who now canst like a cart- 
horse draw ; 
Now, lifeless sinking, scarcely lift a straw ; 
So different are thy powers at different 

times, 
Thou dear companion of the man of 

rhymes ! 
Thou ! who at times canst like a lion roar 
For one poor sixpence; yet, like North, 

canst snore, 
Though rapine, murder, try to ope thine 

eyes. 
And raging Hell with all his horrors rise ; 
Whose eye on petty frauds can fiercely 

flame, 
Tet wink at full-blown crimes that blast 9. 

name! 

O Conscience ! who didst bid to madness 

work 
(So great thy power) the brain of hapless 

York, 
And mad'st him cut from ear to ear his 

throat. 
That luckless spoiled his patriotic note ; 
Tet wanted'st strength to force from his 

hard eye 
One drop — who helped him to yon spangled 

«ky; 
Whose damned prayers, feigned tears, and 

tongue of^art, r 

Won on the weakness of his honest heart ! 
Poor York ! without a stone 'whose reliques 

lie. 
Though Virtue marked the murder with a 

sigh! 

O Conscience ! who to Clive didst give the 

knife. 
That, desperate plunging, took his forfeit 

life; 
Who, lawless plunderer, in his wild career, 
Whelm'd w}jia*« eye with woe, and heart 

with fear ; 
Whose wheels on carnage rolled, and, 

drenched with blood, 
From gasping Nature forced the blushing 

flood; 
Whilst HavoCf panting with triumphant 

breath, 
Nerved his red arm, and hailed the hills of 

death. — 
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And now to thee, O lovely Fame^ I bend ; 

L«et all thj trumpeta this great work com- 
mend : 

Give one a-piece to all the learned Re- 
views, 

And bid them sound the labours of the 
Muse: 

Give to the Magazines a trumpet each, 

And let the swelling note to doomsday 
reach: 

To dailv newspapers a trumpet give ; 

Thas shall my epic strain for ever Uve ; 

Thus shall my book descend to distant 
times, 

And rapt posterity resound my rhymes. 

By future beauties shall each tome be 


And, with their lapdogs, live a parlour guest 

Thee, dearest Fame^ some mercenaries hail, 
Merely to gain their labours a good sale ; 
Or rise to &r preferment by thy tongue, 
Though deaf as adders to thy charms of 

song: 
Just as the hypocrites say prayers, sing 

psalms. 
Bestow upon the blind and cripple alms ; 
TieM glory to the wnoer who rules above, 
Not from a principle of heavenly love. 
Bat, sneakmg rascals! to obtain, when 

dead, 
A comfortable lodging over head. 
When forced by age, or doctors, or their 

spouses, I 

The vagrants quit their sublunary houses. 

With tiresome invocation having done. 
At length our glorious epic ma^r go on. 
Lo! Madam Schwellenberg, inclined to 

erom, 
W«B wondrous busy o'er a plate of ham ; 
A ham that once adorned a German pig. 
Rough as a bear, and as a jack-ass bi^ ; 
In woods of Wegtphidy by hunters smitten, 
And sent a present to the queen of Britain. 

But ere we farther march, ye Muses, say 
Somewhat of Madam Schwellenberg, I 

pimy:— 
If ancient poets mention but a horse, 
We read his genealogy of course : 
Oh ! sa^, shidl horses boast the deathless 

fine. 
And o*er a lady's lineage sleep the Nine ? 

By virtue of her &ther and her mother. 
This woman saw the light without much 

pother ; 
That is — ^no grand commotions shook our 

earth; 
Apollo danced no hornpipe at her birth, 


To say to what perfection she was born. 
What wit, what wisdom should the nymph 

adorn ; 
No bees around her lips in clusters hung» 
To tell the future sweetness of her tongue ; 
Around her cradle perched no cooing dove, 
To mark the soul of innocence and love; 
No smiling Cupids round her cradle played, 
To show Uie future conquests of the maid, 
Whose charms would make the jealous sex 

her foes. 
And with their lightnings blast a thousand 

beaos. 
Indeed the Muse must own a trifling pother 
Sprung up between the fatlier and the 

mother ; 
For, after taking methods how to gain her. 
They knew not how the devil they should 

maintain her. 

Heavens ! what ! no prodigy attend her 

biith, 
Who awes the greatest palace upon earth P 
Tes ! a black cat around the bantling 

squalled, 
Joined its voung cries, and all the house 

appalled : 
Now here, now there, he sprung with visage 

wild. 
And made a bold attempt to kiss the child ; 
Bats poured in hideous hosts into the 

room. 
And imp-like, flitting, formed a sudden 

gloom; 
Then to the cradle rushed the darkening 

throng. 
And, raptured, shrieked congratulating 

song; 
Which song, in concert with the squalls of 

puss, 
Seemeu in plain German, ** Thou art one qf 

MS." 

In Strelitz first this dame the light espied, 
Born to a good inheritance of pride ; 
For, howe er paradoxical it be. 
Pride pigs with people of a low degree. 
As well as with jour folks of fortune struts ; 
Like rats that live in oalaces or huts ; 
Or bugs, an animal or pompous gait. 
That dwell in beds of straw, or beds of 

state; 
Or monkeys vile, whose tooth inglorious 

grapples. 
Now with ananas, now with rotten apples. 
Hail, Proteus Priae, whose various powers 

of throat 
Can swell the trumpot's loud and saucy 

note; 
And if a meaner air can serve thy turn. 
In panting, quivering sounds of Jews- harps, 

mourn ! 
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Hail. Pridef companion of the great and 

little, 
So abject, who canst lick a patron's spittle : 
Whine like a sneaking puppy at his door, 
And tarn the hind part of tny wig before ', 
Nay, if he orders, turn it inside oat. 
And wear it, Merry- Andrew like, aboat ; 
Heed not the grinning world a single rash, 
Bat bear its pointed scorn without a blash ! 
Yet fain wouldst thoa the croaching world 

bestride, 
Jost like the Rhodian BnUy o*er the tide ; 
The brazen wonder of the world of yore. 
That proadly stretched his legs from shore 

to shore, 
And saw of Greece the loftiest navy travel. 
In dread submission, underneath his navel. 

So much for pride — great, little, humble, 
vain; 
And now for Madam Schwellenberg again. 

Whether the nymph could ever boast a 

grace, 
That deigned to pay a visit to her fiice, 
The Muse is ignorant, she must allow; 
Tet knows this truth, that not one sparkles 

now. 
If ever beauties, in delight excelling^ 
Charmed on her cheek, they long have left 

their dwelling. 
This nymph a mantua-maker was, I ween, 
And prized for cheapness by our saving 

queen, 
Who (where's the mighty harm of loving 

money ?) 
Brought her to thb fair land of milk and 

honev, 
A nd placed her in a most important sphere—' 
Intpwtrtas General of the royal geer. 

Soon as this woman heard the Louse's 

tale. 
At once she turned, like walls of plaster, 

pale; 
But first the ham of Wutphaly she gobbled, 
And tiien to seek the Lord's Anointed hob- 
bled: 
Him full of wrath, like Peleus' son of yore. 
When Agamemnon took away his whore. 
In all the bitterness of wrath she found. 
The queen and royal children staring 

round, 
" O SweUy /" — thus the maddened monarch 

roared. 
Whilst wild impatience winged each rapid 

word; 
For, lo! the soUmn march of graceful 

speech. 
The lung long since had bid to kiss his 

breech. 


The broken language that his mouth af- 
fords. 

Are heads and tails, and legs and wings of 
words. 

That give imagination's laughing eye 

A lively picture of a giblet pie. — 

<<0 StoeUy, Swellyr cried the furious 

king, 
« What ! what a dirty, filthy, nasty thing ! 
That thus you come to ease my angry mind , 
Indeed is very, very, very, very kind. — 
What's your opinion, he i — ^the monarch 

raved ; 
" Tes, yes, the cooks shall every one bo 

shaved — 
What! what ! hflB ! hie ! now tell me, SweUy, 

pray. 
Shan't I be right in'tn- What! what! Swelly, 

he? 
Yes, yes, I'm sure on't, by the Louse's looks, 
That he belonged to some one of the cooks. 
Speak, Swelly; shan't we shave each filthy 

jowl? 
Yee, yes, and that we will upon my soul." 

To whom the tUmUf with elevated chin, 
Wide-staring eyes, and broad, contemptu- 
ous grin : 

'' Yes, sure as dat mv soul is to be saved, 
So sure de dirty rascals sal be shaved— 
Shaved to de <^uick be every moder's son — 
And curse me if / do not see it done 1 
De barbers soon der nastv locks sal &11 on, 
Nor leave vone standing tot a louse to crawl 

on. 
If on der skulls de razor do not shine, 
May gowns and petticoats no more bo 

mine — 
Curl, club, and pigtail, all sal go to pot. 
For such cursed nastiness, or Fll be rot; 
Or else to Strelitz let me quickly fly, 
Dat dunghill, dat poor pighouse to de eye ; 
Where from his own mock trone de prince, 

so great, 
Can jomp into anoder prince estate — 
Iss, by de God dat made dis eart and me. 
No single lousy rascal sal go free." 

Reader, thou raisest both thy marvelling 

eyes. 
In all the staring wildness of surprise; 
As if the poet did not truth revere. 
And fanciest gentlewomen could not swear : 
Go, fool, and seek the ladies of the mud, 
Queens of the lakes, or damsels of the flood , 
Nymph's Nereids, or what vulgar tongues 

call drabs. 
Who vend at Billingsgate their sprats and 

crabs, 
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Toll them their fish all stinky and thou wilt 

hear 
Whether fine gvn&ewnMn ever swear : 
Nay, Tisit many of oar courtly dames, 
When wrath their doye-Uke gentleness in- 
flames; 
Lo ! then shait find, by many a naughty 

word, 
They use small ceremony with the Lord, 
In spite of all that godly books contain, 
That teach them not to take his name in 
vain. 

<< Thanks. ^loeUy, thanks, tlianks, thanks," 

the kinff replied ; 
'' Like me yon tiave not got a grain of pride. 
Tes, yes, if I am master of this house— 
Tes, yes, the locks shall fiill, and then the 

Louse.*' 

He spoke — and to confirm the dreadful 

doom. 
His head he shook, that shook the dining 

room. 
Thus Jove of old, the dread, the thundering 

god, 
Shook, when he swore, Olympus with his 

nod. 

''Tes,'* cried the king, ''yes, yes, their 
curls shall quake — 
But tell me, where, wherOy where's Sir 
Francis Drake?'* 

O, reader, think not 'twas that Drake, 
Sir Francis, 

Whoee wondrous actions seem almost ro- 
mances: 

Who shone in sense profound, and bloodi- 
est wars, 

And raised the nation's glory to the stars ; 

Who first in triumph niled around the 
world. 

And venffeance on the foes of Britain 
hurled : 

But As who skulks around the royal kitchen, 

Which if he catch a neigbour's dog or bitch 
in, 

Lets fly, to strike the four- legged mumper 
dead, 

A poker, or a cleaver,at his head. 

Not thai Sir Francis Drake who, god-like, 
bore, 

Pair fi^edom, science, to th' Atlantic shore ; 

To Pagans gave the Uospel's saving grace, 

And planted virtue 'midst a bi^barous 
race, 

Spread on the darkened realms the blaze of 
lighi- 

Bot ht who sees the spoons and plates are 
bright; 


Sees that the knives before the king and 

queen 
Are, like the pair of royal stomachs, kun : 
Not Ae, whose martial frown whole king- 
doms shook. 
But he whose lowering visage shakes a 

cook : 
Not he who poured on Mexico his tars ; 
But he, at hondcn^ who with ImoL wars, 
Napkins and damask table-cloths* assails 
With scissars, razors, knives, and teeth, and 

nails ; 
Who dares with Doylies, desperate war to 

wage, 
Such is his province and domestic rage, 
If, like his predecessors, he hath grace. 
And calls his conquests, perquidtes qf 

place. 
'Twas not that Drake who bade his daring 

crew 
Run with their bayonets the Spaniards 

through ; 
But that important Drake, in office hig, 
Instructing cooks to spit a goose or pig : 
Not he who took the Spaniards by the nose, 
And prisons filled with Britain's graceless 

foes; 
But he who bids the geese, his prisoners, 

die. 
And stufis their legs and gizzards inapye : 
He who, three times a week, a green-cloth 

lord, 
Sits, wisdom fraught, at that important 

board. 
With wise compeers, in judge-like order 

studying, 
Whether the lujig shall have a tart or pud- 
ding. 
Not As, by virtues to the world endeared, 
By foes respected, and by friends revered ; 
Prompt to relieve the supplicating sigh. 
Who never dashed with tears the asking 

eye; 
But waked of joy the long-departed beam, 
Deep sunk in sorrow's unremitting stream : 
But Ac, with generosity at strife. 
Who never gave a sixpence in his life ; 
Who, if he ever asked a friend to dine. 
Requested favours that ootweighed his 

wine: 
From lane to lane, who steals with wary 

feet, 
Just like the cautious hare that seeks his 

seat: 


* It was a common praetice in the last and pre- 
ceding reigns to tear and cut tbe roval linen pri- 
vately, which on account of the teeth, knife, nail, 
or Bcunar woands, were nevermore used, bat went 
as perquisites to tressureis and masters of the 
household. 
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Who, though a city* near him rears her 

head, 
Aiid wealthy Tillaffee around him spread, 
No friend, no neighbour near his mansion 

found, 
Like Cain he walks in solitude around. 
*TwaB this Sir Francis, quite a different 

man 
From him who round the world with glory 

Ttn: 
Forbid it^ heaven ! that e'er the MiU9 un- 

true 
Should give to any man another's due ! 

Muse, leave we now the monarch, ven- 
geance brewing, 
To take a peep at what the cooks were do- 
ing. 

In that snug room,t the scene of shrewd 

remark, 
Whose window stares upon the sauntering 

park; 
Where many a hungry bard, and gambling 

sinner. 
In chop*fallen sadness, counts the trees for 

dinner ; 
In that snug room where any man of spunk 
Would find it a hard matter to get drunk ;t 
"Where coy Tokay ne'er feels a cook's em- 
braces, 
Nor port nor claret show their rosy faces ; 
But where old Adam's beverage flows with 

pride. 
From wide-mouthed pitchers, in a plente* 

ous tide ; 
Where veal, pork, mutton, beef, and fowl 

and fish, 
All club their joints to make one ftondsome 

dish; 
Where stewpan covers serve for plates, I 

ween. 
And knives, and forks, and spoons are never 

seen; 
Where pepper issues from a paper bag. 
And for a cruet stands a brandy cag ; 
Where Madam Schwellenberg too onen sits, 
Like some old tabby in her mousing fits. 
Demurely squinting with majestic mien, 
'T9 catch some fault to carry to the qiieen : 
In that snug room, like those immortal 

Greeks, 
Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovid 

speaks; 
Around the table, all with sulky looks. 
Like culprits doomed to Tyburn, sat the 

oooks; 

* Eieter. 
t The larder. 

t Thifl will be decreed atmnge by my amtUry 
readers ; but it is neveitlielem true. 


At length, with phiz that showed Uie man 

of woes. 
The sorrowing king of spits and stewpans 

rose; 
Like Paul at Athens, very justly sainted. 
And by the charming brush of Raphael 

painted. 
With out-stretched hands, and energetic 

grace. 
He fearless thus harangues the roasiing' 

race; 
Whilst gaping round, in mute attention, sit 
The poor forlorn disciples of the spit : 
** Cooks, scullions, hear me every mother's 

son — 
Know tliat I relish not this royal fun : 
George thinks us scarcely fit ('tis' very clear) 
To carry guts, my brethren, to a bear." — 
'' Guts to a bear !" the cooks, up- springing, 

cried — 
" Guts to a bear !" the major loud replied. 
" Guts to the devil l" loud roared the cooks 

again, 
And tossed their noses high in proud dis- 
dain : 
The plain translation of whose pointed noses 
The reader needeth not, the bard supposes ; 
But if the reason some dull reader looks, 
Tis this — whatever kings may think of 

cooks, 
Howe'er crowned heads may deem them 

low-born things, ' 
Cooks are possessed of souls as well as kings. 
Tet there are some who think (but what a 

shame !) 
Poor people's souls, like pence of Birming- 
ham, 
Adulterated brass — base stuff— abhorred — 
That never can pass current with the Lord ; 
And think, because of wealth they boast a 

store, 
With every freedom they may treat the poor : 
Witness the story that my IVlase, with tears, 
Relates, O reader, to thy shrinking, ears. 

WitH feeble voice and deep desponding 
sighs. 
With sallow cheek and pity-asking eyes, 
A wretch, by age and poverty decayed. 
For farthings lately to a Nabob prayed ; 
The Nabob, turkey -like, began to swell 
And damned the beggar to me pit of hell. 
*' Oh ! Sir," the supplicant was heard to cry, 
(The tear of misery trickling from his eye) 
" Though I'm in rags, and wondrous, won- 
drous poor. 
And you with gold and silver covered o*er. 
There won't in heaven such difference, Sir, 

take place. 
When we before the Lord come face to 
face."— 
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** You face to fiice with me/*' the Nabob 

cried, 
la bU the insolence of apstart pride— 
'* You face to face with me, you dog ap- 
pear! 
Damme, I'll kick you, if I catch you 

there."— 
Oh, ihocking blasphemy ! oh ! horrid 

speech!-— 
Where was the fellow bom !•— the wicked 

wretch ! — 
So black an imp would poll, I do suppose, 
A bnlae of diamonds from a Begum's nose : 
Or make, like Doulah, careless of his soul, 
A new edition of the old Black Hole. 

** What's life," the majorsaid, "my breth- 
ren pray. 
If force most snatch our first delights away ? 
Raleatless shall the royal mandate draff 
The hairs that long have graced this suken 

bag; 
ifairs io a barber scarcely worth a fig, 
Too few to make a foretop for a wig ? 
Must razors yile these locks, so scanty, 

sfaaye. 
Locks that I wish to carry to my grave ; 
Hairs, look, my lads, so wonderfuUy thin, 
Old Schwellenberg hath more upon her 

chm?"— 
"Yes, that she hath," exclaimed a cook, 

" by God, 
A damned old German good-for-nothing 

toad. 
Tea, yes, her month with beard divinely 

bristles — 
Curse me, I'd nther kiss a bunch of this- 
tles- 
Ob ! were it but his majestv's commands 
To give her gentle jaw-bones to these 

hands; 
I*d shave her, like a punished soldier, i2ry / 
No killing sow shall make a sweeter cr^ : 
rd pay my compliments to madam's clun ; 
rd answer for't I'd make the devil grin : 
The raxoT most delicionsly should work ; 
I*d trim her muzzle ; yes, r d scrape her pork. 
I'd teach her to some purpose to behave, 
And show the witch the nature of a shave. 
O ! wooian, woman ! whether lean or fat, 
In ftce an angel, but in soul a eat !** 

He ended — when each moath upon the 
stretch, 
Crowned with a loud horse-laogh the classic 
speech. 

Too soon, alas ! Resentment seized the 
hour. 
And Joke resigned his grin-provokkig pow- 
er ; 


Rage dimmed of mirth the sudden sunny 

sky. 
And filled with gloomy oaths each scowl- 
ing eye ; 
While Gri^f returning, took her turn to 

reign. 
Sunk every heart, and saddened every 

mien; 
Drew from their giddy heights the laugh- 
ing Graces— 
For much is grief disposed to bring down 

faces. 
" Son of the spit," the major, strutting, 

cried, 
" I like thy spirit, and revere thy pride : 
I'd rather hear thee than a bishop preach. 
For thou host made a very pretty speech. 
Such is the language that the gods should 

hear. 
And such should thunder on the royal ear. 
Tet, son of dripping, though thou speak'st 

my notions, 
We must not be too nimble in our motions. 
Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt ; 
Soft fires, the proverb tells us, make sweet 

malt. 
And yet again I bid you stand like rocks, 
Andoattle for the honour of your locks. 
Lo ! in these aged hairs is all my joy ; 
To shave them is my being to destroy. 
What's life, if life has not a bliss to give ? 
And, if unhappy, who would wish to live ? 
Content can visit the poor spidered room ; 
Pleased with the coarse rush mat and 

birchen broom ; 
Where parents, children, foast on oaten 

bread, 
With cheeks as round as apples, and as red ; 
Where health with vigour nerves their 

backs and hams, 
Sweet souls, though ragged as young ooHs 


or rams; 


Where calmly sleeps the parents with flieir 

darlings, 
Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as 

starling ; 
Lulled to their rest, beneath the coarsest 

rugs, 
And dead to bitings of a thousand bugs. 

" Content, mild maid ! delights in simple 

things. 
And envies not the state of queens or 

kings; 
Can dine on sheep's head, or a dish of 

broth. 
Without a table or a table cloth : 
Nor wishes, with the fashionable group. 
To visit Horton's shop for turtle soup ; 
Can use a bit of packthread for a JRck, 
And sit upon a chair without a back : 
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Naji wanting knives, can with her fingers 

work, 
And use a wooden skewer for a fork, 
Sweet maid ! who thinks not shoes of 

leather shocking, 
No^ feels the horrors in a worsted stock- 
ing; 
Her temper mild, no huckaback can 

shock, 
Though for her level j limbs it forms a 

smock. 
Pleased with the natural curls her face that 

shade, 
No graves are robbed for hair to form a 

braid : 
Her breast of native plumpness ne'er 

aspires 
To swelung merry thtmgkU of gauze and 

wires, 
To look like crops of ducks (with labour 

borne) 
Stretched by a superflnity of corn. * 

With nature's hips, she sighs not £ot cork 

rumpSf 
And scorns the pride of pinching stays or 

jumps: 
But, pleased from whalebone prisons to 

escape, 
She trusts to simple nature for a shape ; 
Without a warmmg-pan can go to bed, 
And wrap a petticoat about her head ; 
Nor siffh for cobweb caps of Mechlin lace, 
That shade of quality the varnished face : 
Sweet nymphf like doves, she seeks her 

strawbmlt nest, 
And in a pair of minutes is undressed ; 
"Whilst all thefaskionMe female clans, 
Undressing, seem unloading caravans. 
No matter irom what source contentment 

springs ; 
'Tis just the same in cooks as *tis in 

kings; 
And if our souls are set upon our hair, 
Let snip-snap barbers — ^nay, let kings be- 

ware^ 
Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John 

Bulls, 
And clap, like fools, the edge-tool to our 

skulk. 
Tread on a worm, he shows his rage and 

pain. 
By turning on the wounding heel again ; 
Nay, even inanimates appear to feel; 
On the loose stanSy if chance direct your 

heel, 
Lo! from its womb the sudden stream 

ascends. 
To prove the foot was not among its friends : 
Ana calling in the aid of neighbour mud. 
O'er the &ir stocking spouts the sable 

flood." 


So spoke the major, with resentment 
nred, 

Spoke like a man; indeed like man in- 
spired. 

Some critic cries, with sharp, fastidious 
look, 

" Bard, bard, this is not language for a 
cook." — 

" O snarler ! but I'll lay thee any wafer, 

It is not too sublime for a eook-magor* * 

" Behold ! to remedy our sad condition," 
The major cried, ** I've cooked up a peti- 
tion: 
This carries weight with it, or I'm mistaken. 
Shall shake the monarch's soul and save 

our bacon." 
Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 
He read sonorous to the gaping crowd. 

Thus reads a parish-clerk in church a 

brief. 
That begs for bumt-out wretches kind Th» 

lief— 
Relief, alas ! that very rarely reaches 
The poor petitioners, the rumed wretches ; 
But (lost its way) unfortunately steers 
To fat churchwardens and fat overseers ; 
Improves each dish, augments the punch 

and ale. 
And adds new spirits to the smutty tale. 


THE PETITION OF THE COOKS. 

<< TouA majesty's firm friends and faithful 
coolu, 
Who in your palace merry lived as grigs, 

Have heard, with heavy hearts and down- 
cast looks, 
That we must all be shaved, and put on 
wigs: 

You, Sire, who with such honour wear your 
crown, 

Should never bring on ours disgraces down. 

<' Dread Sir ! we really deem our heads our 

own, 
With every sprig of hair that on them 

springs: 
In France, where men like spaniels lick 

the throne, 
And count it glory to be cwfed by kings, 
Their locks belong unto the Grand Monar- 

que, 
Who swallows privileges like a shark. 

" Be pleased to pardon what we now ad- 
vance; — 
We dare your sacred majesty assure, 
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That there's a difference between us and 

France: 
And Umgf we hope, that difference will 

endure. 
We know King Lewis wonld, with power 

•o dread, 
Not only ent the hair off, bat the head. 

" Oh ! tell ns, Sir, in loyalty so true, 

What dire designing ragamuffins said, 
That we, your cooks, are such a nasty 
crew. 
Great Sir ! as to have crawlers in our 
head? 
My liege, yon can't find one through all oar 

nouse ; 
Not if yoo'd give a goinea for a loose. 

*' What ereatore 'twas you found upon 

voar plate. 
We Know not — if a louse, it was not 

oars: — 
To shave each cook's poor unoffending 

pate. 
Betrays too much of arbitrary powers ; 
The act humanity and justice shocks : 
Let him who cwns the crawler lose his 

locks. 

'' Bat grant open your plate this louse so 

dread, 

How can you say, Sir, it belongs to t» ^ 

Maggots are found in many a princely 

head; 

And if a maggot, why then not a louse ? 

Nay, grant the fact; with horror should 

you shrink ? 
It coald not eat your majesty, we think. 

« Hunger, my liege, hath oft been felt by 
kings, 
As well as people oT inferior state; — 
Quarrels with cooks are therefore danger- 
oos things : — 
We cannot answer for your stomach's 
fiite; ' 
For, by your nze, wo franklvmust declare, 
Ton feed on more substantial stuff than air. 

** Mv lie^, a universe hath been your foes ; 
The times have looked most miserably 
black; 
America hath tried to pull your nose ; 
French, Dutch, and Spaniards, tried to 
bang your back : 
Twoold be a serious matter, let us tell ye, 
Were we to buccaneer it on your beUy, 

^Toa see the spirit of your cooks, then. 
Sire, 
Determined nobly to support their locks ; 


And should your guards be ordered out to 

fire, 
Their guns may be opposed by spits and 

crooks : — 
Knives, forks, and spoons, may fly, with 

flates a store, 
the thunder of the kitchen roar. 

** N&t. Gardner, yeoman of the mouth, de- 
clares 
He'll join the standard of your injured 
cooks! 

Each scullion, tumbroche, for redress pre- 
pares, 
And puts on very formidable looks : 

Your woman, too— tiripn'mif, Mistress 
Dyer, 

Whose eggs are good as ever felt a fire : 

" Next sweeper-general Bickley, Mistress 
Mary, 
With that famed bell-ringer called Mis- 
tress Loman ; 
Ann Spencer, guardian of the necessary ; 

That is to say, the necessanr woman : 
All these, an't please you. Sir, so fierce, 

determine 
To join us in the cause of hair and vermin. 

" There's Mistress Stewart, Mister Richard 
Day, 
Who find your sacred majesty in linen, 

Are ready to support us in our fray — 
Ton can't conceive the passion they have 
been in ; 

They swear so much your scheme of shav- 
ing hurts. 

Ton shan't have pocket-handkerchiefs or 
shirts. 

" The erocers, Clarke and Taylor, corse 

the scheme, 
And say, whate'er we do, the world 

won't blame us ; 
So Comber says, who gives you milk and 

cream; 
And thus your old friend Mr Lewis 

Ramus: 
We think your sacred majesty would mutter 
At loss of sugar, milk, and cream, and 

batter. 

" Suppose, an't please you, Sir, that Mis- 
tress Knutton 
And Mistress Maishfield, fierce as tiger 
cats 
One overseer of all the beef and mutton. 

The other, lady president of sprats — 
Suppose, in opposition to your wish, 
Tlus locks away the flesh, and that the 
fish? 
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" Sappose John Clarke refuse eappliee of 
mustard, 
So neoesBary to your beef and bijcon ? 

Will Roberts, all the apple-pie and custard ? 
Tour majesty would growl, or we're mis- 
taken. 

Suppose that Wells, to plafpie your stom- 
ach, studying, 

Trom Sunday, 9am2i;grf0ii9y steals the pud- 
ding? 

" Suppose that Rainsforth with onr corps 
unites — 
We mean the man who all the tallow 
handles ; 
Suppose he lodes up all the mutton lights, 
How could your majesty contrive for 
candles ? 
Tou'd be, (excuse the freedom of remark) 
Lake soma administrationfl— in the dark. . 

** We dare assure yon that our gfief is great; 

And oft, indeed, our feeling it enrages, 
To see your sacred majesty l^set 

By such u graceless gang of idle pages : 
And, with submission to your judgment, 

Sire, 
We think old Madam Schwellenberg a liar. 

" Suppose, great Sir, that by your cruel jEot, 

The barbers shall attack our humble head, 

And that we should not choose to breed a 

riot, 

Because we might sot wish to lose our 

bread, 


Say, would the triumph o*er each harmless 

cook 
Make Cteorge the Third like Alexander 

look? 

<' Dread Sir, reflect on Johnny Wilkes* fate, 

Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble ; 
Wilkes bade defiance to your frowns and 
state. 
And got tlie better in that famous squab- 
ble ; 
Poor was the victory you wished to win^ 
Which set the mouth of Europe on the gnn. 

''O king, our wives are in the kitchen 
roaring. 
All ready in rebellion now to rise ; 
They mock our humble method of implor- 
ing* 
And bid us guard against ato^ surprise ; 

' Yours is the hair,' they cry, ' th Almighty 

gave ye. 
And not a King in Christendom should 

shave ye. 

"Lo! on th* event the world impatient 
looks, 
And thinks the joke is carried much too 
far; 
Then, pray. Sir, listen to yonr faithftil 
cooks. 
Nor in the palace breed a civil war : 
Loud roars our band, and, obstinate as pigs, 
Cry, "Locks and liberty, and damn the 
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MagjiMim iUr uaeendo, ttd dot miAt ghma viraa^ 

JWm jtnat cz facili Iteta corona j%go, Propertius. 

Bold iM the ascent, but rlorf oervefl my powers ; 
I like to pick on proeipues, flowen. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

A SUBLIME, natural, ele^nt, and original description of Ni^bt — ^Modesty of the stars. 
— Slamberin^ situation oftheir flilajesties, with a compliment to thoir constancy. — ^The 
charming Princesses asleep. — High compliments bestowed on them. — ^A prophetic sug- 
gestion of courtship between one of our JPrincesses and some mat German Duke. — An 
account of Mr Morpheus, vulgarly called the God of sleep.— -His civility to the people 
in giving them pretty dreams, bv way of compensation for shutting up their mouths, 
eyes, and ears, for a dozen or ronrteen hours together.— -The solemn amusements of 
Silence. — A night-picture of London. — The palace, a night-scene. — ^The goodness of 
certain Court Lords to the Maids of Honour. — Kind embraces placed in a new light, 
and vindicated. — More account of the palace, containing a thirsty fly, a hungry cat, a 
starved bull-dog, and frostrnipped crickets. — An account of Madam Fame's journey to 
the Den of Madam Discord. — An account of Madam Discord. — An inventory of her cell. 
— Account of her excursions. — Her pictures and music. — Her sudden flight to Bucking- 
ham House. — Assumes the shape or Madam Schwellenberg. — Whispers his majesty. — 
The speech to majesty. — Majesty's fine answer in his sleep. — Discord quits majesty.-^ 
Takes the form of Madam Haggordorn, and goes to the major's bed-side, and whispers 
rebellion to him. — Her speech. — ^The major sits upright in his bed.— Handles his pig- 
tail.-- The major's most pathetic curses. — His sensible soliloquy on wigs.-^His attack 
on kings in general, and praise of our most gracious king in particular. — ^The major 
strikes a light. — A rich comparison.— Visits a master cook. — Vast diflnsrence between a 
battle fought in a field, and in a newspaper. — The descent of the cooks to the kitchen. — 
A great and apt comparison. — The cooks look about for daylight with horror.— The 
situation of their souls described. — Finely illustrated by a great Woman's apprehensions 
for her fine diamond stomacher. — Lord Eglinton and an old maid. — A most tender and 
just apostrophe to the frail fair ones of the town. — A tear dropped on their unhappy 
condition. — Their part taken by the poet, and, in a great measure, vindicated. — 'rne 
poet's thunderbolt launched at a certain great limb of the law, bv wsy of palliation. — A 
short, yet most charming reflection on the female heart, when in love. — ^The poet returns 
to the cooks. — Continues to describe their dread of daylight, by more apt comparisons 
of hungry authors. — General conflagntion. — Sir William Chambers and the Bishop of 
Exeter. — Some allusion to his majesty's journey to Exeter. — Extracts from a manuscript 
poem of a Devonshire Humourist, one John Ploughshare.- The major vainly endeavours 
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to banish his fears by whistling; and hamming a couple of tnnes. — ^The names of the 
unsuccessful tunes. — The majors choice of them only known to the Great Author of 
Nature. 


Night, like a widow in her weeds of woe, 

Had gravely walked for hours our world 
below: 

Hobgoblins, spectres in her tnun, and 
cats; 

Owls round her hooting, mixed with shriek- 
ing bats, 

Like wanton Cupids in the Idalian groye, 

That flickering sport around the Queen of 
Loye. 

Now like our quality, who darkling rise, 

Each star had op*d its fashionable eyes ; 

Too proud to make appearance, too weU 
bred, 

Till My the mdgar toreUk^ had gone to 
bed. 

His wisdom dead to sublunary thin^, 
In leaden slumber snored the best of kings : 
In slumber lifeless, with seraphic mien. 
Close at his back, too, snored his gentle 

queen: 
Unlike the pair of modem days, that 

weds. 
And, in one fortnight, bawls for different 

beds! 

Blessed imp ! now Morpheus o'er each 

princess stole. 
And closed those radiant eyes that yainly 

roll! 
Eyes ! Loye*s bright stars ! but doomed in 

Tain to shine ; 
For, ah ! what youth shall say, " those orbs 

are mine?" 
Then, what are eyes, ales! the hrightest 

eyes. 
Forbid to languish on a lover's sighs ! 
The pouting Tip, the sofl luxuriant breast. 
If coldly fated never to be pressed ? 
Ah, vainly those like dew- clad cherries 

glow; 
And tku as vainly vies with Alpine snow ! 
The breath that gives of Araby the gales, 
The voice that sounds enchantment, what 

avails! 
The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, 
Oifls'of the Graces, all are thrown away ! 

But, possibly, some German duke may 
move. 
And make a tendre of his heavy love ! 
His wide dominions— miles, perhaps nine 

or ten ; 
His Myrmidonian phalanx— fifty men ! 


But, lo ! his heart, the fount whence honour 
sprinffs. 

Swelled with the richest blood of ancient 
kings ! 

He comes! not for high birth, his own be- 
fore! 

Great duke ! he comes to woo our golden 
ore. 

And add (how truly happy Britain's &te !) 

Another leech to suck tiie sanguine state ; 

To join (composing what a g(x>dly row !) 

The place-broker, old Sohweilenberg and 
Co. 

Now Morpheus (in compassion to man- 
kind, 
Made, hj his magic, deaf, and dumb, and 

blind^ 
Amused with dreams man's ambulating 

soul. 
To recompense him for the time he stole ; 
Bade the bean dance, his Delta melt away. 
Who boxed his «ars so cruel through the 

day; 
Of ancient damsels eased the lovesick pains, 
Brought back lost charms, and filled their 

laps with swains ; 
Gave placid cuckoldom a constant dame ; 
To brainless authors, bread and cheese and 

fame; 
Made driveling monarchs schemes of wis- 
dom pam. 
And nature s rankest coward kill his man ; 
I Gave to the chop-fallen courtier wealth and 

power. 
Who felt no favour at tlie levee hour, 
Though tip-toed, hawk-like, watchful all 

the while. 
To seize the faintest glimpse of royal smile ; 
Bade happy aldermen assume new airs. 
Be chained with all the splendour .of lord 

mayors ; 
And bade them too (without a groat to pay) 
JRe'ffobble all the turtle of the day : 
Ba<w Gloeter think his might could match 

a mouse, 
And Chambers fancy he could build a 

house; 
And Lady Mount, the antipodes of Grace, 
Think that she does not Jrighten with her 

face. 

Nbw Silence in the country stalk'd the 
dews, • 

As if she wore a flannel pair of shoes, 
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Lone Hatening, aa the poets well remark, 
To falling mill-atroams, and the maatiflTa 

bark; 
To loveaof wide- mouthed cata, moat mourn' 

fol tales ; 
To hoot of owla amid the dusky y'ales, 
To hum of beetles, and the bull-frog's 

snore, 
The spectre's shriek, and ocean's drowsy 

roar. 
Lolled was each street of London to repose, 
Save where it echoed to a toatchmah's nose ; 
Or where a loo^cAman, with ear-piercing 

rattle, 
Roused his brave brothers from ^ach box to 

battle ; 
To fall upon the Cynthia$ of the night, 
Sweet nympha ! whose sole profession is 

delight ! 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender Iambs 

pursue, 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks 

imbrue ! 
Thus on the flies of evening rush the bats, 
And mastiffs sally on the amorous cats ! 

Still was the palace, save where now 

and then 
The tell-tale feet of love-designing men. 
Night-wandering lords, soft patting on the 

floor. 
Of maids of honour sought the chamber 

door; 
Obli^ng door ! that, opening to the tap, 
Admitted lords to take a social nap. 
And ehase most kindly from each timid 

maid 
The ghosts that frightful haunt the mid- 
night shade : 
For very horrid 'tis, we all must own. 
For poor defenceless nymphs to lie alone ; 
Since nights are often doleful, dark, and 

drear, 
And raise in gentle breasts a world of fear. 
Nay, were not lords ordained for ladies' 

charms; * 

To ^ard from perils dire, and dread 

alarm ? 
Tee ! and like locked-ungems those charms 

to keep. 
Amidst the spectred solitude of sleep. 
Uow wicked then to fly in JCature^s face. 
And deal damnation on a kind embrace ! 
Pardon, ye grave divines, this doctrine 

strange, 
Who think my morals may have got the 

mange. 
Still was the palace, save where some poor 

With thirst just ready to drop down and 
die, 
H 


Buzzed faint petitions to his Maker's ear. 

To show him one small drop of dead small 
beer ; 

Save where the cat, for mice, so hungry, 
watching. 

Swore the lean animals were scarce worth 
catching ; 

Save where the dog so gaunt, in grumbling 
tone. 

By dreams deluded, mouthed \ mutton 
bone; 

Save where, with throats to sounds of hor- 
ror strained, 

Crickets of coughs and rheumatisms com- 
plained. 

Lamenting sore, amid a royal hold, 

'* How hard that crickets should be killed 
by cold!" 

Now Farne to Discord's dreary mansion 

flew. 
To tell the beldame more than all she 

knew, 
Who, at the Devil's table, for her work. 
For ever welcome finds a knife and fork : 
Disco/'dj a sleepless hag, who never dies. 
With snipe-like nose, and ferret-glowing 

eyes. 
Lean, sallow cheeks, long chin with beard 

supplied, 
Ppor crackling joints, and withered parch- 
ment hide, 
As if old drums, worn out with martial din, 
Had clubbed their yellow heads to form her 

skin; 
Discordf who, pleased a universe to sway. 
Is never half so blessed as in a fray : 
Discord, to deeds, indeed, most daring 

given. 
Who bade vile Satan raise a dust in heaven ; 
Stirred up the sweetest angels to rebel, 
And sunk the fairest forms to darkest 

hell ; 
Bade, by her din, the humblest spirits rlse,< 
Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the skies ; 
For which they very properly were sent, 
Unhappy legions ! into banishment ; 
Doomed for such most abominable sinning, 
To broil on charcoal with eternal grinning. 

Discord, who whispered to the jealous 
Cain, 

'< Go crack thy brother's box that holds his 
brain ;' 

Which Cain performed in godliness un- 
stable, 

That foe to piety and brother Abel ; 

Discord, who haunt's poor George's maud* 
lin dame, 

And jnakes her duke of wisdom cry out 
" Shame 1" 
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Who, after dinner, for her honour screamB, 
And grasps a British crown in drunken 

dreams ; 
Then roars as though (what richly she de- 
serves) 
The duke had clapped a broomstick to her 

nerves ; 
Diseardf who also oflen doth profane 
The goodly streets and courtjs of Drury- 

lane; 
Where bawd meets bawd, blaspheming, 

swearine, drunk, 
Pimp knocks down pimp, and punk abuses 

punk: 
Discord f delighting in the wordy war. 
The pillar of the senate and the bar ; 
Discord, who makes a king delight in ode, 
Slight Square of Hanover* for Tottenham 

road ; 
Where with the taste sublime of Goth and 

Vandal, 
He orders the worst works of heavy Han- 
del ; 
Encores himself t till all the audience gape. 
And suffers not a quaver to escape : 
Discord, all eye, all mouth, all oar, all Jiose, 
For ever warring with a world's repose ! 

When Fame arrived, tlie shaving tale to 

tell, ^ 

Pleased was the red-eyed fury in her cell. 
Where scorpions crawled, where screeched 

that noisy fowl, 
Known in Great Britain by the name of 

ovd; 
Bats shrieked, and grillatalpas joined the 

sound, 
Cats squalled, pigs whined, and adders 

hissed around. 

Close to the restless wave her mansion 
lay, 

Receding from the beam of cheerful day : 

Hence on black wing the hag was wont to 
roam, 

And join the witches 'mid the stormy 
gloom ; 

Howl with delight amid the thunder's roar ; 

Hang o'er the wrecks that crowd the bil- 
lowy shore ; 

See, 'midst each flash, the heads of seamen 
rise, 

And drink with greedy ears their drowning 
cries. 


* Galliot's Rooms are in thlB sqoara, in which 
Is perlbrmed the celebrated prafetslonal concert. 

f Thie was a most ludicroas circumstance that 
haJKieaed not long f inoe, when hie mejesty and the 
orcbeiUa were left to themseivcg and Ood tavc the 


Around her dwelling various portraits hung, 
Of those whose noisy names in history 

rung. 
Here, with spread arms, whom grace and 

fury fill, * 

Thundering damnation, stared stentorian 

Hill: 
There cursed, Sir Joseph Banks, in quest 

of fame. 
At finding fleas and lobsters not the same. 
Here a prime favourite, of a sainted band. 
Hell in his heart, and torches in his hand ; 
Lord George, by mobs huzzaed, and, what 

is odd. 
Burning poor Papist^ for the love of God ; 
Pleased as old Nero on each falling dome, 
Sublimely fiddling to the flames of Rome ! 
There, in respect to kings, not over nice, 
That revolution-sinner — Doctor Price ; 
Whose labours, in a most uncourtly- style. 
Win not, like gentle Burke's, the royal 

smile ; 
Gain not from good divines both praise and 

thanks. 
Called, by the wicked, <' Gospel mounte- 
banks. 
Mere quack pretenders from their loAy 

station. 
Puffing off idle nostrums of salvation : 
Who, where the milk and honey flows, re- 
sort. 
Like rooks in com fieldi, blackening all the 

court." 
Here, leading all her bears so savage forth, 
Wild raged Uie ^ffmozontanof the North. 
With nan leagued, to atuck the Torkiali 

hive. 
And leave not half a Mussulman alive : 
There stormed a vixen, far and near re- 
nowned, 
For sweetness, meeksuss, fnety mrqfinmd ; 
Her sons abusing (in abuses old,) 
With all the Airy of a German scold ! 
These, with some scores, were seen, of 

equal fame, 
Thanks to a lonely taper's livid flame ! 
The form of Madam Schwellenberff she 

took, 
Her broken English, garb, and sin- like 

look; 
Then sought the palace, and the royal ear, 
And whispered thus, "Mine God, Ser, 

nebber fear — 
Oh, please yonr majesty, you ver ver 

right ; 
Shave ail de rascal, if but out of spite. 
Lord ! Lord ! how vill a mighty monarch 

look, 
Not able, O mine God ! for shave a cook ! 
Dot like a king, I say, what can't do dat ? 
Mine God ! pray haf more spirit dan a cat. 
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Sor, in mine court, de prince be great as 

king- 
He scorn to az one word about a ting. 
Mine Cvod ! de cook moes nebber dare make 

groan, 
Nor dare to tell a prince dor soul der own : 
*Tifl de dam Englie only, dat can say, 
• Boh! ng for king! by God I'U baf my 

way.* 

'* I haf see court enough— a prince and 

dook 
Bat nebber Tish on such a dish to look : 
I eay ver often to myself— Goode God ! 
I nebber vuh a crown mine head for load ! 
I do not vish myself more greater efils : 
A king of Englis be a king of defils. 
To punishment de lousy rascal brin^, 
And show dem all vat tis for be a kmg, 
America half cover us vid shame ; 
Jack Wilks, too, be a dam, dam uglish 

name. 
And sal de paltry coc^ be conqueror too !— 
No, God forbid ! as dat vill nebber do. 
De hair must fall before your royal eye, 
"Ha something, fiigs ! to triumph 'pon poor 

fly." — 
Pleased with her voice, the king of nations 

smiled. 
For power with monarchs is a fav'rite 

child : 
'* What! what! opt shave 'em, shave 'em, 

shave *em, shave 'em ? 
Rot all the world, not all the world shall 

save 'em 
ril sheer 'era, sheer 'em, as I sheer my 

sheep." — 
Thns spoke the mighty monarch in his 

sleep: 
Which proves that kings in sleep a speech 

may make. 
Equal to what they utter broad awake. 

Charmed with the mischief full on fancy's 

view. 
Quick to the major's room the Fury flew : 
Pot off the form of Schwellenberg, and 

took 
Of Madam Hagjgerdom the milder look, 
A woman, in whose soul no guile is seen, 
The mistress of the robes to our good 

queen— 
A queen who really has'not got her peer; 
A queen, to this our kingoom wondrous 

dear; 
Which shows, however folks are apt to 

sport, 
That all the virtues may be found at court. 
Now in the mt^or's ear the beldame said, 
** Tan Dixon — Yan, you must not, man, be 

Yraid. 


I like mush your peteeshion to de king, 
Though George will swear, 'tis dam, dam 

saucy ting ; 
And swear, dat as his soul is to be save, 
Dat ebbry von of you sal all be shave : 
Yan Dixon, rader your dear life lay down, 
Dan be de laugh (mine Goto!) of all de 

town; 
De ver^ ver littel boy an girl you meet, 
Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow do 

street. 
Do same (mine Goto !) vill chimuey-sweep 

behave, 
And cry, ' Dere go de blockhead dat was 

shave :' 
' Dere go von poor shave fellow !' cry de 

trail, 
< Because he had de louse upon his scull * 
I know he say, dat you shall lose your lock, 
Before to-morrow mornin twalfe o'clock. 
1 link dero mav be battel — nebber mind, . 
I hope dat Godamighty will be kind. 
What if de king make noise about de house. 
For noting but die dam confounded louse ; 
Ho be but von, you know ; and den for you, 
Mine Goto! Yan Dixon, you is fiftv-two : 
Think, Yan, how Greorge was frighten by 

de mob. 
When Lord George Gordon made dat 

burnin job. 
Mine Gote ! Y an, mind -me, rader lose dy 

place, 
Dan sofl^er such dam nasty dam disgrace, 
I tell you true, indeed, ver true, dear Yan, 
His majesty be ver goot sort of man ; 
But ver vor tike indeed as oder men, 
Dat is, a leetel stubborn now an den. 
Tink, Yan, of dat ver ugly ting, a wig, 
For pot-boy and de pot-sirl run der rig ! 
Boh ! filthy ting, enough de deffil scare ; 
And made peroap of dismal dead man's 

hair! 
I sal not wonder if, dy soul for shock, 
A ghost come seize upon der stolen lock. 
No, fags! nor venders if dey come and 

pull 
De vig vid mush, mush fury from dv scull. 
'Pon some poor strumpet head perhap dat 

grow'd, 
Dat die of dam dissorder, nasty toad !"— 
Thus saying, lo ! the Fury made retreat, 
And left the lord of saucepans in a sweat. 
Just like King Richard m his tent, John 

reared, 
And verily a man of woes appeared. 
Now handlinsr his small pig-tail, " Now 

you're hero," 
Exclaimed the Major ^ " but not long, I.fear : 
Perhaps some good may follow this same 

dream, 
And rcsohition mar this shavins: scheme. 
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Cursed be the Looee that bo much mischief 

bred, 
And yields to barber's bojs the harmless 

head: 
Cursed be the razor-maker, cursed -the prig 
1/Vho thought upon that greasy thing— a 

wig. 
Sure, 'twas some mangy beast, some scabby 

rogue, 
•"Who brought a thing so filthy into vogue ! 
Had Nature meant the scare-crow to be 

worn. 
Infants with wigs had certainly been bom. 
But, lo ! with little hair, and that uncurled, 
But not' with vng8f they come into the 

world! 
What shame, that sheep, that horses, cows, 

and bulls, 
Should club their tails, to furnish Christian 

sculls ! 
But what a sacrilegious shame, the dead 
Can't keep, poor souls, their locks upon 

their head ! 
What shame, the spectres, in the midnight 

air. 
Should wander, screaming, for their plun- 
dered hair ! 
Cursed be the shaving plan, I say again. 
Although the bantling of a royal brain !" 

Thus cursed the Major to MghVs listen- 

ing^ar, 
Enough to turn a Christian pale to hear ! 
Thus, heedless of hereader, for a pin 
Will men and women run their souls in 

sin! 
Now paused the Major, with a thoughtful 

air. 
And now soliloquied with solemn stare: 
*' Drunk with dominion, gorged with vi- 
cious thoughts, 
With folly teeming, dozed by Flattery *8 

draughts, 
Taught to admire their very maudlin 

dreams. 
And think their brains' duU mudpools, Wis- 

dom^s streams, 
Too many a monarch liiMs ; but, lo ! not 

ours, 
A king, who Wisdom's very self devours ; 
Snaps at arts, sciences, where'er they rise. 
With all the fire of boys at butterflies. 
Stick cannot surely own a little heart ; 
Therefore our locks and we vioy never 

nart." 
Now, from a stool, a tinder-box he took. 
And fiercely with the stone the steel Jie 

struck ; 
And, after many unsuccessful shocks. 
The sparks inflamed the tinder in the 
' box ; 


Which, by a match which John did sagely 

handle, 
Gave sudden lustre to a farthing candle. 
Thus, if small things with great we may 

compare, 
We see hard pedagogues, with furious sir. 
Strike with the fist, and often with a stick. 
Light through a scholar's scull, ten inches 

'thick. 

Now, full illuminated, Dixon stole, 
Where lay a master-cook within his hole : 
From whence, to all th' inferior cooks they 

went, 
Inclined to opposifTon's big intent , 
But, not so fierce, alas! for opposition, 
As in the threatening, bullying petition ; 
For men (it is reported) dash and vapour, 
Less on the field of battle, than on paper. 
Thus, in the history of each dire campaign. 
More carnage loads the newspaper than 

plain. 
And now the cooks and scullions left each 

nest; 
And now, behold, they one and all were 

dressed. 

Lo! sullen to the kitchen moved the 

throng. 
Gloom on each eye, and silence on each 

tongue ; 
How much like crape-clad mourners round 

a bier; 
But, ah ! impressed with sorrow more sin- 
cere; 
For oft, at tombst with joy the bosom burns-^ 
There, 'tis the sable black alone that mourns. 
Now making, with a few dry chips, a fire, 
They sullen sat, their grief commixed with 

ire ; 
Sad ruminating all around the flame. 
Like Harry and his band, of deathless name, 
Near Agincourt, expectant of the day, 
Biff with the horrors of a bloody fray ; 
A fray that threatened his poor little band, 
To sweep it, just like soldiers, to that land,- 
Terra ificogmta ^cleped, which stretches 
Afar — of which, imperfect are our sketches; 
Since all who have surveyed this distant 

bourn, 
So welcomed, were not sufiTered to return. 
Thus did the cooks expect the fatal morn. 
When, sheep-like, every head was to be 

shorn. 

Now to the whitening east they cast their 
sight, 
And wished, but vainly, an eternal night : 
Not with less pleasure stares upon the day, 
The wretch condemned hard nature's debt 
to pay ; 
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Condemned ere noon to acta deed abhorred : 
To stretchy for jaetice'aake, the fatal cord ; 
Not with leas pleasare shrunk (unknown 

to shame,) 
A meat, drink^ snoff, and diamond-lovinfr 

deetRBt 
When told, " That if poor Hastings went 

to pot, 
Away went pearls, and jewels, and what 

not, 
Tom from the stomacher so fine, yet foal, 
"Which JSvariee thirsted for, and Rapine 

stole :" 
Not with less pleasare, in the vale of life. 
Poor Egl-n-t-n beheld a youthful wife, 
(Forced, on a bed of ice, sweet flower, to 

bloom; 
Ah ! forced to shine, a sun-beam on a tomb) 
That blooming youthful wife, inclined to 

stray 
With Hamilton, all in a billing way ; 
Just like two turtles, or a pair of lambs. 
Or ewes so playful with the frisky rams : 

Not with less glee an old and hopeless 
maid 
Snnreys the sun ascending from the shade ; 
A sun, that giyes a younger sister's charms. 
So hated, to a bridegroom's happy arms : 
Not with less joy , that ra^ngchaste old maid 
Sees the frail fur ones in the Cyprian trade 
£seape the whip and jail, and hemp beside. 
By means of gentle Mr Justice Hyde. 
Sweet wrecks of beauty ! though with 

aspic eye, 
And glance disdainful, Prudery pass them 

by, 

With mincing step, and squinting cautious 
dread, 

As though their looks alone contagion shed. 

I viev each pallid tmrelek with grief Bincere, 

.And call oil Pity for her tenderest tear ; 

See, on their cheeks, the blush of Virtue 
bom ; 

Hear from their souls the sigh of Ruin 
mourn ; 

View, veiled in Horror '« gloom, their swim- 
mings eyes» 

Beaming with hopeless wishes to the skies, 

Like the pale Moan's dim solitary form, 

Wrapped in the darkness of the midnight 
storm. 

Too ofl, by Trea€kanf8 winning smile be- 
trayed, 

Too fondly^ trtistioff, falls the simple maid ! 

Too many a Th---l^e walks the world of 
'woe, 

To fool of hmoeenee the sacred snow ! 

To love, yet nurse the' thought of villain 

How bard a lesson for the partial heart ! 


Too hard a lesson for the female soul, 
Where Love no partner owns, and scorns 
control. 

Not with less pleasure doth a poet look 

On cruel criticism, which damns, his book, 

Or recommends it to that peaceful shore. 

Where books and bards are never heard of 
more. 

Than looked each man, with lengthened 
boding beard, 

On that sad morn, which doomed them to be 
sheared t 

Not with less pleasure, likewise, let me say, 

A hungry aulnor sees his dying play ; 

Child of his dotage, who suiVoys its fall, 

Just as mankind shall view the tumbling 
ball. 

When sun, moon, stars, and all the distant 
spheres. 

Burst in one general wreck about their ears. 

Not with less pleasure did Sir William's* 
eye 

See Somerset's bold wing desert its sky ; 

A fall, at which the nation's purse ex* 
' claims, 

That thundering qrushed the back of roar- 
ing Thames : 

Not with less pleasure did Sir William's ear. 

A second crasn of this famed fabric hear ; 

When poor Sir Joshua, with his painting- 
band, 

Swore the dread day of judgment was at 
hand. 

Not with less glee, tenacious of his dross, 

Rosst started — Reader ! not the Man of 
Ross — 


* This gentleman still retains the place of comp- 
troller of the board of works, to the kingdom's sur- 
ftrise : bat demerit in building, as well' as inpalnt- 
ng, u a sufficient recommendation to a certain 
SpeeiM of patron*, particularly If the professors are 
espised by the people at large. It Is the moneyof 
this nation that Is sought for. not the merit. The 
circumstance of being a foreigner too, (for this Sir 
William Chambers is a Swede) carries with it an- 
other strong claim to favouritism. 

t The present Bishop of Exeter, who, when his 
majesty visited that ancient city lately, meet hand- 
somely excused himself the honour of entertaining 
his royal master^ by billeting him upon Dean BuU 
ler. The following lines, extracted from a manu- 
script performance of one John Ploughshare, called 
The Royal Progress, we think, will elucidate this 
part of our epte, and not be unacceptable to our 
readers. 


«r 


In eomm'd the king at laste to town. 
With donst and sweat az nutmeg brown, 

The bosses all in smoke : 
Huzzaing, trumpeting, and ringing, 
Red colour rleelng, roarinf, drinking, 

Zo mad xeem*d all de voke. 
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When majesty, to' rest his royal head, 
Asked of the church's mitred son a bed ; 
Poor man ! who proving, like his soyereign, 

poor, 
Begg'd him to knock at good Dean Boiler's 

door; 

Wiping his sweaty Jawi and polL 
All over doust we spied 'Squire Rolle, 

Close by the king's coach trattin ; 
Now shoving in the coach his head. 
Meaning (we tboft) it might be zed, 
. " 'Squire Kolle and George be chattin.*' 

Now went the aldermen and mayor, 
Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair. 

The royal voke to ken ; 
When meastar mayor, upon my word. 
Poked to the King a gert long sword, 

Which he poked back agen. 

Now thooae tliat round bis worship stood, 
Declared it clumsily was dood ; 

Yet Squirt, the people zay. 
Brandished a gert hoes glyster-pipe. 
To make un in his lesson ripe. 

That took up half a day. 

Now down droo Vore-street did they eom, 
Znm hallowin, and screeching sum : 

Now traded they to the dean'9 ; 
Becaze the hithop zent mun word, 
" A could not meat and drink avord, 

A had not got the means." 

A zed, that, *< as vor he, poor man, 
A had not got a pot or pan. 

Nor spoon, nor knife, nor vork : 
That he was weak, and ould, ana aquetl. 
And seldom made a hearty meal. 

And seldom diade a cork." 

Indeed, a is a moderate man. 
And zo be all the clargy clan. 

That with un come to chatter ; 
Who, when they're ax'd to a glass of wine. 
To one the wotber they tip the sign. 

And beg my lord's fine water. 

Then az yor rooms— why. there agen, 
" A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, 

They were zo small," he zed : 
And, as vor beds, they wndnt ao, 
In number about one or two, 

Vor self and Joan the maid. 

Tn vooliah thhigs, a woundn't be coxt ; 
'Twas stoopid to treat vokes for nort :— 

No ; 'twazn't heese desire. 
Preferment, too. waz to an eend ; 
The king would never more vor'n send. 

To lift un one peg higher. 

"And yet vokes zay's a man o» sense, 
Honest and good— but boardth his pence ; 

Cant peart with drink nor meat : 
And then why vore ?" — the people rail :— 
To greaze a vat ould pig in the taU— 

Ould Weymouth o» Long Leat." 

Well, to the desn'«, bounce in they went. 
And all the day in munchin spent. 

And guzlin, too, no doubt ; 
And, while the gentry drinked witAin, 
The mob, with brandy, ale, and gin, 

Got roaring drunk vithout. 


Bailer, who took his wandering master in, 
And stuffed with corn and oil his scrip and 

skin ; • 
For which (on gratitude so wont to dote) 
The monarch gave a tumbler—worth a groat! 
O glorious act ! an act how seldom seen ! 
O what a day of gladness for the dean ! 
A ffiil, 8o rare, so noble, so sublime, 
Wni stupify the sons of distant time. 
This, let the Bailor family record ; 
This brittle treasure let the Bullers hoard ; 
Yet show, exulting, upon gala days, 
To bid some favoured guest admire and 

praise. 

Now did the major hum a tune so sad ! 
Chromatic — in the robes of sorrow clad : 
But, lo ! Uie ballad could not fear control, 
Nor exorcise the barbers from his soul : 
And now his lifted eyes the ceiling sought ; 
And now he whisUed^-not for want of 

thought 
A mournful air the whistling major chose : 
Till on his rolling e^e the razors rose. 
From grave to sprightly now he changed 

—a jig- 
Still o'er his naunted fancy waved the wig ; 
Still saw his eye alarmed, the scratch* ab- 
horred, 
Like wild Macbeth*8, the visionary sword. — 
Thus, from what kings, alas ! mav fimcy fun. 
His loving subjects mav be glad to run : 
Thus, when Saint Switnin from his fountain 

pours, 
(Saint Swithin, tutelary Saint of showers) 
Beaux skip, belles scamper, fly the cocks 

and hens, 
With drooping plumage, to the sheltering 

pens. 
While lo ! the waddling ducks Te Deum utter. 
Flap their glad wings, and gabble through 

the gutter. 

Sing Muse ! or, lo ! our Canto not com- 
plete. 
What air he hummed, and whistled all so 

sweet. 
Homer, of every thing minutely speaks. 
From Heaven's ambrosia, to a camp's beef- 
steaks: 
Then let us, Muscy adopt a march sublime, 
And try to rival Homer with our rhyme ; 
Who, na<f a m£, in Juno's tresses bred, 
Dropped on divine Minerva's wiser head ; 
Or cook - like jZea, exploring some new track, 
Hopped from the clouds to Agamemnon's 
back; 

• A small wig, or rather an apology for a wig, 
so called, and generally worn by our most amiable 
and an gust monarch. 
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The bard had sang the foU in yene di- 

▼ine. 
And eriUes heard thd sound along the line. 
Jove called hie Juno only Muey Ruh ; 
The ^po€t thoufht it would his song enrich : 
Joye, too, just ureatened, with some birchen 

rods, 
To whip her publicly before the gods ; 
The hard (though but a flogging-bout at 

meet) 
Deemed it, indeed, too sacred to be lost ; 
Joye called his daughter only bitch and 

fool, 
(Poor Pallas, treated like a girl at schooli) 


Threatened to ham-string her six fayonrite 

naffs, 
And tear her bran-new Phaeton to rags ; 
The hard, who neyer wrote en idle word, 
Bade his bold yerse, the god's bold speech 

record : 
And had the Thtandertr but broke wind, the 

song, 
Had, imitatiye, borne the blast along. — 
Then be it known to all the world around, 
To folks aboye. and people under ground, 
To fish and fowl, and eyery creeping thing — 
LUUbulUro and God save the kingj 
Were actually the yenr airs he chose ! 
But wherefore — God Almighty only knows. 


THE LOUSIAD, 


HEROI-COMIC POEM. 


CANTO IV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

MoRHiiio and Majesty get out of bed together.— A most solemn and pathetic address 
to the Muse, with respect to omens. — A serious complaint against the omens for their 
non-appearance on so important an occasion. — ^The wiyes and daughters of the cooks 
seek the palace, to encourage their husbands. — A beautifhl comparison of cocks and 
hens. — The dismay of the cooks. — ^The natural history of eyes. — Mister Ramus enters 
the kili^en. — Mister Ramus is praised for dexterity in shaying minesty. — Mister 
Ramus* consequence with majesty superior to that of great ministers. — ^Mister Ramus* 
namby-pamby named Billy, ffiyen b^ majesty. — The dread occasioned by Mister Ramus' 
appearance amongst the cooks. — Mister Seeker, clerk of the kitchen, enters in a pass- 
ion. — Mister Seeker threatens tremendously. — A wife of one of the cooks nobly answers 
Mister Seeker, and yows opposition. — Mister Seeker replies with astonishment, yoci- 
feration, and threat. — The heroine s rejoinder to Mister Ramus, with much sarcasm. — 
Mister Seeker groweth yery wrath. — Studieth revenge.— Prudence appeareth to him, 
and administereth great and wholesome advice. — Prudence becalmeth the clerk of the 
kitchen.— A second heroine appeareth, speechifieth, and threateneth. — Slily alludeth to 
the immense wealth of male majesty, and the heaps of diamonds belonging to female 
majesty .-^Praiseth her husband's cleanliness, and aenieth a louse-existence m his head, 
and sqninteth at Mister Seeker as the probable owner of the animal. — Mister Seeker 
rageth a second time. — One of the finest comparisons in the world, between Mister 
Seeker in a passion and a leg of mutton and turnips in the pot. — The poet pauseth, 
moralizeth, and trembleth at that devil, lately introduced to the world, called Equality, 
the enemy of majesty. — Some of the sweetest lines in the world on the occasion. — Pru- 
dence re-entereth to becalm Mister Seeker, by clapping her hand on his mouth. — An 
inexpressible apt bottle- of-small-beer comparison. — The cook-major rises in wrath, and 
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ii very lattrical on Miiter Seeker. — The clerk of the kitchen repliei with intrepiditj.— . 
A grreat de&l of good company rashes into the kitchen. — Mister Seeker commands 
silence, and announces the will of his soveroign. — ^The sovereign eloquently announceth 
also his own will. — A sweet and sublime comparison, equal to any thing in Homer. 


With beauteous Lambert*s blush and Rus- 

sel's smiles, 
Aurora peeped upon the first of Isles ; 
And lo, to bleating flock.and whistling bird. 
Uprose the sun, and uprose George the 

Third, 
Who led his queen so charming, and her 

room, 
To talk of hounds and. horses with the 

groom. 
Say, Mse, what ! not one cloud with low- 
ering looks. 
To gloom compassion on the heads of cooks f 
What ! not one solitary omen sent ; 
Notlme small sign, to tell the great event ? 
On Cato's danger, clouds of every shape 
Hung on the firmament their dismal crape ; 
Aurora wept, poor girl, with sorrow big ; 
And Phoebus rose without his golden wig ! 
But now the skies their usual manners lost. 
The sun and moon, and all the starry host ! 
No raven at the window flapped his wings, 
And croaked portentous to the cooks of 

kings; 
No horses neighed, no bullocks roared so 

stout ! 
No sheep, like sheep be -deviled, ran about ; 
No lightnings flashed, no thunder deigned 

to growl ; 
No vralls re-echoed to the mournful owl; 
No jackass brayed aflfright ; no ghost 'gan 

wail; 
No comet threatened empires with his tail ; 
Ifo witches, wildly screaming, rode the 

broom ; 
No pewter platters danced about the room. 
Thus unregarded drooped each menaced 

head, 
As though the omens all were really dead ; 
As unregarded (what a horrid slur !) 
As though the monarch meant to shave a 

cur! 

Now to the kitchen of the palace came 

Full many a damsel sweet, and daring 
dame. 

The wives and daughters of those cooks 
forlorn 

Whose luckless heads were threatened to 
be shorn : 

Ire in each eye, and yengeance in each 
hand, 

To cheer their husbands, poured the boast- 
ful band ! 


Thus, when the ancient Britons rushed to 

battle. 
Their wives intrepid joined the general 

rattle ; 
Encouraging their husbands in the fray. 
For fear some pale- nosed rogues might run 

away : 
O glorious act ! — repelling coward fear : — 
Thus cocks fight bravest when the hens are 

near. 

Now on the band of ladies rttared the 
cooks, 
And seemed to show hair-rain in their 
looks. 


Great is the eloqueooe of eyes indeed-— 
" ^ tell- 

read !' 


Much history in those tell-tale orbs we 


What though no bigger than a button hole, 
Tet what a wondrous window to the soul ! 
The bosom's joy, and grief, and hope, and 

fear, * 

In lively colours are depicted here ! 

Now to the crowded kitchen Ramus 

springs, 
Ramus, called Billy by the best of kings ! 
Who much of razors and of soap-^uds 

knows. 
Well skilled to take great Ceear by the 

nose : 
Much by his sovereign loved, a trusty page, 
Who often puts great statesmen in a rage ; 
Poor lords! compelled against their wiU to 

foaitf 
Though ass-like laden with afiairsvf state, 
Till page and monarch finish deep disputes 
On buckskin breeches, or a pair of boots ! 

Billy, a pretty name of love, so sweet, 
Familiar, easy, for affection meet ! 
Thus formal Patrick is transformed to 

Paddy; 
And father by the children christened 

daddy: 
And Oliver, who could even Jdngt control. 
By many a thousand is baptized Old MU. 

Speak, Reader y didst thou ever see a 

ghost f 
If so— thou stoodest, staring like a post : 
Thus did the cooks on Billy Ramus stare. 
Whose frightful presence porcupined each 

hair. 
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Now entered Seeker*— and now thus he 

•poke:-* 
** Thie Louse aflUr'e a very pretty joke ! — 
Ar*n'tyou ashamed of it, yon dirty dogs ? — 
Zounds I have yon all been sleeping with 

the hoi;s ? 
But mind — ^you'll be, to all yonr great de- 
light, 
Bald as so many coots before 'tis night. 
Nomarmors, gentlemen— 'tis sJl in vain : 
When monarchs order, who shall dare com- 

jpltin ?" 
Now zrom the female band, a heroine 

raved, 
" God cnrse me, if my husband thdU be 

shaved ! 
Yoa shan't, yon shan't the fellow's head 

diagraee; 
I say, the man shall sooner lose his place. 
Wigfy like the Yery devil, I loathe. I hate— 
And corse me, if a mghteap nngs his 

pate." 
"How, impuimieeJ" the wrathful Seeker 

cried. 
With horror staring, and a month yard- 
wide — 
** Where, where's my stick, my cane, my 

whip, my switch f 
Who tanght rebellion t'ye, yoa saucy 

bitai?'»— 
** Mynfff' with hands akembow, cried the 

dame: 
'' 1 tell ye, Mister Becker, 'tis a shame ; 
I tell ye that the cooks will all be fools, 
To simer raxors to come near their skulls. 
Bitch too, forsooth ! the langnsge of a hog ! 
If I'm a bitch, then sanubaay'sn, dog." 

Now all th' internal man of Seeker 

boiled ; 
From thought to thought of turbulence h& 

toiled : 
Now, resolotion-firaught,he wished to stick 

her, 
Now in her face to spit, and now to kick 

her. 
But PnuUnee in that verv moment came, 
And sweetly whispered to the man of 


"He, Becker! kicka'tooman/ Becker, fie! 
On matter more sublime, thy prowess try- 
No glory springs firom kickmg wives of 

cooks: 
Strive to surpass great kings in binding 

books; 
Tnnecend great kings in forcing stubborn 

kine 
To breakfiuit on horse-chestmits, sup^ and 

dine; 

• Lste Clerk of tHe^KitclMm 


In educating pigs be thou as deep; 

And learn, Eke kings, to feel the rumps of 

. sheep. 
Go, triumph at the market- towns with 

woo!: 
Go, breed for lady-cows the bravest bull ; 
Tower o'er the sceptred great in fat of 

lambs. 
And rise a rival in the breed of rams.— 
These be thine acts, from hence fair glory 

flows, 
Whose beam, a bonfire round a monarch 

glows. 
Surpass in charity towards the poor ; 
Nor bully starving nurit from the door. 
Behold, ror patronage lean gtmu$ pant I 
What though the wealthy Great a tatU 

msv want. 
Tot, would they cast their eyes on pining 

Those eyes would quickly warm her froaen 
spirit. 

The foil may lift the mvumm' from the 
- tomb. 

And bid the buried seeds of g'sntut bloom. 

Tes, fools of Fortune, did those fiwis in* 
cUne 

To look on humble fBortk^ might bid her 
shine: 

Thus tallow candles in a chandelier 

Make the keen beauties of the glass appear, 

Call into note a thousand trembling rays. 

And share the merit of the mingled blase. 

The grtat should sun-like bid their trea^ 
snres flow, 

Whose beams wide spreading no distinc- 
tion know ; 

But equal bid tlie crab and pine be ripe, 

And light at once a system and a pipe." 

Thus PrwUnee spoke, when decker to^ 

the dame 
Confessed his fault, and stopped tlie burst- 
ing flame. 
Nowstormedassomi^ heroine from the band, 
Called Joan, and full at Seeker made a 

stand — 
** I say. Tom shant be shaved-^he shant— 

no shant — 
Leek, porridge, stir-about, well sooner 

want; 
We'll rather hunt the gutters for our meat ; 
Cry mackrel, or sing oallads through the 

street; 
Foot stockings, mend old china, or Uaok 

^oes. 
Sooner than Tom, poor soul, his locks shall 

lose! 
Humph ! what a pretty hoity toity's here ? 
Thomas, I say, shant lose his locks, poor 

dear} 
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Shaved too! 'cause people happen to be 

I never beard of each a trick before. 
Folk8 think they may take freedoms with 

a cook- 
Go, ask year maatar if he*d shave a dtJtB, 
^O'-if he dared to do it, I'll be carsed : 
No, Seeker, he would eat the razor first. 
Good lord > to think poor people's heads to 

plunder — 
Why, lord ! are people drunk, or mad, I 

wonder ? 
What! shall my poor dear husband lose 

his locks 
Because a ha'n't ten millions in the stocks ; 
Because on me, forsooth, « can't bestow 
A diamond petticoat, to make a show ? 
Marry come up, indeed-^a pretty joke — 
Any thing's good enough for humble folk : 
Shoved here and there, forsooth ; called 

dog and bitch — 
God bless us, well, because we are not rich 1 
People will soon be beat about with sticks, 
Forsooth, because they ha'n't a coach and 

six. 
A shant be shaved, and I'm his lawful 

wife; 
The man was never lousy in his life. 
Az what his mother says^his nearest kin — 
< Tom never had a blotch upon his skin, 
But when a had the measles and small pox.* 
What /or, then, shall the fellow lose his 

locks? 
' She never in her life-time saw (she says) 
A tidier, cleaner lad, in all her dajjrs — 
And all her neighbours said, with huge 

surprise, 
A finer boy was never seen with eyes !' 
So, Mister Seeker, let's have no more touse; 
Hunt further for the owner of the Louse. 
Sir, 'tis a burning tkamt, I'm bold to say, 
To take poor people's character away. 
Who knows tne varmine isn't your own, 

odsfish! 
You*re fi>nd of peeping into every dish." 

Again of Seeker boiled th* internal man ; 

Thought urging thought, again to rage be- 
gan: 

Huge thoughts of different sizes swelled 
his soul ; 

Now mounting high, now sinking low, 
they roU; 

Bustling here, there, up, down, and round 
about ; 

So wild the mob, so terrible the rout ; 

How like a Ug qfmuUon in the pot, 

With turnips thick surrounded all so hot ! 

Amid the gulph of broth, sublime, profound, 

Tumnltuoua, jostling, how they rush 
around ! 


Now up the turnips mount with skins of 

snow. 
While restless labouring MuUon dives be^ 

low — 
Now lofly soaring, climbs the leg of sheep^ 
While turnips downwards plunge amid the 

deep ! 
Strange such resemblances in things should 

But what escapes the poet*s piercing eye f 
Just like the sun — for what escapes his rsty^ 
Who darts on deepest shade the golden 
iday I 

Muse, let us pause a moment — ^bere we 

see 
A woman, certainly of low degree, 
RenVmg folk of elevated station; 
Thus waging war with mild subordination. 
Should sweet subordination chance to die, 
Adieu to kings and courtier men so high; 
Then will that imp Equality prevail, 
Who knows no difference between head 

ai^d tail ; ^ 

Then majesty, the lofty nose who Itfts, 
With tears shall wash and iron her own 

shifts; 
To darn her stockings, from her height de- 
scend. 
Which now are given to Mackenthun* to 

mend — 
Turn her fair fingers into vulgar potM, 
And wash her dirty laces and lier gauxe. 
Then dimned are coronets that awe inspire, 
And sceptres stuffed, like faggots in the 

fire. 
Ne'er let me view the hour, my soul that 

shocks. 
When female majesty shall wash iMr 

smocks : 
Such humbled grandeur let me never tee : 
Soapsuds and sovereignty but ill agree : 
Malsin and majesty but ill accord : 
Rubbers and royalty, are kin abhorred ! 
Stranjge union 1 'tis the vulture and the bat ', 
A gu^h and mudpool — elephant and rat ; 
A great archbiabop, and an undertaker ; 
The muse of epic, and a riddle-maker ; 
A roaring king in tragedy sublime ; 
And he who plays poor Pug in pantomime ; 
The lord who in the senate wonder draws. 
Firm in the fair support of freedom's cause ; 
And that same lord, behind the scenes, a 

snail. 
Who, crawling, of an actresst holds the 

tail; 
Marchesi on the stage with steel and plume, 
And that Marches! in a UMiy's room ; 


• A lady, attendant on the prlncatses. 
t MissFsmn. 
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Biat loieph,* Jove- like, with his hammered 

arm. 
Who thunderinif breaks of sleep the opiate 

charm ; 
And dUt Sir Joseph, with a simple look. 
Collecting simples near the simple brooK. 

Afain eame PnUUnee, qnaker-looking 
formy 
Sweei>hiimoiired goddess, to suppress the 

^ storm, 
Who elappeid her iiands (indeed an act 

' nncoQth) 
Fall on the gaping hole of Secker*s month ; 
Compressing thns a thousand iron words, 
Sharp every soul of them as points of 

•words : 
Bot soon her hand forsook his lips and chin, 
Who owned the goddVss, and but gave a 

grin. 
Tlras from a fretAil bottle of small beer, 
Ifi mad, the cork should leap with wild ca- 
reer ; 
Lo, to the bottle's mouth the butler flies, 
And with dexterity his hand applies ! 
In Tain the liquor bustfes 'mid the dome ; 
John quells all fury, and subdues the foam ! 
Now rose the mt^or—'** Mister Seeker — 8ir, 
To« make in this afiair a pretty stir ! 
Twere doubtless a fine present in a hat, 
To offer to our sovereign lord, the locks ; 
Sosae vast reward would follow, to be sure ; 
A prettr little, sweet, snug, nneeure. 
Tee— Master Seeker well can play his 

cavde; 
Sublime achievements claim sublime re- 
wards. 
I humbly do presume. Sir, that his grace 
Hath promised ye a warm exciseman's 

place: 
Some folks mre Jaeko4nroffico, fond of pow- 
er!" 
Hins spoke the took, like Tinegar eo sour. 
*' No matter, master major, what I cet; 
AH that I know, is this, your heads shall 

sweat: 
I'll see the business done, depend upon't— 
I'll order matters, damn me, if I don't : 
Tee, Master Dixon, yon shall know who's 

who— 
Which is the better gemman,! or you." 
Thus answers Seeker to the man of woes, 
And points his satire with a cocked-up nose. 
Seaice had he uttered, wheifc a noise was 

heard ; 
And now behold a motlylumd appeared ! 


" Sir Joseph Omnlui. A part of his roysU irkHv- 
ala if a hammer to knock down a diFiiute, nud 
keep the Royal Society awake. 


With Babel sounds at once the kitchen 

rings, 
Of groom, page, barber, and the best of 

kings ! 
And lo, the best of queens must see the fun ; 
And lo, the princesses so beauteous run ; 
And Madam Schweilenberg came hobbling 

too; 
Poor lady, losing in the race a shoe ! 
But in revenge- pursuit, the loss how slight! 
The world would lose a leg, to please a 

spite. 

And now for peace did Seckflr bawl aloud : 
And lo, peace came at once among the 

crowd. 
In courts of justice thus, to hush the hum, 
" Silence!" the crier calls, and all is mum — 
'' Cooks, scullions, all, of high and low de- 
gree, 
Attend, and learn your monarch's will from 

me. 
Our sovereign lord the king, whose word 

is fate. 
Wills in his wisdom to see shaved each pate : 
Then, gentlemen, pray take your chairs at 

once ; 
And let each barber fall upon his sconce." — 
Thus thundered Seeker with a Mars^-like 

face. 
And struck dire terror through the roasting 

race. 
Thus roared Achilles 'mid the martial fray 
When every frighted Trojan ran away. 

Calm was the crowd, when thus the 

ktuff of isles 
Firm for the shave— but 'yet with kingly 

smiles— 
"You must be shaved — ^you shall, you 

must indeed : 
No, no, I shan't let slip a single hekd — 
A very filth v, nasty, dirty trie* — 
'The thought on't turns my stomach — 

makes me sick : 
Louse — louse — a nasty thing — a louse I 

hate: — 
No, no, I'll have no more upon my plate. 
One is sufficient— yes, yes— quite a store— 
I'll have no more — no more, I'll have no 


more. 

Thus epoke <he king, like eveiy king 
who gives 
To trifles, lustre that for ever lives. 
Thus stinking vapours firom the oosy pod, 
Of cats and kittens, dogs and puppies full. 
Bright Sol sublimes, ami gives them gold- 
en wings, 
The cloud on which some say, the ehervb 
sinjE^s. 
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THE PIG AND MAGPIE. 

A FABLI. 

Cocsive his tail, a Muiey prig, 
A Magpie hopped ajpon a Pig, 

To pall aoine hair, Ibnooth, to line hie 
nest; 
And with each ease began the hair attack, 
As thinkine the fee simple of the baok 

Was bjnimself, and not the Pig, pos- 


The Boar looked ap as thunder black to 
Mag, 

Who, squinting down on him like an arch 
wag, 
Informed Mynheer some bristles most be 
torn; 

Then busy went to work, not nicely col- 
ling : 

Got a good handsome beakful by good 
polling. 
And flew, withont a « Thank ye," to his 
thorn. 

The Pig set ap a dismal gelling : 
Followed the robber to his dwelling. 
Who, like a fool, had built it midst a 
bramble : 
In manfully he sallied, full of might. 
Determined to obtain his right. 
And 'midst the bushes now began to 
scramble. 

He drove the Magpie, tore his nest to rags, 
And, happy on Uie downfall, poured his 
brags: 
But ere he from the brambles came, 
alack! 
His ears and ejres were miserably torn. 
His bleeding hide in such a plight forlorn. 
He could not count ten hairs upon his 
back. 


THE SICK LADT AND THE ALMA- 
NACK. 

A pooE old woman with a diarrhoea, 
Broo^t on by slip>slof tea and rot gut 
beer. 
Went to Sangrado with a woeful fiice ; 
And, hawking twice or thrice, to clear her 
throat, 
She told him, in a plaintive note. 
Her «••• • 


Disease had brought her to a dolefbl state, 
Her legs seemeu tottering with a lifeless 

weight; 
Her boeom panted for the lack of breath, 
Her voice seemed echoing from the vale of 

death; 
^Her sunken orbs of light but dimly shone ; 
A gasping spectre ! hardly skin and bone ! — 

The doctor being in a wonderoos hurry, 

To still a lady in hysteric flurry, 

Could hardly stop to hear pale miseiy's 

moan; 
So, jumping in his coach, he bawled — ^ Qo 

onl* 

Howe'or, to keep the dame flrom kingdam 
came, 
From the sharp gripe of grinning Death, 
so cruel. 
He told her that she need but hurry home. 
And boil some Bole Armoniac in her 
gruel : 
Then <»l11 upon him in a day or two. 

And let him know 
If things went better, er in wUUu pio» 

The dame, obedient to the doctor's order, 

Came wnen the time prefixed was ended ; 
Health seemed to triumph o*er the dire 
disorder. 
But still she seemed a little broken* 
winded. 

Sangrado felt h<^ pulse, and tongue in< 
spected. 

Then asked her if she'd done as he direct- 
ed.— 

" Zook. Sir, for tho'f I sent my godson 
Jack, 

From house to house, amongst my neigh- 
bours 
To beg a Moore's Almanack. 

He could not geet un.afler all his labours:— 

And 10 — I took and boiled the Babes i'the 
Wood; 

And, praise the Lord ! it's done a mart of 
good." 


THE TITHE RENCOUNTER, 

f 

As it wis Perfbrmed in the Coanty of Snflblk, 
Anno Domini, 1789. 

GhiSAT' Lawyers certainly are sometimes 

out, 
And so are Reverend Divines— no doubt ; 
But when they make 9gngiou» blunders. 
Who can blame Peter, if he wonders ? 
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OrskarM them, like lATater, in the face, 
To aee if God nas given them any grace ? 


Kot manj milee from Cambridge, tivefl a 
pneat, 

A eoonterpart of Brinsley 'a Father Panl ; 
Wboee pig-uke atomach, eytor on the feaat, 

Content not with aplenty, granta for all. 

80 great an epicnre for dainty dkhea, 
Found not a quantum in hia lotmet and 
Juhe$. 
To appeaie nla avariciooa, gorging maw: 
He therefore bluntly told hu congrega- 
tion, 
That tithea muat under^ an alteration ; 
Or be ahould take th' opimbn of the law. 

They, Uke good brethren, joined with one 

accord. 
And told thia gormandizing man of God, 
"ntat he might take the law, if he were 
willing; 
But aa for giving more than they had done, 
EFaith, they did not like the fnn^ 
And would not raise another ahilling.— - 

Wliile thua Contention raiaed her toad-like 

head, 
A Lawyer, deeply in the Btatutea read ; 
To keep defendanta clear from every error, 
CoBTened hia clienta up together : 
And, being all aasembled, thua he spoke, 
(Fizat giving wig a twiat, and chin a 

atioke}*- 


^Memeura! I've searched our ancient 

Modus over ; 
Besidea the aettled sum for hope and clover, 
There ia a kind of prediaf tithe to pay ; 
Namely,--a hdlf-hm on St Thoroaa' day^ 
But aa it's difficult to halve a Hen, 
A whole one may be borne by each two 

men: 
Which will, in eye of law, be just aa good, 
And save ua many a chicken brood. 

** St TkomaSf gentlemen, will be next Mon- 
day; 

I therefore trust you'll get your hens by 
Sunday, 

And meet by ten, or aooner, in the morn- 
ing: 

But, just before you go, give me a call- 
ing; 

Then I, and Little John, will take the lead ; 

The zest in pairs shall after us proceed." — 

And, I0 ! exactly at th* apppinted honr^ 
Thia throng set forward from the Lawyer's 
door; 


Preceded by a troop of boys, 
'Who made a most ungodly noise. 

The Parson, when he heard them coming. 
Fell discord in his ears thus drumming ; 
(Discord that never faila to make. 
With fears, the fiercest general quake) 
Wondered what DeviPs doings waa the 

matter: 
With whoops and cacklinga there waa such 

a clatter. 

He thought some Presbyterian rabbliB, 
In test-repealing spite, were come to flout 
him; 
Or some fierce Methodiatie drabble : 
So out he flew, like fury, from his porch, 
With brandished club, (instead of torch) 
And most religiously he laid about him. 

But they, not mindful of his oak, nor 
threats, 
Threw down their Hens in decent order ; 
Excusing, now and then, a few retreats. 
The group kept pretty well firom fell dis- 
order. 

Now, in the midst of this peaee-ofiering 
acene. 

The Lawyer's clerk came skimming o'er 
the green ; 
And, whispering something to his lord and 
master, 

He in an instant turned red! yellow! 
pale! 

Muae, o'er his blushes spread thy milk- 
white veil ; 
Who would not blush at such a dire dis- 
aster! 

In faltering accents, he was heard to 
say— 

« Let me! Oletme! ateal unseen away : 
Scoffs and revilings else will be my 

doom!" 
And then he turned his tail, and hurried 

home. 

The youth then rallied up the scattered 
throng, 
And, putting on a aainMike look ; 
Making a fac^ye gods, how louff ! 
He told them that his master had mis* 
took 
A word in anoient Modus ^ for a kaJfkm^ 

Which meant k faggot ^that's to say, a 

Eeoriksn,* 


* Haarttaen meaxu ■ small boodle of firewood ; 
it is ttow almost obsolete, and seldom fbund bot in 
(dd law booke. 
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Nought in rejoinder -had the crowd to say ; 
So, catching flens again, they went away — 
Next morning waiting on the old law rook, 

They paid nim for fiie eerytcea so clever ; 
Most grmciooifly preaenting a horn-book ; 

Ana Lawyer Horn-Book ahall his name 
be eter. 


A CANTERBURY TALE. 

Hea me, per urbem (nam pudettanti mail) 
Fabola quanta flii ! Hor. Epod. 11. 

A MAR of mnate, one who dealt in tunes, 
In hautboys, and bassoons, 
Fiddles and fiddle strings. 
And such harmonic thing s 
That bay] a nasal twang ; 
Which made him subject fit 
For wicked wit, 
Whene'er he spoke, and oftentimes he sang ; 
But then his mu-sic, 
Sure enough ! 
Was such incondite stuff, 
'Twould make a Christian or a Jew sick ! 

• 

But not to waste, about his Toeal glory, 
Our precious time. 
And eke our rhyme ; 
Muse, trim thy <|uiU, and briefly tell thy 
story. 
Meanwhile, so tofUy strike the string, 
And join thy voice so passing sweet, 
That Kndar, when he hears thee sing. 
Shall own the song and subjeot meet. 

This man of music, or this music-man, 

—The Tale is now began !— 
Loves frequently to take a summer trip, 

To Margate, or elsewhere. 
Sometimes by po&ey, and sometimes by 
ship 
And then and there 
To tell his tales and oraek his jokes, 

And sing encore, 
Among a sort of silly folks, 
Who never heard him sing or say before. 

In one of these ezeursions of renown— 
I think historians say at Canterbury, 
Or at some other town — —- 
As I'm not now before a judge or jury, 
Methinka I need not swear 
Where 'twas exactly— but somewhere 
He met a fellow-traveller — ^^ Sir," says he, 
Right full of glee. 
<< We'll crack a bottle, it you please, 

And sing a song : 
The time may yet be long, 


Before we meet again, so much at ease ; 
Come, Here's the King !— 


Crod — ^save— greats— Sing, Sir, sing 


I 


'* Here's my card, 
You know St Paul's Church Yard,— 
(We'll say St Paul'sChurch Yard, 
To make a rhyme to card)^ 
I should be glad to see you there. 
Or any where : 
And, Sir, observe ye, 
If you want any thing in my small way-^ ^ 

Perhaps you may. 
Or any of your friends— I'd gladly serve ye. 
Sir, what d'ye say ? 
Perhaps you*ll recommend me, purely, 
For olo acquaintance, ha !" 
(All this, you may suppose, 
Was uttered through tne nose) 
" Mostsurely !"saidthestranger, '*surely!" 

Now ponder well, ye oockneys all. 
The tale that I shali tell ; 

The same sad fate lest you befUl, 
Which this poor man befel. 

And, madam Muse, attune thy lay. 
To something of more serious sort, 

That well may suit, as one may say, 
A subject of such grave impKnrt. 

The story then goes on to add. 
As how they mounted each a different pad — 

The stranger was a wicked wight. 
Most sadly given to ungracious wit ; 

And when he reached his inn at night, 
Feeling an amorous fit, 
With nasal twang — 
Just in the tone his friend essayed to sing 

« Ood save theking !"— 
A tender ditty to the maiu he sang. 
About her maidenhead. 
The while she warmed his bed.-^ 

The muse that dictates this authentic lay, 
Obliges me to sa^. 
His muric had such 'witching charms. 
That soon she sunk into his arras— ^ 


And then, of course she cried. 
And sud, O dear ! she was undone, 

As sure as any gun ! 
And hung about his neck, and sobbed, and 
sighed ; 
And said as how the world would scoff. 

And cast her off! 
Said he, ** My pretty ItUle dear, 
See here 


PETER PINDAR. 


-71 


My oard! 

Toa kBow.St Paul's Church Tard." 

Nor more nor leas ! 
And eave his friend's address : 
" If aught assail thee, my protecting arms 
Are ever open toreoeive thy charms !" 

Now this was said io such poetic guise, 
With so much love in both his eyes, 
The ladv ceased to snort, 

And said no more :— 
To make the story short — 
The morning came ; he rose, and ate his fill, 

Discharged his bill, 
Mounted his steed, and galloped from the 
door. 

To bring the matter to a close, 
Suppose we now— good poets may suppose 
Just what they please, 
For their own ease- 
Nine months gone by, and Madam in the 
straw — 
And lo, a child is born ! 
Now so severe is parish law, 
The bed-rid mother must be sworn ; 
Twaa then she first produced the fatal card, 

Described the father's tuneful voice ; 
And sent the token to St Paul's Church 
Tard, 
That found him in a trice. 
There is a. sign — 
Can aoght beneath such dreadful symbols 

urive ?— 
That represents a martyr broiled alive,* 
Thither the ambassadors repaired, 
And had a pint of wine. 
Waiting with their credentials to be heard. 

The man of nasal warblings was at home, 
But would not come; 
Said he, 
The gentlemen may come to me,"— — 
'Twaa all the same ; 
They came : 


f( 


<' I get a child, Sir! I! 
Now that. Sir, I deny : 
The ease is clear 
I have not got a child this twenty year F' 

In vain the man might plead. 
Indeed it was not him, indeed ! 
For as he spoke i^ through the nose. 
It left tliem nothing to suppose. 
And then the card !— — 


Goose and Gridiron. 


In vain he trumpeted and swore. 
And called tl^ woman Whore. 

Nor oaths nor actions would avail ; 
They made him pay the fine ; 'twas mon- 
strous bard 1 
Now, tuneful muse, recline thy weary 
wing, 
And cease to sing.— — 
Reader, here ends my Canterbury Tale ! 


A PARISIAN TALE. 

Whkh I have got a tale to tell, 
Which might as well 
Be told in about minutes two. 
As half a year. 
My skittish muse is much disposed to 

prance 
About It and about it, like a eat 
Or kitten rouold a mouse or rat, 
With vast ado ; 
But now, good folks, suppose yourselves in 

France— 
In Paris, and I'll wait upon you there. 
For there the feat of which I mean to tell, 
Befel, 
Where folks, they say, are free 
As we.— — 

Within the Fanxbourg Saint Antoine, 
Near where, extending many a rood, 
Old despotism's fallen temple* stood, 
The patriot virtues bleeding at her shrine. 
Her shrine with lettru decSdut alight, 
A horrid sight ! 
But now since Freedom ha, 
Waves her bright pinions in Parisian air- 
Enough 
Of this poetic stuff.— 

Beneath an old suspicious looking roof, 
That seemed, for fear of swaggering 

blades, 
In boots, with red and blue cockades,! 
To pkulk aloof, 
A nest of folks 
Were seen with downward, discontented 

looks ! 

A vigilant Hibernian lad hard b^, 
Who lodged six story high. 
Pronounced them "A rare stock o' 
rats!" 
Thatis, dtffMtocrato/ 
For from his elevated site. 

He kenned them aH by night, 

* ThebBBtille. 

t The bttckisii dress of ilie Democrats. 
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Bosy , as fifty taylora on a board ; 
And sent the national assembly word-^ 
As how a set ot rebels sly. 
That backed the king, and onght to die, 
Hung altogether in a string, 
Who should in single packthread swing, 
Be dragged from ambuscade and night, 
And a la lanUme come to light : 
Their deeds were darkf he elearl'^ knew, 
Because they were ifbseure to visio.— • 
Thus much ne ventured to reveal, 
And to it set his hand and seal.-— ^ 
Just then L' Assemble were in loud debate, 
Arguing a notCy case. 
Of vast importance to the state, 
Concerning certain lace, 
And buttons to the coat, 
Of civic note. 
Whether best worn behind, or best before — 
When Paft epistle hushed the loud uproar ; 
80 frets upon the fire a kettle 
Of brass, or other metal. 
When nothing is put in to boil ; 
The vacant water Keeps a ceaseless coil, 
But souse a cold potatoe in the tide, 

The foamine waves subside ! 

The PresidentialboU was rung. 
And mute attention on the packet hung. 
When 'twas resolved a trusty band should 

meet. 
And rush impetuous on the guilty street, 
To ruin level the proscribed houlf 

And hurl its rebel guests to hell ! 
This was the mighty Mr ra beau's decree ; 
The rest exclaimed, " JiinsisoU'U .■" 

No sooner said than done ; 
fierce Db la Fatcttb led them on :— 
Arrived at the devoted spot, 
With democratic fuxy hot. 
They burst the door^ 
And rushed up stairs with hornble uproar ; 

Nor stayed a moment to inquire 
What were' the harmless objects of their ire. 
But overset. 
Living or dead, whate'er tbev met. — 
And, having made the foe defenceless yield. 
They sought to crown their toil 
With spoil, 
That, rich in glittering colour strewed the 

field : ^ 

When nought save pictures, all m tattered 
bits, 

OrfuUofsUts, 
They saw, 
The worthless tropmes of the war ! — 
And for the captives, what were they, O 
dear ! 
But meagre sons of paint ! 
This copying some Madonna, that some 

saut, 
OriginaU for Dissirr avb to pufif. 


Assisted by an English auctioneer, 
Right RafadU, J&gdo^ and Ti/tUan stufiT! 
Agoing I Sirs; agoing! gone!— 
I've done ! 


THE RAPE. 

a talb. 

bnUaU4fi<>m Corvtmtu. 

Loiro since Cervantes told the storyi 
I set in Enfflish suise before ye ; 
Of rhyme alone f claim the credit. 
Premising hundreds never riMul it^ 
Our hero of the Spanish page. 
No less a man than Saneno ssgVi 
Lo, seated Gustos Rotulomm 
A Justice of the Peace and Qooram; 
At ease in ancient elbow-seat 
With ffout and flannels at his feet| 
In hall, that tapestry adorns. 
Beneath a branching pair of horns;— 
Tour antlers are an emblem quaint, 
]>enoting oagty and flannels sotitf; 
On legislative Moses' bfow, 
A radiant pair for ever grow ; 
The saintly flannels indicatioB, 
Is penitence, and resignation ; 
All the corruptions ofthe world, 
Beneath our fiset, in triumph hurled. 
But wicked wits there are devise 
The self-same matter contrawise-^ 
That gout gives man a solemn grin 
Sign oiooummity within : 
And that by horns are clearly given, 
A type of ouckoldom and heaven : — 
Enough — it marks the magistrate, 
Of ghostlv and of grave estate.— 
Sucn, ana so ffraced, his worship sat. 
With pipe and friend in social cnat-^ 
As how the arts of population 
Enhance the credit or a nation ; 
As how, the labourer's annual toil 
Improves the crop, and mends the soil ; 
As how— when ral-UU at the gate, 
His worship summoned, all his state. 
Displayed his leg upon a chair. 
And cocked his pipe with fiercer air- 
When, lo I before the stool of truth, 
A ruddy lass, and rur^ yonUi ! 
She walling, in most piteous case, 
Of stubborn stays — ^that would not lace ; 
Of waist, that measured more, I trow, 
Than reputation's laws allow ; 
Of ravishment by force and arms. 
Ascribing all that potent charms ; 
That when he took her to the wsJls, 
And treated her with ale and eake, 
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He mixed a something in her Ale — 
She felt it afternrards prevail ; 
Or all hie force, and all h'w art) 
Had never toached her b&Uerpart! 
" Bnt nMike me honest b^ a wedding, 
And let me know a lawful bedding ; 
Or corse jou !'* — she vindictive stood-— 
'* I'll have it cot of your heart's blood ! 
mil Justice hae 70a by the nape, 
I'll swear, b^ book, A rape ! a rape !"^— 
The swain, in Iduk a-daisy sort, 
Held down his head as sorry for't ; 
And seemed to say — Forgive him then, 
He would not do the like again.— 
Though Justice should be blind, we cry, 
'Twere well sometimes, she'd half an eye; 
'Twas here the case : Exclaimed our Jus- 
tice, 
" Least said on such a matter best is ; 
A child there is, 'tis plain to see — 
The man's it may, or may not be. 
May aught for ravishment atone, 
1*11 make him pay you value down."— 
So said and done, a deed was drawn, 
That left him bankrupt and forlorn, 
Without a hut to hide his head in, 
Without the means of board or bedding. — 
The &ta] paper sealed and signed, 
That all the spoiler's spoil consigned, 
The ravished lady skipped away. 
As spotlees virgin, blithe and gay : 
When sooth to say, in Christian guise, 
The eontrite einner turned his e^es ! 
For what he lost ho made no strife. 
It lireed him from the curse o^ife — 
Than marry such — if left to choose. 
Jack Ketch ahould rather tie the noose. 
To what she swore about the fair. 
He swore the bitoh seduced him there— 
For what she felt, he could not say. 
But sore she kissed him all the way ! 
" Ha !" cried the magistrate, '* proceed ; 
She kissed you first ?'^->' She did indeed !" 
'< Indee4 ! — ^this quite subverts the case ; 
And now the matter clears apace — 
Tounelf go stop her at the door. 
And make her that same deed restore."— 
As well might child the winds withhold. 
Or rob the bank of all its gold : 
CoUectod in her rigla she stood, 
And threatened him with bruise and blood; 
Than loee her right, shd'd lose her life. 
And dared him to athletic strife ! 
The man stood trembling with dismay, 
Till Justice overheard the fray, 
Both back into his presence pressed. 
And thus the Amazon addressed'^ 
" Tou should have been thus brave before. 
Or less a vixen at my door : 
Half this had shielded every charm, 
From savage force, or chemic. charm : 


Tour valour has your worth outwitted — 
Restore the bond — ^the man's acquitted !" 


THE QUAKER AND THE BARN. 

When old Methuselah g^ave up the ghost, 
And sought his fathers m the silent tomb, 

He left Aminadab to rule the roast. 
And winged his soul away to kingdom 
come. 

Scarcely had Death his glimmering eyelids 

closed. 
The latent ebb of life composed, 
When master Broadbrim, like a hopeful 

heir. 
Pored o'er his father's will, and dropped 

the onioned tear. 

Onion's a very useful thing, 
Wrapped in a muslin handCerchief so 
white ! 
To draw the teat from etiquette's so/l 
spring. 
At funerals — a pretty sight— 
And much in vogue with mutes and nnder- 

tekers; 
Whose frothy sorrows foam, like ocean's 
breakers. 

Tbus young Aminadab, in Irish knell. 
O'er father's corse and will *gan yearn ; 
When, lo ! a^ifl of half a Barn 
To Hezekiah, , 
Stop short at once the dismal yell. 
And made his glistenitig eyeballs glow with 
ire. 

Whoe'er has felt blithe Cupid's golden 
dart, 
Tipt-with that Mohawk Jealousy's cursed 
poison, 
Wont wonder our young Squire should 
start 
To fix his willow-weeping ej^es on 
A gift to neighbour Hezekiah, 
Who had just robbed his arms of prime 
Miss Dinah. 

Howe'er, he plaited o'er his frantic face, 
Though most tremendously against the 
grain. 
And vented passion with a grace. 
When father safely in the ground was 
lain. 

Writing a billet to his. rival, 
(Which, to be sore, was wonderous 
I civil) 
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He told him, in a itvle so warm, 
« Friend Hez, 1 find part of a BaAi, 
Has been bequeathed thee by my honoured 
sire — 
I therefore trust thy stars will be so kind, 
As to cpve thee a western wind, 
When of the eastern part I make a fire !" 


THE DISAPPOINTMENT. 

A TR0B TALB. 

Tberb lives an Alderman of great renown, 
Whose first ambition is a sumptuous din- 
ner; 
And, while fair Justice marks him as her 
own, 
He seldom makes a foe of saint or sin- 
ner: 
But though in joints as nimble as the foz, 
His cheeks are like the buttocks of an oz ! 

In short, he is esteemed a joyial soul — 
An epicure in honesty and feastinff ; 

And still, when seated o'er the sooiafbowl. 
Is deemed the life of merriment and 
jesting: 

While every party is accounted dnll. 

Without the company of Justice Bull. 

His brother, like the oankerworm of fate, 
Had lingered long, on couch of sorrow 
pining ; 
Indeed, he was so very poor in state. 

As ne'er to know the luxury of dining : 
But weak, and weaker, every hour he 

grew; 
A dwarf, in person, and in soul— a Jew. 

The Justice sent inquiries for his health. 

Once ere he went to dine by invitation ; 

Not with a view of fawning for his wealth, 

Bnt lest th' omission should be deemed 

transgression. 

And soon the messenger, with piteous 

breath, 
Bavealed the tidings of his brother's death ! 

Heart-struck, with disappointment and dis- 
may, 
His mighty spirit deep entranced in won- 
der, 

Held silence long; but when the storm 
found way. 
His rage was like the full-toned voice of 
thunder : 

He cursed Pbrisphons, and all the train 

Of death-hounds that attend h^r gloomy 
reign. 


" When I had swallowed pills against my 
will. 
For three days past, of nature most ca- 
thartic. 
That of good eating I might have my fill. 
Nor dread the danger of an after paunch- 
ache; 
Then Destiny's damned frost, to put a stop 
To every budding promise of my hope ! 

" By heaven I'll not attend him to the 
goal! 
A wretch!'' he cried, "so destitute of 
• reason ! 
Gods ! I could execrate his shrivelled soul ! 
To shrink from nature's course at such a 
season 1 
He miffht have staid till Saturday at least ; 
For Friday is the Corporation feast !" 


THE SAILOR BOT AT PRAYERS. 

A ORSAT law Chief, whom God nor demon 

scares, 
Compelled to kneel and pray, who swore 
his prayers. 
The devil Mhind him pleased and grin* 
ning, 
Fattini^ the angry lawyer on the shoulder, 
Declarin|^ nought was ever bolder, 
Admiring such a novel mode of sinning: 


Like this, a subject would be reckoned 

rare. 
Which proves what blood game infidels can 

aare; 
Which to my memory brings a fact. 
Which nothmg but an English tar would 

act 

In ships of war, on Sundays, prayers are 

given ; 
For though so wicked, sailors think of 
heaven. 
Particularly in a storm ; 
Where, if they nnd no brandy to get drunk. 
Their souls are in a miserable funk, 

Then vow they to th' Almighty to re- 
form. 
If in his goodness only once, once more. 
He'll suffer them to clap a foot on shore. 

In calms, indeed,. or gentle airs. 

They ne'er on week-days pester heaven 
with prayers ; 

For 'tis amongst the Jacks a common say- 
ing, 

<' Where there'ano danger, there's no need 
of praying." 
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One Sunday moming all were met 
To hear the parsoD preach and pray, 

AH but a boy, who, willing to forget 
That prayers were handing out, had 
stolen away ; 

And, thinking praying but ^ useless task. 

Had crawled to take a nap, into a cask. 

The boy was soon found missing, and (ull 
soon 
The boatswain's cat, sagacious smelt him 
out; 
Gare him a clawing to some tone— 
This cat's a cousin Germain to the 
Knout. 

" Come out, yon sculking dog," the boat- 
swain cried, 
** And save your danmed young sinful 
eonl." 
He then the moral-mending cat applied, 
And turned him like a badger rrom his 
hole. 

Sulky the bo^ marched on, and did not 

mind him, 
Altho' the boatswain flogging kept behind 

him: 
^ Flog/' cried the boy, " flog— curse me, 

flog away- 
Ill go— but mind — Ood damn me if Til 

pray" 


THE KING OF SPAIN AND THE 

HORSE. 

In eeyenteen hundred seventy-eight, 
The rich, the proud, the potent King of 
Spain, 
U hoee ancestors sent forth their troops to 
smite 
The peaceful natives of the western main. 
With fiiggots and the blood-delighting 

sword. 
To play the devil, to oblige the Lord ! 

For honting. roasting heretics, and boiling, 
Baking and barbecuing, frying, Vroiliqg, 
Was thought Heaven's cause amazingly 

to further ; 
For which most pious reason, hard to 

work, 
They went, with gun and dagger, knife and 

fork. 
To charm the God of mercy with their 

morther ! 

I say, this King, in seventy-eight surveyed, 
In tapestry so rich, pourtrayed 


A horse with stirrups, crupper, bridle, 
snddle : 
Within the stirrup, lo, the Monarch tried 
To ^1. his foot the palfry to bestride ; 

In vain ! — he could not o'er the palfry 

straddle ! 
I 

Stiff as a Turk, the beast of yam remained, 
And every effort of the King disdained. 
Who, 'midst his labours, to the ground was 

tumbled, 
And greatly mortified, as well as humbled. 

Prodigious was the struggle of the day. 
The horse attempted not to run away ; 
At which the poor-chafed Monarch now 
'gan grin, 
And swore by every saint and holy 

martyr. 
He would not yield the traitor quarter, 
Until he got possession of his skin. 

Not fiercer famed La Mancha's knight, 

Hight Quixote, at a puppet-show, 
Did with more valour stoutly fi^ht. 

And terrifjT each little sqneakm^ foe ; 
When bold he pierced the lines, immortal 

fray! 
And broke their pasteboard bones, and 
stabbed their hearts of hay. 

Not with more energy and fhry 

The beauteous street- walker of Drury 
Attacks a sister of the smuggling trade. 

Whose winks, and nods, ancT sweet resist- 
less smile, 

Ah, me ! her paramour beguile. 
And to her bed of healthy straw per- ' 
suade ; 

Where mice with music charm, and vermin 
crawl. 

And snails with silver traces deck the 
wall. 

And now a cane, and now a whip he used, 
And now he kicked, and sore the palfry 

bruised ; 
Tet, lo, the horse seemed patient at each 

kick, 
And bore with Christian spirit whip and 

stick ; 
And what excessively provoked this Prince, 
The horse so stubborn scorned even once to 

wince. 

Now rushed the Monarch fi>r a bow and 

arrow 
To shoot the rebel like a sparrow ; 
And, lo, with shafts well steeled, with all 

' ms force. 
Just like a pincushion, he stuck the horse ! 
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Now with the fary of the chafed wild boar, 
With naiU and teeth the wounded hone he 

tore. 
Now to the floor he brought the stubborn 

beast; 
Now o*er the vanquished horse that dared 

rebel, 
Most Indian-like the monarch gave a yell, 
Pleased on the quadruped his eje9 to 

feast; 
Blessed as Achilles when with fatal wound 
He brought the mighty Hector to the 

ground. 

Tet more to gratify his godlike ire, 
He vengeful flung the palfry in the fire ! 
Showing his pages round, poor trembling 

things, 
How dangerous to resist the will of kings. 


LORD B. AND THE EUNUCH. 

A Lord, most musically mad, 
Tet with a taste superlatively bad, 
Asked a squeal eunuch to his house one 
day — 
A poor old temivirf whose throat 
Had lost its love-resounding note, 
Which art had given, and time had stolen 
away. 

" Signer Squalini," with a solemn air, 
The Lord began, grave rising from his 
chair, 

Taking Squalini kindly by the hand ; 
*^ Signer Squalini, much I iear 
I've got a most unlu<;Hy oar, 

And that *tis known to all the music band. 

" Fond of abuse, each fiddling coxcomb 

carps. 
And, true, it is, I don't knew flats from 
sharps: 
Indeed, Signor Squalini, 'tis no hum ; 
So il] doth music with my organs suit, 
I scarcely knew a fiddle from a flute, 
The hautboys from the double-drum. 

" Now though with lords, a number of this 

nation, 
I go to operas, more through fashion 

Than ror the love of music, I could wish 
The world might think I had some little 

taste. 
That those two ears were tolerably chaste, 
But, Sir, I am as stupid as a fish. 

** Get me the credit of a CognotunU, 
Gold shan't be wanting to content ye." — 


'* Bramsidfno! my Lor," replied Squalini, 
With aci^uiescent bow, and smile of 
suavity ; 
** De nobleman muss never look de 
ninny." — 
" True," cried the noble Lord, with Ger- 
man gravity. 
''My Lor, ven men vant money in der 
purse, 
Dey do not vant de vorld to tink dem 
poor. 
Because, my Lor, dat be von shabby curse ; 
Dis all same ting wid ignorance, my 
Lor." — 

" Right," cried his Lordship in a grumbling 
tone. 

Much like a mastiff jealous of his bone : 

** But first I want some technicals, Sig- 
ner:" — 

Bowing, the Eunuch answered, — " Iss, my 
Lor; 
I teash your Lordship queekly , queekly, 
all, 

Dere vat de call the sostenuto note, 

Dat be ven singer oppen vide de troat, 
And den for long time makede sqnawl — 

Mush lonff, long note, dat do continue 
while 

A man, my Lor, can valk a mile. 

" My Lor, der likewise be the eronuUiquef 
As if de singer was in greef, or sick. 

And had de colic — dat be ver, ver fine : 
De high, oh, dat musician call soprano; 
De low voice, basso; de soff note, piano — 

Bravoura^ queek, bold — here Morchesi 
shine. 

" Dis Mara^ too, and Billington, do know — 
jSUegro, quick ; Adagio, be de slow ; 

Pomposo, dat be manner make de roar : 
MaestosOy dat be grand and noble ting. 
Mush like de voice of emperor, or de king ! 

Or you, my Lor, 
When in de house you make de grand 

oration 
For save, my Lor, de noble Englis nation." 

Thus havilig given his lesson, and a bow. 
With high complacency his Lordship 
smiled : 
Unravelled was his Lordship's puckered 
brow, 
His scowling eye, like Luna's beams so 
mild. 

Such is the effect, when flatteries sweet 

cajole 
That praise admiring wight ycleped the 

soul; 
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And from the days of Adam 'tis the case, 
That great's the sympathy 'twixt soul and 
face. 


" Signer Sqoalini/' cried the Lord, 
" The opera is begun upon my word — 
JiUonSf Signor, and hear me — mind, 
Aeaoon as ever you shall find 
A singer's Yoice above or under pitch, 
Just touch my toe, or give my arm a 
twitch." 

'' IsB, iss, my Lord, (the eunuch straight 

replied) 
I sheet close by your Lordship side ; 
And den, accordm to your Lordship wish, 
1 give your Lordship elbow little twish." 

Now to the opera, music's sounds to hear, 
The old castrato and the noble peer 

Proceeded : — Near the orchestra they sat, 
Before the portals of the singers' throats ! 
The critic couple mousing for bad notes 

With all the keenness of a hungry cat. 

Now came an ont-of-tunish note — 

The Eunuch twitched his Lordship's coat; 

Full-mouthed at once his Lordship roared 
out " Psha !»' 
The orchestra, amazed, torn round 
To find from whence arose the critic tfound. 

When, lo ! they heard the Lord, and saw. 

The Eunuch kept most slily twitching. 
His frowning Lordship all the while, 
(Not in the cream of courtly style) 
Be- dogging this poor singer, thatbe-bitching, 
Uniting too, a host of damning pshas ; 
And reaped a plenteous harvest of ap- 
plause : 
Grew from that hour a lord of tuneful skill, 
And, though the Eunuch's dead, remains so 
sUU. 


THE TENDER HUSBAND. 

Lo, to the croel hand of fate, 

My poor dear Grizzle, meek-souled mate, 

liesigns her tuneful breath — 
Thionghf&oppedherjawjherlipthooghpale, 
And mue each harmless finger nail. 

She's beautiful in death. 

Aa o'er her lovelv limbs I weep, 
I 0cajce can think her hot asleep- 
How wonderfully tame ! 
And yet her voice is really gone. 
And dim those eyes that latelv shone 
With all the lightning's flame. 


Death was^'indeed, a daring wight, 
To take it m his head to smite — 

To lift his dart to hit her ; 
For as she was so great a woman, 
And cared a single fig for no man, 

I thought he feared to meet her. 

Still is that voice of late so strong, 
That many a sweet capriccio sung. 

And beat in sounds the spheres ; 
No longer must those fingers play 
* Britons strike home,' that many a day 

Hath sooihed my ravished ears. 

Ah me ! indeed I'm much inclined 
To think how I may speak my mind, 

Nor hurt her dear repose ; 
Nor think I now with rage she'd roary 
Were I to put my fingers o'er, 

And touch her precious nose. 

Here let me philosophic pause — 
How wondemil are nature's laws, 

When ladies' breath retires ; 
Its fate the flaming passions share, 
Supported by a little air, 

Like culinary fires. 

When'er I hear the bagpipe's note. 
Shall fancy fix on Grizzle's throat, 

And foud instructive lungs ; 
Death, in her, though only one, 
Are lost a thousand charms unknown, 

At least a thousand tongues. 

Soon as I heard her last sweet sigh, 
And saw her gently-closing eye. 

How ffreat was my surprise ! 
Tet have I not, with impious breath, 
Accused the hard decrees of death. 

Nor blamed the righteous skies. 

Why do I ^roan in deep despair. 
Since she'U be soon an angel fair ? 

Ah ! why my bosom smite ^ 
Could grief my Grizzle's life restore i-^ 
But let me give such ravings o'er — 

Whatever is, is right. 

O doctor ! you are come too late ', 
No more of physic's virtues prate, 

That could not save my lamb ; 
Not one more bolus shall be given — 
You shall not ope her moutll by heaven, 

And Grizzle's gullet cram. 

Enough of boluses, poor heart ! 
And pills, she took, to load a cait, 

Before she closed her eyes' : 
But now my word is hero a law, 
Zounds ! with a bolus in her Jaw, 

She shall not seek the skies. 
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Good Sir, good doctor, go away, 
To hear m^ nghs 70a must not stay, 

For this mj poor lost treasure : 
I thank you for your pains and skill ; 
When next ^ou come, pray bring your bill ; 

ril pay it, Sir, with pleasure. 

Te fHends who come to mourn her doom, 
For Grod*8 sake gently tread the room, 

Nor call her from the blessed — 
In softest silence drop the tear, 
In whispers breathe the fervent prayer. 

To bid her spirit rest. 

Repress the sod, the wounding scream ', 
I cannot bear a grief extreme-^ 

Enough one little sigh-^ 
Besides, the loud alarm of grief. 
In many a mind may start belief. 

Our noise is all a lie. 

Good nurses, shroud my lamb with care ; 
Her limbs, with gentlest fingers, spare, 

Her mouth, ah ! slowly close ; 
Her mouth a magic tongue that held — 
Whose softest tone, at times, compelled. 

To peace my loudest woes. 

And, carpenter, for my sad sake. 
Of stoutest oak her coffin make — 

I'd be not stingy, sure — 
Procure of steel the strongest screws; 
For who would paltry pence refuse 

To lodge his wife secure ? 

Ye people who the corpse convey. 
With caution tread the doleful way. 

Nor shake her precious head ; 
Since fame reports a coffin tossed, 
With careless swing against a post, 

Did once disturb ue dead. 

Farewell, my love, for ever lost ! 
Ne'er troubled be thy gentle ghost, 

That I again will woo- 
By all bur past delights, my dear. 
No more the marriage chain I'll n 

Pox take me if 1 do ! 


wear, 


THE SOLDIER AND THE VIRGIN 

MART. 


A TALX. 


A 80LOIXR at Loretto's wondrous chapel. 
To parry ,from his soul the wrath divine. 

That followed mother Eve's unlucky ap- 
pie, 
Did visit oft the Virgin Mary's shrine ; 


Who every day is gorgeously decked out,- 
In silks or. velvets, jewels, great and 
small. 


Just like a fine young lad^ for a rout, 
K>noert, opera, wedding, or a ball. 


A conoert. 


At first the soldier at a distance kept. 

Begging her vote and interest in heaven-* 
With seeming biternees the sinner wept, 
Wrung his two hands, and hoped to be 
forgiven : 
Dinned her two ears with Ave-Mary flum- 
mery! 
Declared what miracles the dame could 

do, 
Even with her garter, stocking, or her 
shoe, 
And such like wonder-working mummery. 

What answer Mary gave the wheedling 
sinner. 

Who, nearly, and more nearly moved to win 
her> . 

The mouth of history doth not mention. 

And therefore I can't tell but by inven- 
tion. 

One day as he was making love and pray- 
ing, 
And pious Aves, thick as herring|s, saying. 

And sins so manifold confessing ; 
He drew, as if to whisper^ very near, 
And twitched a pretty diamond fiom her 
ear. 
Instead of taking the good lady's bless* 
ing. 

Then off he set with nimble shanks. 
Nor once turned back to give her thanks : 
A hue and cry the thief pursued. 
Who, to his cost soon understood 
That he was not beyond the claw 
Of that same long-armed giant, christened 
Law. 

With horror did his judges quake—- 
As for the tender conscienced jury. 

They doomed him quickly to the stake, 
Such was their devilish pious fury. 

However, after calling him hard names. 
They asked if aught he had in vindica- 
tion, 

To save his wretched body from the flames. 
And sinful soul horn terrible damnation. 

The soldier answered them with much mng 

froidy 
Which showed, of sin, a conscience void. 
That if the^ meant to kill him, they 
might kill : 
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Ai for the diamond wliich they foand tboat 

him, 
He hoped theywonldbynomeaxisdoubthim. 
That madam gave it him from pare gooa 
will. 

The anawer t^imed both jadge and jary pale: 
The punishment was fpr a time deferred. 

Until hie Holiness should hear the tale, 
And his infallibiiity be heard. 

The pope, to all his counsellors, made 

known 
This strange affair — ^to cardinals and 

friars, 
Good pious gentlemen, who ne'er were 

Known 
To act like hypocrites, and thieves, and 

liars. 
The question now was banded to and fro, 
If Mary had the power to give, or no. 

That Mary eaM not give it, was to say, 
The wonder-working lady wanted pow- 
er — 
This was a stumbling block that stopped 
the way— 
This made pope, cardinals, and friars 
lower. 

To aave the Virgin's credit, lo ! 

And keep secure the diamonds that were 
left; 

They said, she might , indeed, the gem be- 
stow, 
And consequently it might be no theft : 

Bat then they passed immediately an act, 

lliat every one discovered in the fact. 

Of taking presents from the Virgin's hand, 

Or from the saints of any land. 

Should know no mercy, but be led to slaugh- 
ter, 

Flif ed here, and fried eternally hereafter. 

Ladies, I deem the moral much too clear 

To need poetical ataistance : 
Which bids you not let men approach too 
near, 

Bat keep the saucy follows at a distance ; 
Since men you find, so bold, are apt to seize, 
Jewele from ladies, even upon their knees ! 


SIR J. BANKS AND THE THIEF- 
TAKERS. 

Sin Joseph, favourite of great queens and 

kings, 
Whoee wiedom, weed and insect hunter 

sings, 


And ladies fair applaud, with smiles so 
dimpling ; 
Went forth one day, amidst the laughing 

fields, 
Where nature such ezhaustless treasure 
yields, 
A simpliag I 

It happened on the self-same mom so 

briffht, 
The nimble pupils of Sir Sampson Wright, 
A simpliog too for plants called Thieves, 

proceeded ; 
Of which the nation's field should oft be 

weeded. 

Now did a thieftaker so sly. 
Peep o'er a hedge with cunning eye. 
And quick espied the Knight with solemn 
air, 
Deep in a ditch where watercresses grow ; 
On which he to his comrades cried, <* See, 
ho!" 
Then jumped (unsportsman like) upon 
his hare. 

Hare-like Sir Joseph did not squeak, but 

bowleid. 
With dread prodigiously appalled—— 
The thieftakers no ceremony used ; 
But taking pootSir Joseph by the neck, 
'They bid him speak ; 
But first with names their captive Knight 
abused. 

" Sir, what d'ye take me for ?" the Knight 

exclaimed — 
''A thief!" replied the runners with a 

curse : 
'' And now. Sir, let us search you, and be 

damned !*' 
And then they searched his pockets, fobs, 

and purse ; 

But 'stead of pistol dire, and crape, 
A pocket-handkerchief they cast their 
eye on. 
Containing frogs and toads of various 
shape. 
Dock, daisy, nettletop, and dandelion. 
To entertain, with great propriety. 
The members of his sage Society : 
Tet would not alter they their strong belief. 
That this their prisoner was no thief ! 

** Sirs, I'm no highwayman," exclaimed the 

Knight— 
" No— there," rejoined the runners, " you 

are right — 
A footpaa only — Yes, we know your 

trade — 
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Top, yooVe a pretty babe of grace : 
We want no proofs, Old Codger, bat jour 
face; 
So come along with us, Old Blade." 

'TwaB uselese to resist, or to complain — 
In vain, Sir Joseph pleaded — 'twas in vain 
That he was highly titled, that he swore — 
The instant that poor Banks his titles 

counted, 
Which to a F. R. S. and Knight amounted, 
His guardians laughed, and clapped, and 
cried *^ Encore!" 

Sir Joseph told them that a neighbouring 
Squire 
Should answer for it that he was no thief: 
On which they plumply damned him for a 
liar. 
And said such stories should not save his 
beef; 
And if they understood their trade, 
His nUuimus would soon be made ; 
And forty pounds be theirs,^ pretty sum. 
For sending such a rogue to mngdim came. 

Now to the Squire moved prisoner Ejaight 

and Co. • 

The runners taking him in tow, 
Like privateers of Britain's warlike na- 
tion, 
Towing a French East-Indiaman, their 

prise, 
So black, and of enormous size, 
Safe into port for condemnation. 

Whether they tied his hands behind his 
back. 

For fear the Knight might run away. 
And made, indelicate, his breeches slack, 

We've no authority to say. 

And now the country people gathered 

round. 
And stared upon the Knight in thought 
profound. 
Not on the system of Linnaeus thinking — 
Fancying they saw a rogue in every na- 
ture; 
Such is the populace's horrid nature 
Towards people thro' misfortune sinking. 

At length, amidst much mob and mire. 
Indeed amidst innumerable ranks. 

Fatigued, they reached the mansion of the 
Squire, 
To prove th' identity of Joseph Banks. 

Now to the Squire, familiar bowed the 

Knight, 
Who knew Sir Joseph at first sight— 


What's strongly marked, isquickly known 
again — 
And wim a frown that awe and dread com- 
manded, 
The thieflakers severely reprimanded 
For thus mistaking gentlemen. 

Then bade them fok a pardon on their 
knees, 
Of him that was a Knight and F. R. S.— 
Who, rather than the higher powers dis- 
please. 
Imagined that they could not well do 
less — 

Then on their knuckles raised they hands 
and eyes, 
And craved Sir Joseph's pardon for belief. 
That when they jumped upon him by sur- 
prise, 
They took so great a ^emmen for a thief. 
Hoping to mind th' advice of godly books. 
Viz. not to judge of people by their looks. 


SOLOMON AND THE MOUSETRAP. 

A MAN in rather an exalted station. 
Whose eyes are always eyes of admiration, 
Without distinction, fond of all things novel. 
Even from the lofly sceptro to the shovel — 
Just like strayed bullocks sauntering 

through the lanes, 
Made frequent curiosity-campaigns ; 
Sometimes caught grasshoppers — now more 

profound. 
Would sometimes find a pin upon the 

ground : 
Where if the head towards him happed to 

point, 
His mind was wonderfully struck^ 
Indeed he fell a joy in every joint, • 
Because it always brings good luck. 

This gentleman, hight Solomon, one day 
In quest of novelty pursued his way ; 
Like great Columous, that famed navigator, 
Who found the world we've lost across the 

water ; 
But rather on a somewhat narrower scale, 
Lo ! on dry land the gentleman set sail — 
That day it chanced to be his will, 
To make discoveries at Salthill ; 
Where bounce he hopped into a widow's 
house. 
Whose hands were both employed so 

clever. 
Doing their very best endeavour ^ 

To catch that vile freebooter, Monsieur 
Mouse ; 
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Whose death she oft did most devoutly 

pray for j 
Because he eat tlie meat he could not pay 

for. 

Resembling Christians in that saving trick, 

Who, wanting to obtain good cheer, 
Invented an ingenious scliome called tick^ 
That purchases, like liioney, beef and 
beer; 
Possessed of tick^ for cash man need not 

range, 
Nor toil in taking or in giving change. 

Eag^er did Solomon so curious clap 

His jare round optics on the wondrous trap 

That did the duty of a cat ; 
And always fond of useful information, 
Thus wisely spoke he with vociferation, 
**What*s that?— What, what? h®, he! 
what's that?" 

To whom, replied the mistress of the house, 
" A trap, an't please you. Sir, to catch a 
mouse." 

'* Moose ! — catch a mouse !" said Solomon 
with glee — 

** Let*8 see— let's see — His comical, let's 
see — 

Moose ! — mouse !" — then pleased his eyes 
began to roll — 

" Where, where doth he go in?" he mar- 
velling cried — 

" There," pointing to the hole the dame re- 
plied — 

'< What here ?" cried Solomon ; ^' this hole^ 
this hole?" 

Then in he pushed his finger 'midst tlie wire, 
That with such pains that finger did inspire. 

He wished it out again with all his soul : 
However, by a little squall and shaking. 
He freed his finger from its piteous 
taking — 

That is to say, he got it from the hole. 

" What makes the mouse, pray, go into the 
trap? 
Something," he cried, " that must their 
palates please." — 
*< Yes," answered the fair woman, ^' Sir, a 
scrap 
Of rusty bacon, or of toasted cheesQ." 

'< Ob ! oh !" said Solomon, « oh ! oh ! oh ! 

oh! 
Yes, yes, I see the meaning of it now — 
The mouse goes in, a rogue , to steal the 

meat, 
Thiidung to give his gums a pretty treat." 


Then laughed he loudly, stretched his 

mouth a mile, 
Which made the muscles of the widow 

smile. 

^* Let's see, let's see," cried Solomon — 

** let's see — 
Let me, let me, let me, let me, let me." 
Then took he up some bacon, and did clap 
A little slice so clover in the trap. 
Thus did he by his own advice, 
Induce himself to bait a trap for mice ! 

Now home he hied so nimbly, whelmed 

with glory. 
And told his family the wondrous story . 
About the widow's cheese and bacon 
scrap ; 
Nought suffered he to occupy his head, 
Save mouse ideas, till he went to bed. 
Where blessed he dreamed all niglit 
about the trap. 

Here let me pause, and Heaven's great 

goodness chant — 
How kind it is in gracious Heaven to grant 
To full-grown gentlefolks of lofty sta- 
tion, 
A power of relishing most trifling. things. 
Pleasures ordained for brats in leading 
strings, 
By way of happy harmless relaxation ! 

Next day the man of wisdom came, 
All glorious, to the house of this fair dame, 
To know if master mouse had smelt to 
bacon ; 
When, lo! to fill with joy his eager ^yes. 
And load those staring optics with sur- 
prise, 
A real mouse was absolutely taken ! 

Not more did Rodney's joy this man's sur- 
pass. 
When in his cabin first he saw De Grasse ! 
Not more the hair-brained Macedonian boy. 
Leaped, like a Bedlamite, for joy, 

Than Solomon to see tlie mouse in jail ! 
Not Alexander, foe oT great Darius, 
(Men that witli rich comparison supply us) 
When blessed he caugh( the Persian by 
the tail. 

Around the room tlie mouse he bore. 
Insulting the poor prisoner o'er and o'er ; 
Laughing and peeping through the wire. 
As if his eyes and mouth would never tire ! 

How like to Tamerlane the great, 
Possessed of most unlucky Bajazet, 

Who kept the vanquished hero in a'cage ; 
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Mocked him before his mighty host, 
With cruel names and threats , snd grin and 
boast, 
And daily thus indulged imperial rage ! 

Now o'er the widow's cat, poor watching 
puss, 

He triumphed too, and asked the cat, 
When he would act heroically thus — 

And if he dared to venture on a rat ? 

To whom the cat, as if in answer, mewed. 
Which made the man of wisdom cry, 

« Oh I oh !" 
As if with knowledge of cat speech endued. 
He thought that puss had answered 

" No." 
On which he laughed, and much Enjoyed the 

joke- 
Then told the widow what the eat had 

■poke. 

Six days the roan of wisdom went 
Triumphant to Salthill, with big intent. 

To catch tho bacon stealing mouse : 
Six mice successively proclaimed his art, 
With which, safe pocketed, he did depart, 

And showed to all his much astonished 
house. 

But pleasures will not last for aye ; 
Witness the sequel of my lay — 
The widow's vanity, her sex's flaw. 

Much like the vanity of other people — 
A vapour, like the blast that lifts a straw. 

As high, or higher than St Martin's stee- 
ple: 

This vanity then kidnapped her discretion, 

Designed by God Almighty for her 

jguard ; 

And or its purpose got the full completion, 

And all the widow's future glories marr- 

ed: 

For, lo ! by this same vanity impelled. 

And to a middle-sized balloon, 
With^M of consequence sublimely swelled. 

She bursted with the important secret 
soon. 

Itoud laughed the tickled people of Salthill — 
Loud laughed the merry Windsor folks 
around — 
This was to Solomon an ugly pill !— 

Her fatal error soon the widow found — 
For Solomon relinquished mouse cam- 
paign, 
Nor deigned to bait the widow's trap again. 


PETITION TO TIME. 

In favour of the Duekesa of Deoomihire. 

Too long, O Time, in Bienseanee's school, 
Have I been bred to call thee an old fool ', 
Yet take I liberty to .let thee know. 
That i have always thoughi thee so : 
Full old art thou to have more sense — 
Than, with an idle custom. Time, dispense. 


Thou really actest now, like little mil 
Who, when a pretty doll they make, 
Their curious fingers itch to take 
Tho pretty image all to pieces : 
Thus, afler thou hast formed a charming 
fair, 
Thou canst not quit her for thy soul, 
Till, meddling, thou hast spoiled her bloom 
and air, 
And dimmed her eye with radiance taught 
to roll. 

But now forbear such doings, I desire — 
Hurt not the form that oil admire — . 

Oh, never with white hairs her temple 
sprinkle : 
Ob, sacred be her cheek, her lip, her bloom. 
And do not, in a lovelv dimple s room, 

Place a hard mortiiying wrinkle ! 

Know, shouldst thou hid the beauteous 

Duchess fade. 
Thou, therefore, must thy own delights in- 
vade ; 
And know, 'twill be a long, long while, 
Before thou giv'st her eqi^ to our isle — 
Then do not with this sweetc&efrf'flwvrs part, 
But keep, to show the triumph of thy art. 


ECONOMY. 

Ecohomt's a very usefnl broom : 
Yetshould hot ceaseless hunt about the room 
To catch each straggling pin to mftke a 
plumb : 
Too oft Economy's an iron vice. 
That squeezes even the little guts of mice, 
That peep with fearful eyes, and ask a 
crumb. 

Proper Economy's a comely thing — 
Good in a subject — better in a king ; 

Yet pushed too far, it dulls each finer 
reeling — 
Most easily inclined to make folks mean ; 
Inclines them too to villany tole an, 

To ovor-reaching, perjhry, and stealing. 
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Even when the heart should only think of 

grief, 
It creeps into the boeom like a thief, 
And swallows np the affections all so mild— 
Witness the Jewess, and her only child. 


THE JEWESS AND HER SON. 

Pooft Mistress Jjeri had a luckless son. 
Who, rushing to obtain the foremost seat, 
In imitation of the ambitious great, 
High from the gallery, ere the play begun, 
He fell all plump into the pit, 
Dead in a minute as a knit : 
In short, he broke his pretty Hebrew neck ; 
Indeed and very dreadful was the wreck ! 

The mother was distracted, raving, wild — 

Shrieked, tore her hair, embraced and kissed 
her child- 
Afflicted every heart with grief around : 

Soon as the shower of tears was somewhat 
past, 

And moderately calm th' hysteric blast, 
She cast about her eyes in thought pro- 
found : 

And being with a saving knowledge 
blessed, 

She thus the playhouse manager addressed : 

"Sher. Tm de moder of de poor Chew 

Dat meet mishfiirtin here so bad 

Sher, 1 muss haf de shilling back, you 

know, 
Ass Moses haf not see de show." 


But as for Avarice, 'tis the very devil ; 
The fount, alas! of every evil ; 

The cancer of the heart, the worst of 
ills: 
Wherever sown, luxuriantly it thrives , 
No flower of virtue near it lives : 

Like aconite, where'er it spreads, it kills. 

In every soil behold the poison spring ! 
Can taint the beggar, and infect the king. 

The mighty Marlborough pilfered cloth and 
bread ; 

So says that gentle satirist Squire Pope ; 
And Peterborouffh's earl upon this head, 

Affords us littfo room to hope, 
That what the Twitnam bard avowed, 
Might not be readily allowed. 


THE EARL OF PETERBOROUGH 
AND THE MOB. 

Through Tendon streets upon a day, 
The Earl of Peterborough took his way, 
All in his pompous coach — perhaps to 
dine — 
The mob of London took it in their head. 
This was the Duke of Mar] borough, so dread 
To Frenchmen on the Danube and the 
Rhine. 

Unable such high merit to reward. 

The mob resolved to show a groat regard ; 

And so uniting, joined their forces 

To draw his carriage, and dismiss the horses. 

The Earl from out his carriage poked his 

face, 
And told the mob that he was not his 

Grace; 
Then bid them be convinced and look ; 
Hard of belief, as even the hardest Jew, 
Thev told him that they better knew. 

Then swore b^ God he was the duke : 
Then threw their hats in air with loud huz-' 

zas. 
And formed a thunder of applause. 

Loud bawled the Earl that they were all 
deceived^ 

Loud bawled the mob he should not be be- 
lieved — 
** Zounds," cried the Earl, ** be converts 
then this minute '," 

So throwing sixpence to them, "there, 
there, there. 

Take that," crieu Peterborough with a 
sneer — 
" Now if ye think I'm Ae, the devil's in 
it." 


THE GENTLEMAN AND HIS WIFE. 

Pboplk may have too much of a good 

thing — 
Full as an ogg of wisdom thus I sing !— - 


A MAH of some small fortune had a wife, 
Sann doute to be the comfort of his life : 
And pretty well they bore the yoke to- 
gether ; 
With little jarring lived the pair one year ; 
Sometimes the matrimonial sky was clear, 
At times 'twas dark, and dull, and haxy 
weatlier. 
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Now came the time when mititress in the 
straw 
Did, for the world's support, her screams 
prepare ; 
And Slop appeared with fair obstetric paw, 

To introduce his pupil to our air ; 
Whilst in a neighbouring room the husband 

sat, 
Musing on this thing now, and now on 
that; 
Now sighing at the sorrows of his wife ; 
Praying to HeaYen that he could t&ke the 

pain ; 
But recollecting that such prayers were 
vain. 
He made no more an offer of his life. 

As thus he mused in solemn study, 
Ideas sometimes clear, and sometimes 
muddy, 

In Betty rushed with comfortable news : — 
" Sir, Sir, I wish you joy, I wish you joy — 
Madam is brought to bed^f a fine boy. 

As fine as ever stood in shoes." 

" I'm glad on't, Betty," cried the master— 
** I pray there may be no disaster ; 

All's with your mistress well, I hope ?" 
Quoth she, " All's well as heart can well 

desire 
With Madam and the fine young Squire ; 

So likewise says old Doctor Slop." 

OfF Betty hurried fast as she could scour. 

Fast and as hard as any horse 
That trotteth fourteen miles an hour. — 

A pretty tolerable course. 

$oon happy Betty came again, 
Blowing with all her might and main ; 

Just fike a grampus, or a whale ; 
In sounds, too, that would Calais reach 

from Dover — 
" Sir, Sir, more happy tidings ; 'tis not 
over — 
And madam's brisker tlian a nightingale : 

** A fine young lady to the world is come, 
Squalling away just as I left the room — 
Sir, this is better than a good estate." — 
" Humph," quoth the nappy man, and 
scratched his pate. 

Now looking up — now looking down ; — 
Not with a smile, but somewhat like a frown , 
« Good God," says he, " why was not I a 

cock. 
Who never feelo of burdening brats the 

shock ; 
Who, Turk-like, struts amidst his madams 

picking, 


Whilst to the hen belongs the care 
To carry them to eat, or take the air, 
Or bed beneath her wing the chicken?" 

Just as the sweet soliloquy was ended, 

He found afiTairs not greatly mended : 
For in bounced Bet, her rump with rap- 
ture jigging— 

" Another daughter, Sir — a charming 
child"— 

"Another!" cried the man, with wonder 
wild; 
"Zounds! Betty, ask your mistress if 
she's pigging:* 


THE PARSON-DEALER. 

What pity 'tis, in this our goodly land. 
That 'mongst the apostolic ban^, . 

So ill-divided are the loaves and fishes ! 
Archbishops, bishops, deans, and deacons. 
With ruddy fiices blazing just like beacons, 

Shall daily cram upon a dozen dishes ! 
Whilst half th' inferior cassocks think it 

well 
Of beef and pudding even to get the stnelL 

A plodding Hostler willing to be master, 
And rise in this good world a little faster, 

Lofl broom and manger at the Old Blue 
Boar; 
Meaning by parsaning to support a table, 
Lo, of divines he kept a livery stable— 

A pretty stud indeed — about a score. 

Of different colours were his gospel hacks — 
Some few were whites, indeed — but many 
blacks ; 

That is, some tolerable — many sad : 
And verily, to give the devil his due. 
The man did decency pursue. 

Which shows he was not quiU so bad. 

For, lo ! to flying persons of nobility, 
He sent his parsons of gentility, 

To give the necessary prayer — 
To, parting people of a mean condition. 
Wanting a soul physician. 

He suited them with blackguards to a hair. 

To such as were of mild disorders dying, 

Viz. of the doctor, gouts, or stones, or 
gravels. 
He BQiiigood priests— of manners edifying — 

To comfort sinners on their travels : 
But to low people in infectious fever. 

Or any other dangerous one in vogue, 
Such was his honesty, the man for ever 

Most scrupulously sent a rogue. 
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It happened on a day ^hen fate was raging, 
Crimp-like, for other regions troops engag- 

When clergymen were busy all as bees j 
A poor old dying woman sent 
To this same parson-monger compliment, 

Begging a clergyman her seal to ease. 

Unlackily bat one was in the stall. 
And he the very best of all 1 — 

What should be dQne f 
Jfeeessiias non habet legs — 
So to the priest he goes and begs 

That he would visit the old crone. 

" Sir," qaoth the parson, ** I agreed 
To go to gendefouis in time of need, 

But not to every poor old lousy soul." 
" True," cried the patron ; '^ to be sure *tis 

true ; 
But, parson, do oblige me — pr'ythee do^ 

Let's pat her decently into the hole : 

" All my black tribe, you know, are now 

abroad — 
I*d do it, if I coald, myself, by €rod ! 

Then what a dickens can I do or say ? — 
Go, mumble, man, about a prayer and half: 
Tell the old bitch her soul is safe ; 

Then take your fee and come away !" 


BIENSEANCE. 

Tberx is a little moral thing in France, 

Called by the natives bienseance ; 

Moch are the English mob inclined to scout 

Bat rarely is Monsieur CanaiUe without it. 

To hitnseanee 'tis tedious to incline, 
In many cases ; 
To flatter, paV example, keep smooth faces 
When kicked, or suffering grievous want of 
coin. 

To rnlgnrSfbienseanee may seem an oddity — 
I deem it a most portable commodity : 

A sort of magic wand ; 
Which, if 'tis used with ingenuity, 
Although a utensil of much tenuity, 

In pwce of something solid, it will stand. 
For Terily I've marvelled times enow 

To see an Englishman, the ninny. 
Give people for their services a guinea, 

Which Frenchmen have rewarded with a 
bow. 

Bows are a bit o£ bienseance 

Much practised too in that same France ; 


Yet called by Quakers, children of inanity ; 
But as they pay their court to people's 

vanity, 
Like rolling-pins they smooth where'er they 

go 
The souls and faces of mankind like dough ! 

With some, indeed, may bienseance prevail 

To folly — see the undor- written tale. 


THE PETIT MAITRE, AND THE 
MAN ON THE WHEEL. 

At Paris some time since, a murdering man, 
A German, and a most unlucky chap, 

Sad, stumbling at the threshold of his plan, 
Fell into Justice's strong trap. 

The bungler was condemned to grace the 

wheel. 
On which the dullest fibres learn to feel ; 
His limbs secundum artem to be broke 
Amidst ten thousand people, perhaps, or 
more ; 
Whenever Monsieur Ketch applied a 
stroke, 
The culprit, like a bullock, made a roar. 

A flippant petit maitre skipping by. 
Stepped up to him, and checkea him for 

his cry — 
" Boh !" quoth the Grerman ; an't I pon de 

wheel f 
D'ye tink my nerfs and bons can't feel P" 

" Sir," quoth the beau, ''don't, don't be in 

a passion ; 
I've nought to say about your situation ; 
But making such a hideous noise in France, 
Fellow, is contrary to bienseance,** 


THE TRIUMPH OF ISIS; OR DR. 
CHAPMAN'S THESIS. 

Oxford's Vice Chancellor, a man 
Who feared the Lord, and loved the cour- 
tier clan, 
Bj virtue of his trade a Thesis* ordered. 
Which cursed the terrible assassination 
Intended for the Monarch of our nation 
By Margaret Nicholson, in mind disor- 
dered ; 
That likewise praised the royal peep 
On Oxford and the arts so deep. 


* A Latin Thesis is annually given oat by the 
Vice Chancellor for the subject of a Poem, and 
twenty pounds allotted to Uie prize candidate. 
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So yiolent was Doctor Chapman's zeal, 
He quite forgot latinity and graces : 

Poor Priscian's head, whose wounds be can- 
not heal, 
Was broken in half a dozen places. 

Yet though a simple Doctor, how amazing ! 
He set the University a blazing — 
Such was the kindling zeal that he in- 
herits — 
A farthing candle in a cask of spirits ! 

Richards of Trinity, who won the prize. 
Now strutted victor forth with scornful eye ; 
Bringing to mind the bards and tuneful 

dames 
Who vied for conquest at th' Olympic 

games. 

Forth marched, too, Viee—mddieetf the 
Doctor, 
Who, purring for preferment,slily mouses^ 
Attendea by each dog*whipper, called Proc- 
tor, 
And eke the heads and tails of all the 
houses. 

Forth marched the nobles in their Sunday's 

goor; 
Forth strutted, too, each beadle, like the 

peer, 
With silver staffs, blue gowns, and velvet 

caps — 
A set of very pompous-looking chaps I 

Whilst Hayes,* who sticks like stag-hounds 

to a haunch, 
Moved on in all the majesty of paunch : 
To greet of all our ears the trembling drums 
The piper played *^ The conquering hero 

comes. 

Loud groaned the organ through his hun- 
dred pipes, 

As if the poor machine had got the gripes ; 

As if, too, 'twas the organ's firm persua- 
sions. 

He oft had roared on more sublime occa- 
sions. 

Now Chapman took, 'mid^t great compeers, 

his station — 
Crew opened subject in a fair oration — 
Then clapped was Crew— to him applause 
was news — 
Now 'gan the bard his poem to recite, 
And, soaring, bade poor common sense good 
night. 
So lofty were the pinions of his muse ! 

* The organist. 


Thick as the pattering hail hib praises 

shower, 
So strong his Poetry's mechanic power. 
High mounts the Monarch by lus tuneful 

lever. 
His muses magnifying art so mat, 
Behold his George, an Alfred form com- 

{>lote ; 
1 Peg, Goliah, and her knifb her 
cleaver ! 

Now back the sable bodies moved again, 
Like beetles all so tliick, a crawling host ; 

Whilst contemplation wrapped the loyal 
train, 
Expecting, by the next day's post. 

To see their acts in pompous print displayed, 

And wreaths of glory crown the cavalcade ! 


A SERIOUS REFLECTION. 

How useless was th* above ! each person 

grieves, 
And, with the griering doctor, cries out 

shame. 
That so much loyal zeal for nought should 

flame- 
Not even obtain a pair of coarse lawn 

sleeves, 
Which poor saint David giveth to support 
The holy oil-of-fool men of a court. 


OLD SIMON. 

A TALX. 

Folks cannot be for ever snivelling — no ! 
With fountain noses that for ever now — 

The world would quickly be undone ', 
Widows, and lovelorn girls, poor souls, 

would die ; 
And for his rich old father, sob and sigh, 
And hang himself, perckaneej a hoptful 
son ; 

And for their cats that happed to slip their 
breath, 

Old maids, so sweet, might mourn them- 
selves to death : 

Sorrow may therefore have her decent day. 

And smiling Pleasure come again in play. 

No ! folks can't brood for ever upon grief : 
Pleasure must steal into her place at last ; 

Thus then the heart from horror finds relief: 
Snatch'd from the cloud by which it is 
o'ercast. 
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Thus waa an angered lord my constant I Thus theni aa I have said before, 


theme, 
My constant thought by day, my constant 

dream: 
Tears at his image oft burst out, with 

sighs: 
At length Charles Fox* appeared — behold 

the change ! 
No longer after Sorrow did I range, 
Bat on the smile of Pleasure cast mine 

eyes. 

Pleaaure's a lass, that will at length pre- 

Tail : , 

Witness the little pleasant following tale. 

Narcissa, full of grace, and youth, and 

charms, 
Had slept some years in good old Simon's 

arms; 
Her kind and lawful spouse, that is to 

sav. 
Who, following of numbers the example, 
Wishing of sweet young flesh to have a 

sample, 
Married this charming girl upon a day. 

For from grey-headed men, and thin, and 

old, 
Toang flesh is flnely formed to keep the 

cold. 
Thus of the pretty Shunamite we read, 
Who warmed the good king David and his 

bed, 
Brought back his flagging spirits all so 

cool. 
And kept the king of Israel warm as 

wool— 
Indeed she warmer could the monarch 

keep, 
Than any thing belonging to a sheep. 

Most virtuous was Narcissa ! lo, 
All purity from top to toe ; 
As Hebe sweet, and as Diana chaste. 
None but old Simon was allowed a kiss. 
Though hungry as a hound to snap the 
bliss ; 
Nor squeeze her hand, nor take her 
round the waist ; 
Had any dared to ffive her a ^reen gown, 
The Fair had petrified him with a frown ; 
For Chastity, Lord bless us ! is so nice — 
Pure as the snow, and colder than the ice. 


• With the Libel Bill; on which the Lord 
Ctmneellor wialied to consalt tlie Jud ges. Few are 
the men candid enough to part voluntarily with 
power, however tyrannical— it must be torn from 
them. The Judges have tteen rendered indepen- 
dent cf the cmwn, by the people ; now let them 
show their gratitude. 


Sweetly she slept, and probably might 
snore, 
In good old Simon's unmolesting arms : 
Some years, with this antique of Christian 

clay. 
Did pass in this same tasteless, tranquil 
way — 
Ah, ffods ! how lucky for such tender 
cliarms ! 

Tes, very fortunate it seemed to be ; 
For, had Narcissa wedded some young 
chaps. 
Their impudencies, all forsooth so free, 
Had robbed her eyes by night of half 
their naps. 

And yet, on second thoughts (sometimes 

the best,) 
Ladies might choose to lose a little rest, 
Keep their eyes open for a lover's sake. 
And thus a sacrifice to Cupid make. 

It pleased at length the Lord who dwells 
on high. 

To bid the food old simple Simon die ; 
Sleep wiui his fathers, as the Scripture 
nas it: 

Narcissa wept that they were doomed to 
part, 

Blubbered, and almost broke her little 
heart — 
So great her grief that nothing could sur- 
pass it : 

Not Niobe mourned more for fourteen 
brats — 

Nor Mistress Tofts* to leave her twenty cats. 

Not to his grave was poor old Simon Aiir- 

Tied; 
No ! 'twas a fortnight full ere he was 
buried. 
'Tis said old Simon verily did stink. 
A pretty sermon on th' occasion given 
Proved his good works, and that be was in 
heaven : 
Scraps too of Latin did the parson link. 

Unto the funeral sermon, all so sweet, 
The congregation and the dead to greet ; 
For every wife that is genteelly brea, 
Orders a sprig of Latin for the dead. 
And of a sprig of Latin what's the cost f — 
A poor half-guinea at the most 

Latin sounds well — it is a kind of balm, 
That honoureth a corpse just like a psalm ; 

* The famous singer. She died a few years 
since at Venice, and left to every cat a legacy. 
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/ nd 'tis belieyed by folks of pious qualm, 
Heaven wont receive a soul without a 
ps&lm. — 

Bat now for poor Narcissa, wailing dove ! 
Nothing — no, nothing equalled her dear 

love: 
Such tears and groans burst forth, from 

eyes and mouth ; 
Where'er she went, she was so full of woes, 
Just like a diiBmal day that rains and blows 
From every quarter^— east, west, north, 

and south ; 
And like some fountains were Narclssa's 

eyes, 
Lifting a constant water to the skies. 

Resolved to keep his image near her breast. 
She got him be^uitifuUy carved in wood ; 

Made it her bed-fellow, to sooth her rest. 
And thought it much like him of flesh 
and blood, 

Because it lay so wonderfully quiet. 

And like old Simon never bred « riot. 

'Twas for some weeks, sweet soul, it was 
her plan 

Nightly to hug her dear old wooden man : 

Tet, verily, it doth my fancy strike. 
That buxom widows, full of rich desires, 
Full of fine prancing blood, and love's 
bright fires, 
Might such a wooden supplement dis- 
like : 
But who can answer for the sex, indeed ? 
Of things most wonderful we sometimes 
read ! 

It came to pass, a youth admired the dame — 
Burning to satisfy a lawless flame 
With much more passion filled, the rogue, 

than grace. 
What did he ? Bribed, one night, Narcissa's 

maid, 
And ffot his limbs, so devilish saucy, laid, 
Th impostors, in poor wooden Simon's 

place ; 
Susan, though bom amongst a vulgar tribe. 
Knew nature, and the nature of a bribe. 

The dame came up, delicious, and un- 
dressed, 
When Susan's candle suddenly went 
out — 

Misfortunes, sometimes, will attend the 
best — 
No matter — Sweet Narcissa made no 
rout. 

She could not miss the way, although 'twas 
dark. 

Unto her bed, and dear old bit of bark. 


In slipped the fair, so fresh, beneath the 

sheets. 
Thinking to hug her dear old oaken 

love — 
But lo, her bed-fellow with kisses greets ! 

She trembles like an aspen, pretty dove — 
In short, her terror kept her so much under, 
She could not get away — and where 's the 

wonder ? 
Since 'tis an old and philosophic notion. 
That terror robbeth all the limbs of motion. 

The upshot of the matter soon was this — 
Her horrors sunk, and died, at every kiss ; 
And 'stead of wishing for the man of wood. 
She seemed to relish that of flesh and 
blood. • 

Next day, but not indeed extremely soon — 
Some five or six o'clock — the afternoon, 
Susan came tapping at the chamber-door : — 
(Now this was very prudent, to be sure ; 
It had been foolish to have tapped till 
then) 
** Well, madam, what d'ye choose for din- 
ner, pray?" 
^* Fish, flesh, and fowl," the lady quick did 
say— 
'* The best of every thing — I don't care 
when.** 

" But, madam, I want wood to make a 

fire — 
'Tis rather late — our hands we have no 

time on." 
" Oh," cried Narcissa, full of the new 

squire, 
" Then, Susan, you may go and burn old 

Simon." 


THE WOLF AND THE LION. 

A TALE. 

Dedicated to Lord Hawkeabury. 

Kings really are in general not so bad ; 
And therefore I must take their part ; 
But 'tis their servants that are drunk or 

mad. 
With every demon trick and littlo art 
Champions for master's fame, they fire 

away ; 
And, 'midst the bustle of the idle fray, 
Like lubbers, knock him on the head ; 
Then, staring, wonder how he should be 

dead. 
Sometimes a king discovers he has eyes — 
Then for himself he sees— now that is wise. 
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Once on a time a Lion, not a fool, 
Thongh in the under class of Wisdom's 
school, 
Amidst his subjects had a monkey got, 
Who, rather impudent enough, 
Would take his sovereign's foibles off, 
Tell stories of him — mimic him — what 
not? 

This for the scheming Wolf was quite a 
feast. 
Who told the monarch of the monkey's 

sinning, 
Relating all his mimicry and grinning, 
Trying to irritate the noble beast. 

" What, what, what doth he say?" the 

Lion cried — 
*' Dread Sir, you are most wickedly belied," 

Rejoined the Wolf with brazen face — 
'^ He says that you to merit are no friend. 
And only to a patronage /^e^e7u£; 

And slight th' inferiors of the brutal race. 


« 


fie swears you don't encourage useful 

beasts: 
That for yourself alone you're making 

feasts ; 
And that it is beyond a question, 
No beast has such a wonderful digestion ; 
That, all so saving, you would skm a stone, 
And only think of number one ; 
And that it is a sin indeed and shame 
My Lady Lioness should do the same ; 
That sycophants, who flatter, fawn, and 

creep, 
Are really all the company you keep ; 
That beasts of talents, whom you should 

support. 
Are all forbid to show their nose at court." 

"What?" quoth the Monarch— " what, 

what? doth he so?"— 
" Tes, Sire ; now hang him, and the rogue 

requite." 
" Wolf," quoth the Lion, •* no, no, no, no. 


no, — 


I (ear, I fear, the rogue is in Uie rigJu." 

Now this was noble — like a king, in sooth , 
Who scorned to choke a subjectforthe truth. 


THE WOLVES, THE BEAR, AND 
OTHER BEASTS. 

A FABLE. 

All Judges should be mild and just -. 
This is the case with English ones, 1 trust : 
M 


Such K< 


B- 


shine — those rare 


law sages : 
Neither of these a rash or hot-brained fool — 
Most charming dove-like imps of Mercy's 
school , 
Whose names shall live to distant ages — 
All meekness, sweetness, tender nature — 
And all their virtues of a giant stature ! 

What happiness it needs must yield a land, 
To see such goodly men upon the bench, 
Whom none can with a single murder- 
brand ; 
Whose hearts, so pure, did ne'er emit a 
stench 
Like carrion, so offensive to our noses. 
But scents of lilies, violets, and roses ! 

They never, with the faces of the Furies, 
Dared dictate, brow-beat, and control the 
juries; 
Nor wilful misinterpreted the law : 
Full well they know that juries are above 


t 


em: 

And 'tis astonishing how much they love 
cth! 
When judge and jury thus together draw 
With so much pleasure, like a pair of nags. 
Behold ! no tongue opprobrious wags ! 
No tongue cries, "Jeffries, bloody Jeffries, 

Scrogs ! 
Hang, hang those traitors, like a brace of 
dogs ! 

" Not in their beds be they allowed to 
die — 

Nor let their putrid carcasses have graves: 
Slap Pity's face, if e'er she bids her eye 

Hold but a drop for such a pair of knaves." 

Full of rich character shall such descend, 
And honoured with their high famed fa- 
thers sleep : 
Fair Justice shall with sighs their hearse 
attend. 
And Pity's song of melancholy weep. 

Like leaves, whilst others fall unmourned 
away, 
And loaa of Death the solitary glooms, 
Lo ! Glory from her sun shall pluck a ray, 
And bid it spread eternal round their 
tombs. 

Yet nations have been cursed with wicked 

judges, 
Who, fond of power, possessed hard jury- 

grudges ; 
Who calmly sent poor culprits to their 

graves, 
Just as an eastern despot sends his slaves. 
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For such I pon a neat iElsopian tale ; 
Hoping the pretty moral will prevail. 


Th' ii^erior beasts most bitterly complained, 
(And who will not complain, whose cheek 
is smitten ?) 
That from the wolves much hardship they 
sustained, 
And often most inhumanly were bitten. 

TMs wantonness dame Justice did cry " fie" 

on — 
And mentioned it, but vainly, to the lion. 

*^ Those damned furred rascals !*' growled 

the angry beasts, 
'' Each wolf upon our meat continual feasts; 
Yet snap* 8 the word, and quick off goes a 

head : 
We must take out their teeth — ^it can*t be 

borne, — 
Tes, from their jaws their grinders must be 

torn: — 
Behold, the very fields with blood are 

red." 

But first the Bear must be consulted. — 
Bruin, 

Who did not much approve jaw -ruin, 

With his black hide, to all the beasts ap- 
peared, 

And with much gravity their story heard. 

" Sire," quoth the Bear, " you talk of tak- 
ing teeth 
With such an easy and familiar breath. 
As though it might be pleasant to their 
jaws. 
But I must ask the Wolves if they '11 consent 
That from their mouths their grinders shall 
be rent ; 
For this is necessary. Sirs, because 
The wolves are owners of the teeth, and 

therefore, 
Before Ruspini's* called, will ask a tphere- 
fore. 

Bruin, in consequence, the Wolves ad- 
dressed : 

" Lord Wolves, it is the wish of many abeast. 
That you consent your teeth may all be 
pulled ; 

Damn me if I would lose my snags, my 
lords; 

I'd tell the knaves so, in so many words — 
God damme, of one's grinders to be gull- 
ed !" 

* The Chevalier, a famous dentist. 


" What ! lose our teeth?" exclaimed tlie 

Wolves — " no, no — 
We'll keep them, if it only be for show. — 
Say, my Lord Bruin, and let them chew 
it — 
Nay, tell the fools, we wish them somewhat 

longer, 
Sharper, and more of them, and stronger ; 
And, if we lose them, force shall only do 

This answer of the Wolves, Lord Bear 
reported : 
Which answer did not please the beilsts 
at all ; 

Who slighted, now no longer prayed and 
eourtedf 
But on the villuns fast began to fall, 

Choked two or three prime rogues, and, on 
condition. 

Received from all th' affrighted rest sub- 
mission * 


Mrs ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF, 
AND JUDGE BULLER'S WIG. 

A FABLE. 

A Handkerchibf, that lon^ had pressed 
The snows of Laura's swelling breast, 

O^er which fair scene fbll many a long- 
ing lover, 
With panting heart, and frequent sighs. 
And pretty modest leering eyes. 

Had often, oflen been observed to hover — 

This Handkerchief, to Kitty given. 
Was forced at length to leave its heaven. 

And enter a Jew clothes-man's ample 
bag— 
O what a sad reverse, poor soul ! 
To sweat in such a horrid hole, 

With every sort of dirty rag ! 

" Pray, who are you f** the pluntiff 'Ker- 
chief cried. 

Perceiving a rough neighbour at her side ; 
'* You smell as though your master was a 
pxg^ 

What are you.^ tell me, stinking crea- 
ture.'*— "Ma'am," 

The hairy neighbour grave replied, "I 
am 
The most tremendous great Judge Bul- 
ler's Wig." 

'' Indeed, Sir! O how changed ourfiite ! 
How different were we both of late \ 
Now to be lodged in this vile place— 
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What will become of iia at last ? O dear. 
Something more terrible than this, 1 fear ; 
Sometlung that carries huge disgrace/' 

" Madam," rejoined the Wig, " don't 

cry. 
No cause have yon indeed ta sigh ; 

So trust for once a Wig's prophetic 
words— 
My fate b to be jast the same, I find ; 
Still for a scarecrow's head designed. 
To frighten all the thieves — the birds. 

'* Bat, lackibr, you so changed will rise, 
A fiiTonrite of ten thousand eyes ; 
Not burnt (as you supposed perhaps) to 
tinder ; 
Changed to the whitest paper — happy 

leaves, 
For himt the Bard who like a God con- 
ceives. 
The great, th' immortal Peter Pindar." 

" La, Sir, then what a piece of news ! 
God bless, I sav, God bless the Jews — 
I wish my dear, dear Mistress did but 
know it : 
Her hands then I shall happy touch again ; 
For Madam always did maintain 
That Mister Pindar was a charming 
Poet." 


THE CHURCHWARDEN; OR THE 
FEAST ON A CHILD. 

A TALE. 

1%t /Mowing Story J founded on a fact that 
ktmtned some years sinct^ at the Swan at 
Kmghtsbridge^f is introduced^ to illustrate 
the muming of eating a Child, mentioned 
tm the first of the" Odes of Condolence," 

At Knightsbridge, at a tavern called the 

Swan, 
Churchwardens^ overseersj'a jolly clan. 
Ordered a dinner for themselves and 
Entndg ; 
A very handsome dinner^ of the best : 
Lo! to a turn, the different joints were 
dressed — 
Their lips, wild licking, every man com- 
mends. 

Load was the clang of plates, and knives, 

and forks ; 
Delightful was the sound of claret corks, 
That stopped so close and lovingly the 
boUle : 


Thou Savoir-vivre club, and j'en' sais quoif 
Full well the voice of honest corks ye know, 
De^ and deep-blushing from the gener- 
ous pottle. 

All ear, all eve, to listen and to see. 
The landlord was as busy as a bee— 
ToB, Larder skipped like harlequin so 
liffht; 
In bread, beer, wine, removal swift of 

dishes, 
Nimbly anticipating all their wishes — 
Now this, to man voracious as a kite. 

Is pleasant — as the trencher-heroes hate 
All obstacles that keep them from the plate, 
As much as jockies on a running horse 
Curse cows or jack* asses that cross the 
course. 

Nay, here's a solid reason too ; for mind. 
Bawling for things, demandoth mouth and 

wind: 
Whatever therefore woakeneth wind and 

jawsy 
Is hostile to the gormandizing cause. 

Having well crammed, and swilled, and 

laughed, and sung. 
And toasted girls, and c£Lpped,and roared, 

and rung, 
And broken bones of tables, chairs, and 

glasses, 
Like happy bears, in honour of their lasses, 
Not wives ! — not one was toasted all the 

time — 
Thus wore thevdecent — it had been acrime, 
As wives are delicate and sacred names. 
Not to be mixed indeed with whores and 

flames : 

I say, when all were crammed unto the 

chin. 
And every one with wine had filled his skin, 
In came the landlord with a cherub smile : 
Around to every one he lowly bowed. 
Was vastly nappy — h&noured — vastly 
proua — 
And then he bowed again in sttch a style ! 

" Hoped Gemmen liked the dinner and the 
• ft 
wme : 

To whom the Gemmen answered, " Very 

fine! 

A fflorious dinner, Larder, to be sure." — 

To wmch the landlord, laden deep with bliss, 

Did with bis bows so humble almost kiss 

The floor. 

Now in an altered tone-^ tone of gravity, 
Unto the landlord full of smiles and suavity, 
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Did Mister Guttle the Churchwarden 
call— 
" Come hither, Larder," said soil Mister 

Guttle, 
With solemn voice and fox-like face so 
subtle — 
" Larder, a little word or two, that's all." 

Forth ran th' obedient landlord with good 

will, 
Thinkingr most naturally upon the bill. 
*^ Landlord," quoth Guttle, in a soft sly 

sound. 
Not to be heard by any in the room, 
Yet which, like claps of thunder, did con- 

* found, 
- "Do you know any thing of Betty 

Broom?" 

"Sir?" answered Larder, stammering — 
" Sir ? what. Sir, 
Yes, Sir, yes — yes — she lived with Mis- 
tress Larder; 
But may I never movo, nor never stir. 

If but for impudence we did discard her ! 
No, Mister Guttle — Betty was too brassy — 
We never keep a servant that is saucy.". 

" But, landlord — Betty says she is with 
child.'» 

" What's that to me?" quoth Larder, look- 
ing wild — 
" I never kissed the hussy in my life, 

Nor hugged her round the waist, nor pinched 
her cheek ; 

Never once put my hand upon her neck — 
Lord, Sir, you Know that I have got a 
wife. 

" Lord ! nothing comely to the girl belongs — 
1 would not touch her with a pair of tongs : 
A little puling chit, as white as paste ; 
I'm sure that never suited with my taste. 

" But then, svppase — I only say, suppose 

I had been wicked with the grirl— alack. 
My wife hath got the cursed'at keenest 
nose. 
Why, zounds, she would have catched 
me in a crack ; 

"Then quickly in the fire had been the 

fat- 
Curse her ! she always watched me like a 

cat. 

" Then, as I say. Bet did not hit my taste, 
It was impossible to be unchaste : 
Therefore it never can be true, you see — 
And Mistress Larder's full enough for 
me. 


" Well," answered Guttle, " Man, TU tell 
ye what — 
Your wind and eloquence you now are 
wasting : 
Whether Miss Betty hit your taste or not. 
There's good round proof enough that 
you've been tasting. 

"And, Larder, you've a wife, 'tis very 

true, 
Perhaps a little somewhat of a shrew; 

But Betty was not a bad piece of stuff." — 
" Well, Mister Guttle, may I drop down 

dead, 
If ever once I crept to Betty's bed ! 
And that, I'm sure, is swearing strong 
enough." 

" But, Larder, all your swearing will not 

dOf 
If Betty swears that she's with child by you. 
Now Betty came and said she'd swear at 

once — 
But you know best— yet mind, if Betty '11 

swear. 
And then again ! should Mistress Larder 

heaVf 
The Lord have mercy. Larder, on thy 

sconce. 

" Why, man, were this affair of Betty told 

her, 
Not all the devils in hell would hold her. 

" Then there's your modest stiff-rnmped 

neighbours all — 
There'd be a pretty kick up — what a 

squall ! — 
You could not put your nose into a shop — 
There's lofly Mrs Wick, the chandler's 

wife, 
And Mrs Bull, the butcher's imp of strife. 
With Mrs Bobbin, Salmon, Muff, and 

Slop, 
With fifty others of such old compeers — 
Zounds, what a hornet's nest about thy 

ears ?" 

From cheerful smiles, and looks, like Sol, 

so bright. 
Poor Larder fell to looks as black as night ; 
And now his head he scratched, iraport- 

insr guilt — 
For people who are innocent indeed, 
Never look down, so black, and scratch the 

head; 
But, tipped with confidence, their noses 

tilt, 
Replying with an unembarrassed front ; 
Bold to Uie charge, and fixed to stand the 

brunt. — 
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Truth 18 a towering dame — divine her air ; 
In native bloom sne walks the world witli 
state; 
BDt Falsehood is a meretricious fiiir, 
Painted and mean, and shafflin? in her 
gait; 

Dares not look up with Resolution's mien, 
Bat sneaking hides, and hopes not to be 

seen; 
For ever haunted by a doubt 
That all the world will find her out. 

Affain — there's honesty in eyes, 

That shrinking show when tongues tell 

lies — 
With Larder this was verily the case : 
informers were the eyes of Larder's face. 

'* Well, Sir," said Larder, whispering, 

hemming, ha-ing, 
£ach word so heavy, like a cart-horse draw- 
ing— 
** This 18 a damn'd affair, I can't but say — 
8xr, please to accept a note of twenty pound ] 
Contrive another father may be found ; 
And, Sir, here's not a halfpenny to pay." 

Thus ended the affair, by prudent treaty ; 
For who, alas ! would wish to make a 
pother ? 
Gattle next morning went and talked to 
Betty, 
When Betty swore the bantling to an- 
other* 


WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, AND 
THE BAILIFF. 

A TA.LB. 

As well as I can recollect, 

It 18 a story of famed William Penn, 
By bailiff's oft beset, without effect, 

Like numbers of our lords and gentle- 
men — 

William had got a private hole to spy 
The folks who came with writs, or ' How 
d'ye do ?' 
FosBSSsing, too, a penetrating eye, 

Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly 
knew. 

A bailiff in disguise one day. 

Though not disguised to our friend Will, 


• By this tngeniona mode of parish cookery, the 
eblld may be devoured a dozen times over. 


Came, to Will's shoulder compliments to 

. pay. 

Coiltealed, the catchpole thought, with 
wondrous skill. 

Boldly he knocked at William's door, 
Dressed like a gentleman from top to 
toe, 
Expecting quick admittance, to be sure — 
But no I 

Will's servant, Nathan, with a strait-haired 
head, 
Unto the window gravely stalked, not 
ran — 
'' Master at home ?" the bailiff swaetly 
said — 
" Thou canst not speak to him," replied 
the man. 

'< What," quoth the Bailiff, *< won't he see 
me then ?" 
" Nay," snuffled Nathan, " let it not thus 
strike thee ; 
Know, verily, that William Penn 
Hath seen thee, but he doth not Hke 
thee." 


THE WAGGONER AND JUPITER. 


A FABLE. 

A LUCKLESS wagon rolled into a slouffh — 
Clod scratched his head, and growled, and 
knit his brow ; 
But what availed it? — Fast the wagon 
lay — 
Now Clod imagined, like an idle lout, 
A prayer or two might help the prisoner 
out; 
Then unto Jupiter he howled away. 

" How now ! you lazy lubber!" cried the 

god— 
'< Clap to the wheel your shoulder. Master 

Clod; 
And (mind me) let your horses be well 

flogged."— 
Clod took th' advice, exerted all his 

strength : 
The wagon moved, and moved ; and, lo, at 

length, 
Forced from the quagmire, on again it 

jogged. 

Such is the simple tale, O man of God ! 

Go thou, and imitate the bumpkin Clod. 

I do not call your Holiness a lubber : 
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But let me tell tbee, in aa easy way, 
Contrive with skill this ganu of Saii^ to 
play; 
Th6a'lt beat thy ancestors, and win the 
rubber. 


THE RAZOR SELLER. 

A FELLOW in a market town, 

Most mosical, cried razors ap and down, 

And offered twelve for eighteen- pence ; 
Which certainly seemed wondrous cheap. 
And for the money quite a heap. 

As every man would buy, with cash and 
sense. 

A country bumpkin the great offer heard : 
Poor Hodge, who suffered by a broad black 
beard. 
That seemed a shoe-brush stuck beneath 
his nose : 
With cheerfulness the eighteen-pence he 

paid, 
And proudly to himself, in whispers, said, 
** This rascal stole the razors, I suppose. 

" No matter, if the fellow be a knave, 
Provided that the razors shave ; 

It certainly will be a monstrous prize." 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, 

went, 
Smiling in heart and soul, content. 
And quickly soaped himself to ears and 
eyes. 

Being well lathered from a dish or tub, 
Hodge nowbegan with grinning pain to grub, 

Just like a Ledger cutting furze : 
'Twas a vile razor!— then the rest he 

tried — 
All were impostors — " Ah,*' Hodge sighed ! 
** I wish my eighteen-pence within my 
purse." 

In vain to chase his beard, and bring the 
graces. 
He cut, and dug, and winced, and 
stamped, and swore ; 
Brought blood, and danced, blasphemed, 
and made wry faces, 
Andcursed each razor's body o*er and o'er: 

His muzzle, formed of apposition stuff. 
Firm as a Fozite, would not lose ilB ruff : 

So kept it — laughingatthesteeland suds : 
Hodge,in apassion,stretched his angry jaws. 
Vowing the direst vengeance, with clenched 
claws. 

On the vile cheat that sold the goods. 


** Razors ! a damned, confounded dog. 
Not fit to scrape a hog !" 

Hodge sought the fellow — found him — and 
begun : 

" P'rhaps, Master Razor-rogue, to you 'tis 
fun, ' 

That people flay thed^selves out of their 
lives: 

Tou rascal ! for an hour have I been grub- 
bing. 

Giving my crying whiskers here a scrub- 
bing, 
With razors just like oyster knives. 

Sirrah ! I tell you, you're a knave, 

To cry up razors that can't shave.'* 

" Friend," quoth the razor-man, " I'm not 
a knave : 
As for the razors you have bought, 
Upon my -soul I never thought 
That they would shave,*' 
" Not think they'd shave!** quoth Hodge, 
with wond'ring eyes. 
And voice not much uniike an Indian 
yell; . 
" What were they made for then, you 
dog?" he cries: 
" Made !" quoth the fellow, with a smile, 
" to seU,** 


BROTHER PETER TO BROTHER 

TOM. 

AN BZP08TULATORT SPISTLB. 

'SLirs ! Thomas, what hath swallowed all 
the praise ? 
Of royal virtues not the slightest men- 
tion! 
Strung, like mock pearl, so lately on thy 
lays ! 
Tell me, a bankrupt, Tom, is thy inven- 
tion f 

How couldst thou so thy patron's fiune 

forget, 
As not to pay, of praise, the annual debt ? 
Whitehead and Gibber, all the laureat 
throng. 
To Fame's lair temple, twice a year, pre- 
sented 
Some royal virtues, real or invented. 
In all the grave sublimity of song. 

Heralds so kind for many a chance-born 
wight. 
Creeping from cellars, just like snails 
rrom earth ; 
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Or molee, or field-mice, stealing into light, 
Forge arms, to prove a loftiness of birth ; 
Tracing of each ambitioos Sir and Madam 
Th€ branches to the very trunk of Adam. 

Then why not thou, the herald, Tom, of 

rhyme. 
Still bid thy royal master soar sublime ? 
Bards shine in fiction ; then how slight a 

thing 
To make a coat of merit for a king ! 

Know, Greneral Carpenter had been a theme 
For fumishtng a pretty lyric dream ; 

Once a monopolist of nod and smile ; 
Of broken sentences and questions rare. 
Of snipsnap whispers sweet, and grin, and 
stare. 
For which thy muse would travel many 
a mile. 

But, lo ! the general, for a crying sin. 
Lost broken sentences, and nod, and grin, 
ilnd stare and snipniap of the best of 
kings: 
The sin, the crying sin, of rambling 
Where Osnaburghwi good bishop, gambling, 
Lost some few golden feathers from his 
wings; 

Which made th' unlucky general run and 

drown; 
Such were the horrors of the royal frown ! 
For, lo ! his majesty most roun<fly swore 
He'd nod to General Carpenter no more. 

Oh ! glorious love of all-commanding 

money ! 
Dear to some monarchs, as to Bruin honey. 
Dear an to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck ; 
Or showers to hackney-coachmen, or a 

duck! 

Thomas, thy lyrics might have praised the 
king 
For making sinners mind the Sabbath- 
day, 
Bidding the idle sons of pipe and string. 
Instead of scraping jigs, sing psalms and 
pray; 
Thus piously (aeainst their inclination) 
Dragooning soms unto salvation. 

The monarch gave up Mr Joah Bate, 
With that sweet nightingale, his lovely 
mate; 
Who, with the organ and one fiddle, 
Made up a concert every Sunday night ; 
Thus yielding maj[e8ties supreme denght. 
Who relish cheapness e'en in tweedie 
tweedle. 


For nature formeth ofl a kind 
Of money-loving, scraping, save-all mind, 
That happy glorieth in the natural thought 
Of getting eYery thing for nought : 

From Delhi's diamonds to a Bristol stone ; 

From royal eagles to a squslling parrot ; 
From bolls of Basan to i^ marrow-bone ; 

From rich ananas to a mawkish carrot: 
And getting things for nought, I needs 

must say, 
If not the noblest f is the cheapest way. 

And often nature manufactures stufiT 
That thinks it never hath enough ; 
Hoarding up treasure — never once enjoy- 
ing— 
Such is the composition of .some souls ! 
Like jackdaws, alt their cunning art em- 
ploying, 
In hiding knives, and forks, and spoons, 
in holes. 

Lo! by^ the pious monarches proclama- 
tion. 
The courtier amateurs of this fair nation 
On Sundays con their Bibles— maJce no 
riot — 
The stubborn Uzbridge, music-loving lord, 
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word, 
And bids the instruments lie quiet. 

Sweet Mistress Walsingham is forced to 

pray. 
And turn her eyes up, much against her 

will; 
Sandwich sings psalms, too, in his pious 

way; 
And Lady Toung forbears the tuneful 

trill : 
And very politic is Lady Toung : 
A husband must not sufiTer for a song. 

The gentle Exeter his treat gave up. 
So used upon the sweet repast to sup ; 
As eager for his Sunday's quaver disn. 
As cats and ravenous aldermen for fish. 

Lord Brudenell, too, a lord with lofty 

nose, 
Bringing to mind a verse the world well 
knows, 
Against sublimity that rather wars ; 
Which in an almanack all eyes may see : 
" God gave to man an upright form, that he 
Might view the stars. 

I say, this watchful lord, who boasts the 

knack. 
Behind his sacred majesty's great back, 
Of placing for his latter end a chair 
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Better than any lord (so says Fame's 

trump) 
That ever waited on the royal ramp. 
So swifl his motions, and so sweet his 

air: 

Who, if his majesty but cough or hiccup, 
Trembles for fear the kinff should kick up ; 
Drops, with concern, his jaw — with horror 

freezes — 
Or smiles, ** God bless you, Sire," when- 
e'er he sneezes ; 
This lord, I say, upraised his convert chin, 
And cursed the concert for a crying sin. 

King Watkin, from the land df leeks and 
cheese, 
With sighs, forbore his base to seize ; 
With huge concern he dropped his Sunday 

airs, 
And grumbled out in Welsh his thankless 
prayers. 
The base, indeed, Te Deum sung. 
Glad on the willows to be hung. 

And really 'twas a very natural case — 

Poor, inoffensive base I 

For when King Watkin scrubbeth him — 

alack ! 
The instrument, like one upon the rack. 
Sends forth such horrid, inquisition groans. 
Enough to pierce the hearts of stones ! 

Thus, though in amcert politics the knight 
Battled with Mistress Walsingham oK^ri^/t^; 
Yot both agreed to lifl their palms. 
Not in hostilities, but singing psalms. 

Salisbury was also ordered to reform^ 
Who, with my lady, thought it vastly 
odd. 

Thus to be forced, like sailors in a storm, 
Against their wills, to pray to God. 

Thus did the royal mandate through the 

town, 
Knock nearly all the Sunday concerts 

down ! 
Great act ! o'er long 'twill be a sin and 

shame. 
For cats to warble out an amorous flame! — 
Dogs shall be whipped for making love on 

Sunday, 
Who very well may put it off to Monday. 

I 

Nay more, the royal piety to prove. 
And aid the purest of ail pure religions. 
To Bridewell shall be sent all cooing 
pigeons, 
And cocks and hens be lashed for mak- 
ing love : 


Sparrows and wrens be shot from bams 

and houses, 
For being barely civil to their spouses. 

Poor Sir John Dick was, lamb-like, heard 

to bleat 
At losing such a Sunday's treat — 

Sir John, the happy owner of a star — 
Which radiant honour on surtouta he 

stitches ; 
Lamenting fashion doth not stretch so far 
As sewing them on waistcoats and on 

breeches ; 
Which thus would pour a blaze of silver 

day. 
And make the knight a perfect milky way. 

Yet Hampden, Cholmond'ly, those sinful 

shavers. 
Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quavers ; 
Thus flying in the face of our ffreal king. 
Profane God's resting day with wind and 

string ; 
Whilst on the terrace, 'midst his German 

band, 
On Sunday evenings George is pleased to 

stand; 
Contented with a simple tune alone, 
" God save ^eat G«orge our king," or 

^' Bobbmg Joan;" 

Whilst cherubs, leaning from their starry^ 
height, 

Wink at each other, and enjoy the sight : 
And Satan, from a lurking hole, 
Fond of a seeming-godly soul. 

His eves and ears scarce able to believe, 

Laughs in his sleeve. 

Stay, Muse — the mention of the German 

band 
Bringeth a tale oppressive to my hand, 
Relating to a tribe of German boys. 
Whose horrid fortune made some UttU 

noise ; 
Sent for to take of Englishmen the 

s places. 
Who, galled by such hard treatment, made 

wry faces. 

Sent for they were, to feed in fields of 

doveTf 
To feast upon the Coldstream regiment's 

fat: 
Swift with their empty stomachs they flew 

over. 
And wider than a Kevenhuller hat. 
But, ah ! tiieir knives no veal nor mutton 

carved ! 
To feasts they went, indoed->but went and 

started ! * 
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Their masters, raptured with the tuneful 

treat, 
Forgot musiciansJike themselves could eat. 

Thus the poor woodcook leaves his frozen 

shores, 
When tyrant winter midst his tempests 

roars: 

Invited by our milder sky, he roves, 

Views the pure streams with joy, and shel- 
tering groves, 

And in one hour, oh ! sad reverse of fate ! 

Is shot, and smokes upon a poacher's 
plate! 

Thus ending a sweet episodic strain, 
I turn, dear Thomas, to thy Ode again. 

What ! make a dish to balk thy master's 

^ms ! 
A pudding, andforffet the plums ! 
Mercy upon us ! what a cook art thou ! 
Dry even already ! — what a sad milch 

cowl 
Who gav'st, at first, of fame such flowing 

pails! 
Say, Tnomas, what thy lyric udder ails ? 

Since truth beIon|[8 not to the laureat trade, 
Tie strange, 'tis passing strange, thou 

didst not flatter : 
Speak — in light money were thy wages 

paidP 
Or was thy pipe of sack half filled with 

water ? 
Or hast thou, Tom, been cheated of thy 

dues? 
Or bath a qualm of conscience touched thy 

Muse? 

Thoa might'st have praised for dignity of 


pride, 
Dia 


Displayed not long ago among the 

cooks: 
Searching the kitchen with sagacious 

looks : 
, christened scratekeSf on their heads 

he spied. 

To find a wig on a cook's head 

Just like the wig that graced his own, 

Was verily a sight to dread ! — 
Enough to turn a king to stone ! 

On which, in langnaffe of his very best, 
His Majesty his royal ire expressed : 
" How, how \ what ! cooks wear seratehes 

just like me ! 
Strange ! strange ! yes, yes, I see, I see, I 
see — 
N 


Fine fellows to wear scratches ! yes, no 

doubt — 
I'll have no mbre — no more when mine's 

worn out— 
Hae ! pretty ! pretty ! pretty too it looks 
To see my scratches upon cooks /" 

And, lo ! as he had threatened all so big. 

As soon as ever he wort out the wig. 

He with a pig-tail deigned his head to 

match ! 
Nor more profaned his temples with a 

scratch ! 

Thomas, I see my son? thy feelings grate — 
Thou think'st I'm joking ; that the king's 

my hate. 
The world may call me liar ; but sincerely 
I love him — for a partner, love him dearly; 
Whilst his great name is on the/erme, I'm 

sure 
My credit with the public is secure. 

Tes, beef shall grace my spit, and ale shall 

flow. 
As long as it continues George and Co. ; 
That is to say, in plainer metre, 
George and Peter. 

Tet, as some little money 1 have made, 
I've thoughts of turning ^squire, and quit- 
ting trade : 
This in my mind I've frequently revolved ; 
And in six months, or so, 
For all I know. 
The partnership may be dissolved. 

Whate'er thou think'st — hawe'er the world 

may carp, 
Thomas, I'm far from hating our good 

king; 
Tes, yes or may I thrum no more my 

harp. 
As David swore, who touched so well tho 

string — 
No, Tom ; — the idol of thy sweet devotion 
Excites not hate, tohatevtr else th' emotion. 

To write a book on the sublime. I own. 
Were I a bookseller, I would not hire 
him: 
Yet, should I hate the man who fills a 
throne. 
Because, forsooth, I can't admire him ! 

Hate him, because, ambitious of a name. 
He thinks to rival even the prince in 

fame? 
A prince of science — in the arts so 

chaste !— 
A giant to him iu tlic world of taste; 
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Who from an envioos cloud one day sUall 

sprinff, 
And prove that dignity may clothe a king. 

Who, when by fortune fixed on Britain's 

throne, 
Wherever merit, humble plant, ia shown, 
Will shed around that plant a fostering 
ray; 
Whose hand shall stretch through poverty's 

pale gloom 
For drooping genius, sinking to the tomb, 
And lead uie blushing stranger into day. 

Who scorns (like some) to chronicle a 
shilling. 
Once in a twelvemonth to a beggar 


fiven; 
1 


By such mean charity (Lord help 'em) will- 
ing 
To go as cheap as possible to heaven ! 

Hate him, because, untired, the monarch 

pores . 
On Handel's manuscript old scores. 
And schemes successful daily hatches. 
For saving notes o'erwhelmed with 

scratches ; 
Recovering from the blotted leaves 
Huge cart*norse nunimSf dromedary breves j 
TboB saving damned bars from just damna- 
tion, 
By way of hrighi'fung Handel's reputa- 

. tion? 
Who, charmed with every crotchet Handel 

wrote. 
Heaved into ToVnam Street each heavy 

note; 
And forcing on the house the tuneless 

lumber. 
Drove half to doors, the other half to slum- 
ber? 

Hate him, because the works of Mr West, 
His eye (in wonder lost) unsated views ? 

Because his walls, with tasteless trumpery 
dressed, 
Robs a poor sign-post of its dues ? 

Hate him, because he cannot rest, 

But in the company of West ? 

Because of modern works he makes a 

jest. 
Except the works of Mr West? 

Who, by the public, fain would have 

caressed 
The works alone of Mr West ! 
Who thinks, of painting, truth, and taste, 

the test. 
None but the wondrous works of Mr West ! 


Who, as for Reynolds, cannot bear him , 
And never suffers Wilson's landscapes near 
him. 

Nor) Gainsborough, thy delightful girls and 

boys, 
In rural scenes so sweet, amidst their 

joy"» 

With such simplicity as makes us staft. 
Forgetting 'tis the work of art. 

Which wonder and which oire of .Mr West 
May in a simile be well expressed : — 

A SIMILE. 

Thus have I seen a child with smiling 

face, 
A little daisy in the garden place, 
And strut in triumph round its favourite 
flower ; 
Gaze on the leaves with infant admira- 
tion, 
Thinking the flower the finest in the na- 
tion, 
Then pav a visit to it every hour : 
Lugains the watering pot about. 
Which John the gardener was obliged to 
fill; 
The child, so pleased, would pour tho 
water out, 
To show its marvellous gardening skill ; 
Then staring round, all wild for praises 

f anting, 
the world it was its own sweet 
planting, 
And boost away, too happy elf. 
How that it found tho daisy all itself I 

ANOTHER SIMILE. 

In simile if I may shine agen, — 
Thus have i seen a fond old hen, 

With one poor miserable chick. 
Bustling about a farmer's yard ; 
Now on the dunghill labouring hard, 

Scraping away through thin and thick : 
Fluttering her feathers — making such a 

noise ! 
Cackling aloud such quantities of joys, 

As if this chick, to which her tgg gave 
• birth. 
Was bom to deal prodigious knocks. 
To shine the Broughton of game cocks. 

And kill the fowls of all the earth ! 


Even with his painter let the king be hugs' 

ed; 
Egad! eal, drink, and sleep, with Mr 

West : 
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OdIj let fnf , excused from sach a g^est, 
Not eat, and drink, and sleep, with Mr 

West: 
And as he will not please my taste — no 

■ never— 
Liet me hot ^Ve him to the world as e^«r— 
A better conscience in my bosom lies, 
Than imitate the fellow and his flies. 


THE TOPER AND THE FLIES. 

A GROUP of topers at a table sat, 

With punch that much regales the thirsty 
soul : 
Flies soon the party joined, and joined the 
chat, 
Hamminff , and pitching round the mant- 
ling bowl. 


At length those flies got drunk, and for their 

sin. 
Some hundreds lost their legs, and tumbled 

in; 
And sprawling 'midst the gnlph profound. 
Like Pharaoh and his daring nost, were 


drowned ! 


Wanting to drink— one of the men 
Dipped from the bowl the drunken host. 
Ana drank — ^then taking care that none 
were lost, 

Ue put in every mother's son agen. 

Upjnmped the Bacchanalian crew on this, 

liking it very much amiss — 
Swearing, and in the attitude to smite .*— 

" Lord/' cried the man, with gravely- 
Ikied ojeBt 

'' Though I don't like to swallow flies, 
I did not Know but others might" 


Who says I hate the king proclaims a 

lie ! 
Even now a royal virtue strikes my eye ! 
To prove th' assertion let me just relate 
The king's submission to the will of Fate. 

Whene'er in hunts the monarch is thrown 
out, 

As in his politics — a common thing 1 
With searchmg eyes he stares at first about, 

Then faces the misfortune like a king ! 

Hearing no news of nimble Mr Staf^, 
He sits, like jnUieneef grinningr on his nag ! 
Now, wisdom -fraught, his curious eyeballs 
ken 


The little hovels that around him rise : 
To these he trots^^f hogs surveys the 
stys, 
And nicely numbers every cock and hen. 

Then asks the farmer's wife, or farmer's 
maid. 

How many eggs the fowls have laid ! 

What's in the oven — in the pot— the crock— 

Whether 'twill rain or no, and what's 
o'clock ? — 

Thus from poor hovels gleaning informa- 
tion. 

To serve as future treasure for the nation ! 

There, terrier-like, till pages find him out, 
He pokes his most sagacious nose about, 

And seems in Paradise — like fAoX so famed, 
Lookinfr like Adam, too, and Eve so fair : 
Sweet simpletons ! who, though so very bare, 

'* Were," says the Bible, " noiashamed." 

No man binds books so well as George the 

Third, 
By thirst of leather glory spurred— 
At bookbinders he oft is seen to laugh — 
And wondrous is the king in sheep or calf ! 

But see ! the prince upon such labour looks 
Fastidious down, and only readeth books ! — 
Here by the sire the son is much surpassed ; 
Which Fame should publish on her loudest 
blast! 

The king beats Monmouth Street in cast- 
off-riches- 

That is, in coats, and waistcoats, and in 
breeches — 

Which, draughted once a year for foreign 
stations, 

Make fine recruits to serve some near rela- 
tions. 

But lo ! the Prince, shame on him ! never 

dreams 
Of pretty Jewish economic schemes ! 
So verj proud (I'm grieved, O Tom, to tell 

It), 
He'd rather give a coat away than seU it ! 

Fair justice to the monarch must allow 
Prodigious science in a calf or cow. 

And wisdom in the article of swine! 
What most unusual knowledge for a king ! 
Because pig-wisdom is a thing • ' 

In which no sovereigns e'er were known 
to shine. 

Yet who will think I am not telling fibs ?— 
The Prince, who Britain's throne in time 
shall grace. 
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Ne'er fingered, at a fair, a bullock's riba, 
Nor ever ogled a pig's face ! 

dire disgrace ! O, let it not be known 
That thus a father hath excelled a son ! 

Truth bids me own, that I can bring 
A dozen who admire the king ; 
And should he dream of settmg off for 
Hanover, 
As once he said ho would, to spite Charles 

Fox; 
Draw all his little money from the stocks, 
Shut shop, and carry every pot and pan 
over : 

1 thinb^indeed, I'm sure I know, 
That dozen would not let him go ; 

But in the struggle spend their vital breath, 
And hug their idol, probably to death ; 
As happened to a Romish priest — a tale 
That, whilst I tell it, almost turns me 
pale. 


THE ROMISH PRIEST. 

A TALK. 

A PARSOH, in the neighbourhood of Rome, 
Some years ago— how many I don't 
toy — 

Handled so well his heavenly broom, 
He brushed, like cobwebs, sins away. 

' Brightened the black horizon of his parish, 
(Save to the Princo of Darkness such 

hard blows. 
That Satan was afraid to show his nose 
(Except in hell), before this priest so war- 

rish! 
To teach folks how to shun the paths of 

evil, 
And prove a match for Mr Devil, 
Was constantly this pious man's endeavour, 
And, as I've said before, the man was 
deter. 

Red-hot was all his zeal — and Fame de- 
clares. 
He galloped like a hunter o'er his prayers ; 
For ever lifting to the clouds his forehead — 
Petitions on petitions he lot fly. 
Which nothing but Barbarians could de- 
•ny— 
In short, the saints were to compliance 
worried. 

With shoulders, arms, and hands, this priest 
devout. 
So well his evolutions did perform, 


His prayers, those holy smalNshot, -flew 
about 
So thick ! — it seemed like taking heaven 
h J storm! 

Without one atom of reflection, 
No candidate at an election 
Did ever labour more, and fume, and 
sweat, 
To make a fellow change his coat, 
And bless him with the casting vote. 
Than this dear man to get in heaven a 
seat 
For souls of children, women, and of men :— 
No matter which the species — cock or hen I 

Thus did he not, like that vile Jesuit, think, 
Who makes us all with horror shrink, 

A knave high meriting hell's hottest coals; 
Who wrote a dreadful book, to prove 
That women, charming women, formed for 
love. 

Have got no souls ! 

Monster ! to think that tooman had no soul \ 

Ha ! hast thou not a soul, thou peerless 

maidf 

Who bidst my rural hours with rapture roll ? 

Whose^beauties charm the shepherds and 

the shade ! 

Tes, Cynthia, and for souls liko thine, 
Fate into being drew yon starry sphere ; 

Then kindly sent thy form divine, 
To show what wondrous bliss inhabits 
there I 

In short, no dray-horse ever worked so hard, 

From vaults, to drag up hogshead, tun, 

or pipe, • 

As this good priest, to drag, for small ro> 

ward. 

The souls of sinners from the devil's gripe. 

Pleased were the highest angels to express 
Their wonder at his fine address ; 

And power against the fiend who makes 
such strife- 
Nay, even St Peter said, to whom are given 
The keys for letting people into heaven. 

He never got more halfpence in his life. 

'Twas added that my namesake did declare 

(Peter, the porter of heaven gate, so 

trustj). 

That till this priest appeared, souls were so 

rare, 

His bunch of ke^s was absolutely rusty ! 

Did gentlemen of fortune die. 
And leave the church a good round sum ; 
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Lo ! in the twinkling of ui eye, 

The parson franked their souls to king- 
dom come ! 

A letter to the porter j or a word, 
Insured admittance to the Lord. 

N<Hr stopped those souls an instant on the 
road 
To take a roast before thej entered in ; 
For had they got the plague^ 'twas said that 
God 
Had let them enter without quarantine. 

Well then ! this parson was so much ad- 
mired 

So sought, so courted, so desired, 

Thousands with putrid souls like putrid 
meat. 

Came for his holy pickle, to be sweet : 

Just as we see old hags, with jaws of car- 
rion. 

Enter the shop of Mr Warren ; 

Who disappoints that highwayman called 
Time 

(Noted for robbing ladies of their prime^, 

By giving nzty^fitoe^s pale, withered mien, 

The blooming roses oi sixteen. 

Such vast impressions did his sermons 

make, 
He always kept his flock awake«— 
In summer, too^hear, parsons, this strange 

news. 
Ye who so often preach to nodding pews ! 

A neighbouring town, into whose people*s 
souls 
^n, like a rat, had oat largre holes, 
Begged him to be their tinker — their hole- 
stopper — 
For, gentle reader, sin of such a sort is. 
It souls corrodeth, just as aquorfortis 
Corrodeth iron, brass, or copper. 

They told him they would give him better 

If he'd agree to change his quarters ; 
Protesting, when his soul should leave its 
olay, 
To rank his bones with those of saints 
and martyrs. 

This was a handsome blribe, all papists 

know ! 
Bat slop — his parish would not let him 


Then surly did the other parish look. 
And swore to have the man by hook or 
crock. 


So seized him, like a graceless throng — 
The priest's parishioners, who loved him 

Bather than to another church belong, 
Swore they would sooner see him lodged 
in hell — 
So violent was their objection ! 
So very strong, too, their affection ! 

The ladies, too, united in the strife ; 
Protesting that *' they loved him as their 

life, 
So sweetly he would look when Uown to 
prayer ! 
So happy in a sermon choice ; 
And then he had of nightingales the 
voice — 
And holy water gave with such an air ! 

'^ Lord .' lose so fine a man ! — so great a 
treasure ! 

Yielding such quantities of heavenly plea- 
sure! 

<' For^ving sins so free, too, at confess- 
ion, 

However carnal the transgression, 

In such a charming fove-condemning 
strain ! — 

He really seemed to say, ' Go sin again ; 

HM shall not throw, my angdls, on your 
souls 

So sweet, a single shovelful of coals.' " 

Now in the fire was all the fat : 

Just as two bull-dogs pull a cat, 
< Both parishes with fari6us zeal contended — 
So neartily the holy man was hugged. 
So much from place to place his limbs 

were lugged. 
That very fatally the battle ended ! 
In short, by hugging, lugging, and kind 

squeezes. 
The man of God was pulled in fifty 

pieces ! 

This work performed, the bones were fought 

for stoutly ; 
And so the fray continued most devoutly — 
Lo, with an arm, awav one rascal fled ; 
This with a leg, and tnat the head — 
Off with the foot another goes — 
Another seizes him, and gets the toes. 

Nay, some, a relic so intent to crib, 
Fought just like mastiffs for a rib : 

Nay more (for truth, to tell the whole, 
obliges,) 

A dozen battled for the os coceygis!* 

* The tip of the rump. 
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Heaven, that sees all things, saw the dire, 
dispute, 

In which each parish acted like a brate : 
Then bade the dead man as a saint be 
soQght : 

Still, to reward him more, his bones en- 
riches 

With power o*er evils, rheumatisms, and 
itches, 
However dreadful, and wherever caught: 

Thus, by the grace qf Him who governs 
thunder, 

His very toe-nail could perform a toonder. 


Thus might our monarch, by this dozen 

men. 
Be hugged ! — and then ! and then ! and 

then ! and then ! 
Then>what ? why, then, this direful ill must 

spring ; 
I a good subject lose, and thou a king! 

No, Tom *, no more to strike us with 

amaze. 
Thy courtly tropes of adulation blaze ; 

A setting sun art thou, so mild thy beam ! 
Thou (like old Ocean's heaving wave no 

more, 
That lifts a ship and fly with equal roar) 
Pour*st from thy lyric pipe a sober stream. 

No more we hear the sale of Fame 
Wild blustering with tny nuuter's name : 
No more ideal virtues ride sublime 
(Like feathers) on the surge of rhyme. 

But lo the cause ! it was the royal teill 
To bid the tempest of his praise be still : 
No more to let his virtues make a rout, 
Blown by thy blasts like paper-kites 
about — 

Indeed, thy sovereign, in thy verse so 

fine. 
Might justly have exclaimed at many a 

nne, 
** In peacock's feathers, lo ! this knave 

arrays me." 
And, like a king of France, of whom I've 

read. 
Our gracious sovereign also might have 

said. 
" What nave I done that be should iira»e 

me?" 

With pity have I seen thee, son of song , 
Trundling thy lyric wheelbarrow along. 
Amidst St Janus* gapers to unload 
The motley mass of pompous ode ; 


And wished the sack, for verse the annual 
prize. 
To poets of a less renown— 
Topoor Will Mason, who in secret sighs 
Ix) strut beneath the laureates leaden 
crown. 

Warm in the praise thou might'st have been, 
or thy great king and his great queen ; 
But not BO diabolically hot — 
A downright devil, or a pepper*pot. 

Bv detU (without thy being bom a wizard,) 
Thou ought'st to know I mean a turkey's 

gizzard ; 
So christened for its quality, by man. 
Because so oft *tis loaded with kian-~ 
This devil is such a red-hot bit of meat, 
As nothing but the devil himself should eat. 

A spoon was large enough, the world well 
knows ! 
Why give the pap of praise then with a 
ladUf 
Gently thou should'st have rocked him to 
repose — 
Not like a drunken nurse o'erturned the 
cradle. 

I do not marvel that the king was wrath 
(Knowing himself no bigger than a lath,) 
To find himself a tall, gi^ntic oak — 
'Twas too much of a magic-lantern stroke. 

Ah! where was Modesty^ the charming 
maid? 
Where was the rural va^rrant straying. 
Not to admonish thee, an idle jade. 
When thou thy tuneful compliments wert 
paying ? 

Tet why this question put I, Tom » to thee ? — 
Lord ! how we wits rorget .'—she was with 
me. 

Dear Modesty (by very few caressed) 
Oft condescends to be my guest : 

From time to time, the maid my rhyme re- 
views, 

And dictates sweet instructions to the muse. 

Yes, frequent deigns my cottage to adorn, 
Just like that blushful cfamset called Miss 

Morn — 
Who smiling from the dreary caves of 

night. 
Moves from her east with silent pace and 

slow 
O'er yonder shsdowy mount's gigantic 

brow. 
And to my window steals with dewy light, 
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Then peeping through the panes with 

cherub mien, 
SeeniB to ask liberty to enter in. 

Now venturing on the sablea of my room, 

She sweeps the darkness with her star-dad 
broom: 

Now pleased a stronger splendoor to dif- 
fuse, 

Smiles on the plated buckles in my shoes ; 

Smiles on my breeches, too, of handsome 
plush, 
Where George's head once made no 
gingling sound. 

But wliere amidst the poekets all was 
hush; 
Snch awful silence reigned around ! 

Whose fob, which thieves so often pick, 

Was quite a stranger to a Watch's click. 

Now castin^^ on my pen and ink a ray, 
Seeming with sweet reproof to say, 
" The lark to heaven her grateful matins 
sings : 
Then. Feter, also ope ihj tuneful throat. 
And, nappy in a fascinating note, 
aae and bewitch tlie best ofkings." 


RiM 


Howe'er the world t* abuse me may be 
given, 

I cannot do without eratotud keads^ by hea- 
ven! 

Bards must have subjects that their genius 
suit — 

And if I've not crowned heads, I must be 
mute. 

My verse is somewhat like a game at whist : 
Which game, though played by people 
e'er so keen. 
Cannot with much success, alas ! exist. 
Except their hands possess a king and 
queen. 

I own, m3r muse delights in royal folk : 
Lead-mines-, producing many pretty 
pounds ! 

Joe Millers, furnishing a fund of joke ! 
Lo, with a fund of joke a court abounds ! 

At royal follies. Lord ! a lucky hit 
Saves o«r poor brain th' expense of wit : 
At princes let but satire lift his gun. 
The more their feathers fly, the more the 

fan. 
Even the whole world, blockheads and men 

of letters. 
Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. 

And vieS varsStf kings and queens 
Know pretty well what scandal means, 


And love it too^yes, majesty's a grinner : 
Scandal that reallv would disgrace a stable 
Hath oft been beckoned to a royal table, 

And pleased a |irincely palate more than 
dinner. 

I know the world exclaimeth in this guise: — 
'' Suppose a king not overwise 

(A vice in kings not very oft suspected,) 
Suppose he does this childish thing, and 

this, 
If folly constitutes a monarch's blisa^ 

Shall such by saucy poets stand corrected? 

" ' Bold is the man,' old parson Calchas'* 

cries, 
' Who tells a monarch where his error 

lies.'— 

" Grant that a king in converse cannot 
shine, , 

And sharp with shrewd remark a world 
alarm ; 
What business, Peter Pindar, is't of thine? 
Grant puerilities — pray where's the 
harm?"— 

To this I answer, '' I don't think a king 
Will go to hell for every childish thing — 
Tet mind, I think that one in his great 

station 
Should show sublime example to a nation : 

" And when an eagle he should spring 
To drink the solar olaze on towering wing, 

With daring and undazzled eyes ; 
Not be a sparrow, upon chimneys hopping. 
His head in holes and corners popping 
For flies." 

Tom, I'm not grieved that thou hast 

changed thy note. 
And oped on Windsor wall thy tuneful 
throat; 
For verily it is a rare old mass ! 
Nor angry that to West thou dost descend ; 
The king's mat painting oracle and friend , 
Who teacheth Jervas how to spoil good 
glass. 

But, son of Isis, since, amidst this ode, 
Thou talk'st of painting, like an ardent 

lover, 
Of panes of glass now daabing over. 

Dimming delightfully the great abode ; 

Speak— know'st thou aught of Raphael's 

rare cartoons f 
I have not seen them, Tom, for many moons 1 

* Videflomer. 
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Why didst thou not, amidst thy rhyming fit, 

Of those most heavenly pictures talk a 

bit- 

For which the nation paid down every 

souse f 

Rare pictures, brought long since from 

Hampton Court, 
And by a sJf- taught carpenter cut short. 
To suit the pannels of the queen's old 
house. 

So says report — I hope it is not true — 
And yet I verily believe it too ; 
It is so like some people I could name, 
Yfhwe pericraniums wtJk a little lame. 
Beshrew me, but it brings to mind 
A cutting story, mach of the same 
kind! 

It happed, at Plymouth town so fair and 
sweet, 

Where wandering gutlers, wandering gut- 
lers meet, 

Making in showers of rain a monstrous 
pother ; 

Bartering, like Rag-fair Jews, with one the 
oUier, 

With carrots, cabbage loaves, and breath- 
less cats, 

Potatoes, turnip tops, old rags, and hats : 


A 'town that brings to mind Swifl*s city 

^'^ shower- 
Where clouds to wash its face for ever 
pour — . 

A town where beau-traps under water 
grin. 

Inviting gentle strangers to walk in ; 

Where dwell the lady Naiads of the flood. 

Prepared to crown their visitors with mud. 

A town where parsons for the liviMg 
fight, 

On every vacancy, with godly might. 
Like wrestlers lor laced hats and buck- 
skin breeches ; 

\Vhere oft the priest who best his hings 
employs 

To make the rarest diabolic noise, 

With surest chance of victorv preaches : 

Whose empty sounds alone his labours 
bless. 

Like cannon fired by vessels in distress. 

A town where, exiled by the higher 

powers, 
The roifal tar with indignation lours ; 
Kept b^ his sire from London, and from 


THE PLYMOUTH CARPENTER AND 
THE COFFINS. 

In the last war, French prisoners often 
died 

Of fevers, colds, and more good things be- 
side; 
PresenU for valour, from damp walls and 
chinks. 

And nakedness, that seldom sees a shirt; 

And vermin, and all sorts'of dirt, 
And multitudes of motley stinks, 

That might with smells of any clime com- 
pare 

That ever sought the nose or fields of air. 

As coffins are deemed necessary things. 
Forming a pretty sort of wooden wings 
For wafting men, to graves, for t\>ther 
world ; 
Where anchored (doomed to make no 

vovages more) 
The rudders of our souls are put ashore. 
And all the sails for ever furled. 

A carpenter, first cousin to the mayor. 
Right master Screw, a man of reputa- 
tion, 

Got leave, through borough interest, to 
prepare 
Grood wooden lodgings for the Gallic 
nation : 

I mean for luckless Frenchmen that were 
dead; 

And vdry well indeed Screw's contract 
sped. 

His good friend Death made wonderful 

demands. 
As if they played into each other's hands ; 
As if the carpenter and Death went 
snacks — 
Wishing to make as much as e'er they 

could 
By this same contract coffin* wood. 
For such as Death had thrown upon their 
backs. 


sm. 


To say his catechism to Mistress Wynn. 


This carpenter, like men of other trades. 
Whom conscience very easily persuades 

To take from neighbours useless super- 
fluity, 
Resolved upon an economic plan, 
Which shows that in the character of man 

Economy is not an incongruity. 

I know some monarchs say the same — 

whose pulses 
Beat high for ivory chain, and beds, and 

bulses. 
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For Jo, this man of economic A>rt 
Made aU his coffina much too short, 
Tet sDUglj he accommodates the dead — 
Cuts off| with much sangfroid, the head ) 
And then to keep it aafci as well as warm, 
He mvely puts it underneath the arm ; 
Making his dead man quite a Faris beau ! — 
Hugging his juwi sn daptau brag. 


Bnif Thomas, now to those cartoons of 

Do ask thy soTeretgn, in my name, 

What's to be done with those rare pie- 
tores next ? 
Some months ago, by night, they traveUed 

down 
To the Queen's house in Windsor town, 
At which the London folks were vastly 
vexed. 

For if thoee fine oartooos, as history says, 
Were (much to this ^eat nation's praise) 

Bought for the nation's sole inspeotion, 
VmuAed, to suffer any man to feel 'em. 
Or soffar any forward dame to steal 'em, 

Woold be a national reflection. 

Tom, aak, to Strelitz if they're doomed to 

Becanse the walls are naked there, I 
know — 

Strelitx amouae-holeis, all dark and drear; 
And should the pictures be inclined to stray, 
Not liking Strelitz, they may loee their way, 

And ramble to some Hebrew auctioneer : 

Where, like poor captured negroes in a knot. 
The holy wanderers may be made a lot — 
And, like the goods at Qmrraway's we 

handle, 
Christ and the saints be sold by vuh of 

amdU! 

Dearly beloved Thomas, to conclude ! 

(I see thee ready to bawl out, *' Amm :") 
Joking apart, don t think me rude, 

For wishing to instruct thy lyric pen. 

Whether, like txoot and eels, in humble 

pride, 
Along the simple stream of prose we glide ; 
Or, stirring from below a cloud of mud, 
Idke whales we flounder through the lyric 

flood; 
Or if a pastoral image charm thee more ; 
Whether the vales of prose our feet explore, 
Or raised sublime on Ode's aerial steep, 
We bound from rock to rock Uke goats and 

sheep ; 
O 


Whether we dine with dukes on fifty 

dishes, 
Or, poet-like, against our wiskes, 
On beef or pork, an economic crumb 
(Perchance no bigger than our thumb, 
Turned by a bit of packthread at the fire.,) 
To satisfy our hunger's keen desire ; 
A good old proverb let us keep in view — 
Viz, I'homas, " Give the devil his due." 

Whether a monarch, issuing high com- 
mand. 

Smiles us to court, and shakes us by the 
hand ; 

Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the 
shoulder. 

And bid our tuneful harps in prison 
moulder ; 

Sell not (to meannesssunk) one golden line — 

The Muse's incense for a gill of wine. 

This were a poor excuse of thine, my 

friend — 
<' Few are the people that my ode attend : 
I'm like a county clock, poor lonely 

thing. 
That on the stair-cafe, or behind the door. 
Cries * Cuekow, cuckow,' just at twelve 

and four. 
And chimes that vnlgar tnne, ' God save 

the king.' " 

Oh ! if deserting Windsor's lofty towers. 
To save a sixpence in his barrack bowers, 
A monarch shuffles from the world awav, 
And gives to Folly's whims the bustling cfay ; 
From such low themes thy promised praise 

recall, 
And sing more wonders of the old mud nail. 


SIR JOSEPH BANKS AND THE EM 
PEROR OF MOROCCO. 

A TALK. 


JVta omnia ppMMuvau omnes. 

0»« inteUeet not all things eomprehands : 
The genua formed for weeds, and grubs, and fllei , 

Can*t have for ever at its finger ends 
WlMt's doing every moment In the sides. 


PROEMIUM. 

PKTRUS LOQUITUR. 

SiHcx members lost to manners, growl ; 
Call poor Sir Joseph ass, and owl; 
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Nay, ofl with coarser epithets revile ; 
Though pitying much his pigmy merit : 
Let me display a Christian spirit, 

And try to lif\ a lame dog o'er a stile. 

Though not, like Erskino, in the law a 
giant, 

I most take up the cudgels for my client. 

Know by these preserUSy then, ye noisy crew, 

Who at his blushing honours* look so 
blue, 
That though Sir Joseph is not deep-dis- 
cerning, 

And thoucrh, as all the world well knows, 

A nutshell might with perfect ease enclose 
Three quarters of his sense, and all his 
learning ; 

Whose modest wisdom, therefore, never 
aims 

To find the longitude, or born the Thames ; 

Yet, as to things he sets himself about, 
With tooth and nail, like Hercules, so 

stout, 
He labours for his wish, no matter 

what ;— 
1 can't say that Sir Joseph lions kills, 
Hugs giants, or the blood of hydras spills ; 

But then most manfully he eats a bat. 
Eats toads, or tough, or tender, old, or 

young, 
As in the sweetest strains the Muse hath 

sung :t 
Fit with the hugest Hottentot to cope, 
Who dines on raw flesh at the Cape of 

Hope. 

Blessed with a phiz, he bids the members 
tremble I 
To dcathlilce silence turns the direst din ; 
And where so many savages assemble; 
Like hounds, they want a proper whip> 
per- in. 

Dare members sleep,t a set of Snoring 

Groths, 
Whilst Blagden reads a chapter upon 

moths ? 
Down goes the hammer, clothed with 

thunder ! 


* JBlnthinr kenonr9-^tbe aatbor andoubtedly 
means the epithet bltukingtobe understood aasyn- 
onymouf with blinmingf and not in a satirical 
sense : God forbid that the friend of 81/ Joseph 
should mean otherwise ! 

t Bee Peter's Prophecy. 
' t Frequently, indeed, are the memben sent to 
the land of shadows, by the society's somniferous 
papers ; assisted, in a great measure, in their voy- 
age, by the doctor's drowsy manner ofcommunic-it- 
ing the contents. 


Up spring the enorera, half without their 

wigs. 
Old ^eybearcls grave, and smock>faoed 

prigs, 
With ell'Wide jaws displaying fligns of 
wonder. 

Lo ! perseverance is the soul of action ; 
And courage proper to oppose a faction ; 
Therefore he sits with wonderful propriety, 
The M(fnro of a mad society : 
And that he is both brave and persevering, 
Witness the following story, well worui 
hearing. 


A president, in butterflies profound. 
Of whom all insect-mongers sing the 
praises, 
Went on a day to catch this game renown- 
ed. 
On violets, dung^hills, nettle-tops, and 
daisies! 
Bat first (so pious is Sir Joseph's nature) 
He thus addressed the butterfly *8 Crea- 
tor: 


.TH£ VIRTUOSO a PRAYER. 

THoir, whose wisdom planned the skies, 
And formed the wings of butterflies, 

Attend my humble prayer ! 
Like £gypt, as in days of yore, 
Let earth with flios be covered o'er, 

And darkened all the air. 

This, Lord, would be the best of news-^ 
Then might thy servant pick and choose 

From such a glorious heap : 
Forth to the «irorld I'd boldly rush, 
Put all Museums to the blush, 

And hdd them all dog-cheap. 

Pharaoh had not one grain of taste— 
The flies on him were thrown to waste, 

Nsy, mot with strong objection ; 
But had thy servant, Lord, been there, 

1 should have made, or much I err, 
A wonderful collection ! 

O Lord ! if not my memory fails. 
Thou once didst rain on people quail*— 

Again the world surprise ; 
And 'stead t)f such a trifling^ bird, 
Rain on thy servant Joseph, Lord, 

Showers of rare bntternies! 

I 

Since monsters are my great delight, 
With monsters oharm thy servant's sight, 
Turn ieathers into hair : 
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Make legs wbere logs were never Men, 
And eyes, no bigger than a pin, 
As broad as saucers stare. 

Tike reptiles that are bom with olaws, 
O ! let thy power supply with paws, 

Adorned with human nails ; 
la value more to make them rise, 
Traniiplant from all their heads, their eyes, 

And place them in their tails. 

And if thon wisely wouldst contrive 
To make me butterflies alive, 

To fly without a head ; 
To skim the hedges and the fields, 
Nay, eat the meat thy bounty yields; 

Siieh wonders were indeed ! 

Blagden should puff them at our meeting ; 
Members would press around me gteeting ; 

Tho Journals swell with thanks ; 
And more to. maffnify their fame, 
Thoee headless flies should have a name— 

My name — Sir Joseph Banks ! 


Thus havin^f finished, forth Sir Joseph hies, 
Hope in his heart, and eagles in his eves 2 
Joet like a pointer, quartering well his 

ground. 
He nimbly trots the field around ! 
At length, to bless his hunting ambulation, 
UpTose a native of the fluttering nation. 
Brofid stared Sir Joseph as if struck by 

thunder 
(For much, indeed, are eyes enlarged by 

vronder) ; 
When from a dab of dung, or tome sttch 

thing, 
An Emperor of Morocco reared his wing ! 

Not Archimedes, 'tis my firm belief, 
More blessed, cried " Eureka, I've nabbed 

the thief;" 
Nor iuiDten, when a hare, to shun fool 

Steals from his seat so sly, cry, '* Stole 


away 


. »» 


Nor stale old nymphs, by raging virtue 

swayed. 
Roar on a frail one, " Kill the wicked 

jade :" 
Than roared Sir Joseph on the verdant sod, 
" Morocco's Emperor, by th« living God !" 

Not with more joy, nor raptu^ speaking 

look. 
The little gamesome PieeMUif duke 
£yee a nice tit, fresh laandbed upon tfie 
town; 


Nor with more pleasure Cupid's trosty 

crimp, 
By mouths of vulgar people named a pimp, 
Stares on his virtuous fee, a crown : 

Nor King's- Place nymphs, on greenhoms 

in their power, 
Who (shamelefs rascals, wanting not a 

wife) , 

Hire love, like hackney-coaches, by the 

hour, 
Damning tho love so true that lasts for 

life; 
Nor withered Windsor on the simple 

maid, 
From scenes of rural innocence betrayed ; 
Forced to dispose of nature's sweetest 

charms ; 
Doomed for a meal to sink a beauteous 

wreck : 
To lend to man she loathes, her lip, her 

neck, 
And, weeping, act the wanton in his 

arms ; 
Than did the hero of my song. 
Survey the Emperor as he moved along. 

Not with more glee a hen*peoked husband , 

spies 
Death shutting up his wife's two oat-like 
oyes, 
Accustomed on him ofl and fierce to roll ; 
Just like a galley-slave, poor fellow, 

treated , 
Or those poor English at Calcutta sweated. 
Stuffed in the old Black Hole ; 

And yet a neater'simile to use, - 

Not with more true delight a lover views 

The blushing orient leading on the day, 
That gives a blooming partner to his arms, 
In virtues rich, and rich in youthful charms, 

To bid the hours with rapture glide away : 

Sad anxious swain, who now in bed, now 

out,' 
Tossed, like the sea, with thundering 
thoughts about; 
Cursing with hearty prayers the lingering 
■ night : 
Now trying hard to sleep^ awa^ the time ; 
Now staring on the dark, Lke bards for 
rhyme, - 
To catch the smallest glimpse of light. 
Afraid that Phmbus means foul play. 
And bent to spite him, lie a-bed all day : 

And bcn&fid^y not of rapture fuller, 
Thurlow, the seal and royal conscience 
keeper. 
Sees his prime favourite Mr Justice BuUer, 


108 


PETER PINDAR. 


High throned in Chancery, grieve the 
poor Sir Pepper, 
Than did the president ao keen espy 
The batterfly 1 

Lightly with winnowing wing, amid the 
land, 
His Moorish Majesty in cirolea flew ! 
With stord V striding legs, and on^stretched 
hand, 
The yirtaoao did his prey pursue. 

He strikes — he misses — strikes again— he 
grins, 
And sees in thought the monarch fixed 
with pins ; 
Sees him on paper giving up the ghost. 
Nailed, like a hawk or martyr, to a post. 

Oil fell Sir Joseph on the slippery plain. 
Like patriot Eden — fell to rise again ; 
'Hie emperor sailing, sported on before : 

Like Phosbus coursing Daphne was the 
chase, 

But not so was the meaning of the race, 
Sir Joseph ran to kill, not kiss the Moor ; 

To hold him prisoner in a glass for show. 
Like Tamerline (redoubtable his rage). 

Who kept poor. Bajaiet, his vanquished 
foe, 
Just like an owl or magpie in a cage. 

Again to earth Sir Joseph fell so flat, 

Flat as the flattest of the flounder race ! 
Down with Sir Joseph dropped his three 
cocked hat. 
Most nobly shariug in his friend's dis- 
grace. 
Again he sprine[8, with hope and ardour pale, 
And blowing lisethe fish baptized a whale ; 
Darting his arms now here, now there, so 

wild. 
With all the eager raptures of a child, 
Who with broacTanzious eye a bauble views. 
And, capering logs and hands, the toy pur- 
sues. 

A countryman, who, from a lane^ 
Had marked Sir Joseph running, tumb- 
ling, sweating, 

Stretching his hands and arms, like one 
insane. 
And with those arms, the air around him 
beating. 

To no particular opinion leaning. 

Of such mancBuvring could not guess the 
meaning. 

At length the prendent, all foam and muck, 
Quite out of breath, and out of luck. 


Pursued the flying monarch to the plane 
Where stood this countryman, with mar- 
velling fane. 

Now through the hedge,ezaotly likeahoiw. 
Wild plunged the president with all his 
force, 
His brow in sweat, his soul in perturba- 
tion; 
Mindless of trees, and bushes, and the 

brambles. 
Head over heels into the lane he scrambles, 
Where Hob stood lost in wide-mouthed 
speculation ! 

" Speak,** roared the president, " this in- 
stant — say, 
Hast seen, hast seen, my lad, this way 
The Emperor of Morocco pass ?"— 
Hob to the iosect>httnier nought replied, 
But shook his head, and sympathizing 
sighed, 
'* Alas! 
Poor gentleman, I'm sorry for y^. 
And pity much your Ufper atmy!" 

Lo ! down the lane alert the emperor flew, 
And struck once more Sir Joseph's hawk- 
like view : 
And now he mounted o'er a garden wall ! 
In rushed Sir Joseph at the garden-door, 
Knocked down the gardener — what could 
man do more 7 
And left him as he chose to rise or sprawl. 

O'er peerless hyacinths our hero rushed, 
Throuffh tulips and anemonies he pushed, 
Brewngahnndred necks at every spring : 
On bright carnations, blushing on their 

banks. 
With desperate hoof he trod, and mowed 
down ranks, 
Such vast ambition urged to seize the 
king! 

Bell glasses, all so thick, were tumbled o'er, 
And, lo ! the cries, so shrill, of many a 
ixore, 
A sad and fatal stroke proolaimed : 
The scarecrow, all so red, was overturned. 
His vtnished hat, and wig, and head, he 
mourned. 
And much, indeed, the man of straw was 
maimed ! 

Just guardian of the sacred spot. 
With face so fierce, and pointed gun. 

Who threatened all the birds with shot. 
To kill of sparrows ever]^ mother's son : 

Fieioe as those scarlet ministers of fate. 

The warlike guardians of St James' gate ! 
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Tat not content with fatti like theee, 

He tnmbled o'er a hive of beee t 

Out ruihed the hoet, and wondered from 

their ioqIs, 
What devil dared daah their home aboat 

their poUa. 

Ijike Looia.* whooo fierce heart was each, 
As made him, like a football, kick the 
Dnteh! 

But soon the small, heroic, injared na- 
tion - 
Descried the author of their obligation ; 
And, to repay it, round him rushed the 
swarm; 
Prodigious was the buz about his ears ! 
With all their venom did thej push their 
spears, 
But lo ! they woiriked him not one grain 
of harm! 
Tet did no god nor godling intervene, 
By way of screen ! 

The happy head their pointed spears de- 
fied, 

Strong, like old Homer's shields, in tough 
bull hide. 
And brass well tempered, to support the 
nock !-^ 

The bees their disappointed vengeance 
mourned, 

And from their fierce attack, fiitigued, re- 
turned, 
Believing they had stormed a barber's 
block. ' 


What was thought death and tortures by 

the clan, 
Was only tickling the great man ! 
Thus rouind big Ajaz raged the Trojan 

host, 
Who might as well, indeed, have drubbed 

a post 

The gardener now for just revenge up- 
sprung, 

O'erwhelmed with wonderment and dung. 
And fiercely in his turn pursued the 
knight ! 

From bed to bed, full tilt the champions 
raced, 

Thin ehased the knight, the knight the em- 
peror chased, 
Who scaled the walls, alas ! and vanished 
out of sight; 

To find the empress, p'rhaps, and tell her 
grau 

The merry history of the ehaso. 

• LmIsZIV. 


At length, the gardener, swelled with rage 
and dolour, 

O'ertaking, grasps Sir Joseph by the ooUar, 
And blessed with favourite oaths, abun* 
dance showers ; — 

'' Villain," he cried, " bejrond example I 

Just like a cart'horse on my beds to tram- 
ple. 
More than your soul is worth, to kill my 
flowers ! 

See how your two vile hoofii have made a 
wreck — 

Look, rascal, at each beauty's broken 
neck !"— 

Mindless of humbled flowers, so freely 
killed, 
Although superior to his soul declared, 
And vegetable blood profusely spilled, 

Superior, too, to all reward : 
Mindless of all the gardener's plaintive 

strains, 
The emperor's form monopolixed his brains. 


At length he spoke, in sad despairing tones, 
" Gone ! by the God that mad^ me ! — ^Damn 

his bones! 
O Lord! no disappointment mine snr- 

passea^; — 
Fob ! what are paltry flowers and broken 

glasses, 
A tumbled scarecrow, bees, the idle whim?-^ 
Zounds ! what a set of miscreants to kirn ! — 

« 

<• Gone is my soul's desire, for ever 
gone !" — 

" Who^ gone ?" the gardener atraight re- 
plied— 

** The emperor. Sir," with tears, Sir Joseph 
cried — 
" The emperor of Morocco— thought my 
own! 

To unknown fields behold the monarch 
fly!— 

Zounds ! not to cateh him, what an ass waa 

IV 

His eyes the gardener, full of horror, 

stretched ; 
And then a groan, a monstrous groan he 
fetched. 
Contemplating around his ruined wares ; 
And now he let Sir Joseph's collar go ; 
And now he brayed aloud with bitterest woe, 
" Mad , madder than the maddest of March 
hares! 

*< A poz confound the fellow's Bedlam rigs ! 
Oh ! he hath done the work of fifty pigs ! 
The devil take his keeper, a damned 
For letting his wild bmst get loose !'' 


no 
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But now the gardeneri terrified, began 
To think himself too noar a man 

In 00 Peg^ Nicholson a sitaation ; 
And, happy from a madman to eicape, 
He left nim without bow, or nod, or acrape, 

Like Jeremiah 'midst hia lamentation. 

Such is the tale — if readere sigh for more. 
Sir Joaeph's wallet holdeth many a score. 


A LYRIC EPISTLE TO LORD MA- 
CARTNEY, 

I 

AMBASSADOR TO THE COURT OF CHINA. 

O CROWiTED with glory by our ginrimu 

Decked in his livery too, a glorums thing, 

Amid the wonders at Saint James' done ; 

At house of Buckingham, in Richmond 

bowers, 
At Kew, and lastly Windsor's lofly towers, 
Rich scenes at once of nu^esty and 
fun; 

Forgot noithou the camp on Bagshot Heath, 

Where met the grimly regiments of death ; 

Where not the devil their rage snblime 

could damp-— 
Though heaven, as if it meant to mock the 

matter, 
Poure# on their powdered heads huge tubs 

of water, 
And made the mighty Heath a dirty 

swamp. 

Yes, of our Bagshot wonders tell Kien 

Long — 
Delicious subjects for the epic song. 

Talk of the valiant troops, all heaven- de- 
scended. 

On which the kings of Britain ofl depend- 
ed. 
When bold rebellion through the nation 
ran; 

Her venom spread, and told a tmlgar host. 

To humble, sweet Subordination lost. 
That lo ! the fnigktiest tnanareh was bru 
man! 

Such soldiers ! such rare generals ! no pol' 
troonSf 

Swelled by the gas of courage to bal- 
loons; 

Where, though those men like bacon all 
were smoked, 

Not one, by God's good providenfie, was 
choked. 


Of Richmond's mighty chieftain, Richmond 
speak*— 
*<JV*<Mo wet, a riding dishclout," shalt 
thou say — 
" Now broiling, whining, dropping like a 
steak. 
So valorous ,'mid the sun's meridian ny 1" 

Talk to Kien Long about his grace's ooul ; 
What wisdom, sweetne'ss, love, pervades 
the wholo ! 

But sotds in common are a dreary waste. 
By brambles, thistles, barbarous docks dis- 
graced ; 
That need the ploughshare, harrow,and 
the fire- 
Some 90uls are eaves of filth and spectred 

gloom, 
That want a window and a broom. 
To yield them light, and clear Uie mire. 

When honoura lift th' unworthy fool on 
high. 
On Fortune how with fierce contempt I 
scowl ! • 

She han^s a dirty cloud upon the sky, 
And with an eagle's pinion imps an owl. 

Yet knaves and fools enjoy their btehfhouro^ 
And ribbons, 'stead of ropes, their backs 
adorn — 
Thus crawls the toad amid the fiurastflow* 
ers. 
And with the lily drinks the dews of 
mom. 

But royal Richmond honoun' exaltation— 
The pole-star of our military nation. 
How pleasant then to see a Richmond rise ! 
Friend of a king, and favourite of the 
skies ! 

Charles,* to support a bastard and a whore. 

Imposed a tax on coals, that starved the 
poor : 
Those sans-eidotteo-m^Tk made the sad- 
dest din ! 

But mark, how often good proceeds from 
eml ! 

This deed of Charles is now a wkU^watked 
devil — 
Lo, Richmond casta a lustre round the 
sin! 

By means of this onceshamifuL tax on coal. 
He sniggles modott Merit from her hole ! 


• King of EnsIaDd, whoM mlstrast was a 
French woman, Uie great, givat, and iUnstrioas 
anceator of hIa present giaoe. 
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Ill 


Where is the soldier thet is not his friend ? 
See Admiration to his virtues bend ; 

And loj the scar-elad veteran adores ! 
While Qiory humbly knoelinff to the skies, 
WiUf sapplioating hands ana fervent eyes, 

A length of days npon his head implores. 

Say, that his grace, ambitions of a name, 
Is ever angling to catch martial fame : 
And say too, how most fortunate the duke, 
What noble fishes hang upon his hook ; 
fFhilst humbler mcurtals, labouring day and 

Bight, 
Poor patient creatoresy seldom feel a bits. 

Fomsr in the hands of Virtue is heaven's 

devt, 
Tbmi ibstering feeda the flower of happiest 
hue — 
In Vice's grasps it withers, wounds, and 
kills: 
'Tie then the fang so fatal, formed to make 
A passage -for the venom of the smakef 
That Nature's life with dissolution fills. 

Bow down, ye armies, then, and thank your 

God, 
That Richmond holds the military rod ; 
No JasiMs h$y with se//EM vtetos to fob^ 
And touch the nation's pocket with a job.* 

Tes, let the emperor all about him hear, 
Talk of the bold transactions of the peer ; 

And say, what probably he can't believe. 
That lo, the dauntless body of his grace, 
In dneis bored, has scarcely one sound 
place— 

A honeycomb, a cullender, a sieve ! 


Who, spying such commotion in the land, 
Concluded some groat matter was in hand. 
Much blood and carnage 'midst contend- 
ing foes. 

Say, how the world his deeds with wonder 

saw ; 
Say, that the Bagshot-bushes bbwed with 

awe ; 
And say, his phiz such valour did inspire, 
That lo, the yerj ground he trod, caught 

fire.* 

Say, how went forth to see him, half the 

nation. 
Their months well crammed with dust and 

admiration — 
So ardent every eye's devouring look. 
To seize the galloping, the flying duke. 

Such eating and such guzzling ever day ! 

Nothing to pay ! 
All the duke's friends, great quality and 
small ; 
Our great King (George, and lovely 

queen, 
Were entertained scot-free, I ween— 
Our generous nation doomed to pay it all. 

And yet, when Parliament beholds the 

bill, 
I think that Parliament, with much ill will. 
May growl, and swear it was an idle 
thing, 
This game of soldiers, such a childish play — 
But let me answer Parliament, and say^ 
It was not childishf for it pleased the 
king-- 


Say, how that nothing oeuld his courage 

check ; 
Proud of his post, and fearless of his neck« 
Though only one upon his shoulders 

dtoT — 
Thus Valour smiles at danger, death, and 

pain. 
And feels an eighteen-pounder through his 

brain. 
Coolly as seme a pat upon the ear 1 

« 

Say, bow he galloped wild, up hill, down 

dale; 
frightened each village, turned each hovel 

pale; 
Struck all the birds with terror, save the 

crows. 


• Witness the convenient bouse and gardens 
near Plymouth-Dock so econoroicaUy built with the 
public money. The annals of honour Aimlsh us 
Boc with a subllmer instance of self-denial. 


It made Tom Paine, the bull- dog, hold his 

tongue ; 
Armed with sucif lion-paws, and teeth so 

long. 

Say, that the sun-like, duke shone forth so 

bright, 
That Punch ne'er triumphed in a fiercer 

fight. 
Say, how he fired the Hownsloto mills of 

powder ; 
Say, how the empathizing grain, with 

sound, 
Frightened the tiles from all the roofs 

aronnd, 
Defying the bold thunder to roar louder! 

Say, that immortal Ccsart trod the place 
Now fiercely galloped over by his giiice. 

* This is a literal ftet. 

f Julius Cesar was most certainly at Bafsfaot. 
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Saj, that Um gods beheld htm from on 

high — 
That, to the lord of battles,* with a sigh, 
Thos spoke the monarch of the cloads — 
** Son Mats, 
Had Troj poasessed a hero like the duke, 
lyith suck a seal, and such a fighting look, 
Otur eity had been safe amidst her wars. 

** Go qniekly, poll thy hat off to the duke, 
And beg a lesson from the hero's book." 

Lord! as the duke, where powder only 
flamed, 
Wss so inspired, so ralorous, and so 
hot; 
How > had this duke the sons of battle 
shamed, 
*Mid scenes of thmider, where they 
charged with tkot ! 

Say too (and verily it was no joke) 
Although BO lofty on- their doud'^apt 
towers, 

,8aah were the Tolnmes of ascending 
smoke, 
Smutty asblaeksmiths looked the heaven- 
ly powers; 

And that the manof strawt (a thought how 
bright !) 

Flew np, and pat their godships in a fright ! 

Tell him, which probably may canse a 

smile. 
That, at the distance of a mile, 
His grace, a skull that powder wants, 
can note ; 
(Which when it happens, let that skull be- 
ware) 
See too a club with one disordered hair, 
And mark one spot of grease upon a coat. 

Thus war was Gothic, slovenly, unchaste, 
'Till Richmond ushered in the mom of 
taste! 

Say too, that for the honour of the nation, 
We hope to see a book on reputation^ 
Proving that mMic vice should bring no 

shame ;f 
That private only damns a noble name. 

* Man. 

t It Is repoitod, that a coloMal figure, atiiiibd 
wlUi stnw, was blown oat of the hill, to ^ve their 
ni^eities an adequate idea of the aaoent of ten 
thooaand men or so, a fVeqaent event at grand 
negea. It is moreover reported, that this stnliM 
ngure ohtained a large portion of royal upioba- 
tion. Indeed I am strongly inclined to believe the 
»tory.—It was quite a new idea. 

t The reader b desired to ask Loid Lauderdale 
coBcemiDf this matter. 


Tbns the poor nymph, too easy to contend, 
Who blnshing sins in secret with a friend. 

Shall be a viler hussey than the woman 
Who hangs her lips Uke cherries ont for 

sale, 
And shows her bosom's lilies to regale 
Each grazing beast that offers— quite a 
common. 

** Why should I say all this unto the kingi" 
Thou criest, O Macartney,— Good may 

spring : 
It may unto thine embassy give weight, 
By putting great Kien Long into a Inght 

^* Who knows," Kien Long may whine 

with rueful face, 
« Bnt aU the rank and file are like hk 


Then shall I shake npoi) my sapphire 
throne: 
For troops like Richmond, that on valour 

feastt 
May, like wild meteors, pour into mine 
east. 
And leave my palace neither stick nor 
stone; 

" Like roaring lions rush to eat me np— 
In Britain breakftst, and in China snp." 


TO THE SHIP. 

THOU , SO nicely painted, and so trim. 
Success attend our court's delightful 

whim ; 
And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board ; 
With coaches just uke gingerbread, so 

fine. 
Amid the Asiatic world to shine, 
And greet of China the imperial lord. 

Methinks I view thee towering at Can- 
ton ; 

1 hear oach wide-mouthed salotation*gun ; 
I see thy streamers wanton in the gale , 

I see the sallow natives crowd the sfioce, 
I see them tremble at thy royal roar ; 
1 see the very Mandarines torn pale. 

» 

Pacodas of Nang-yan|p, and Con-chin-choo, 
So lofty, to our travelling Britons bow ; ^ 
Bow, mountains sky-en wrapped of Chin- 
chung-chan ; 
Floods of Ming-ho, your thundering voices 

raise; 
Cuckoos ofMinff-fou-yon, exalt their pnuM, 
With goeae of Sou-chen-che, and Tang- 
ting-tan. 
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monkejB of Toa-fon, pnv line the road, 
Hang by your tails, and all the branchei 

load; 
Then grin applanae upon the gandy throng, 
And cCop them hononra aa they pass along. 

Frogs of Foa-ri, O croak ftom pools of 

green; 
Winnow, ye batterflies, around the soene ; 

Sing O be joyful, every Tillage pig ; 
Goats, sheep, uid oxen, throngn your pas- 
tores prance ; 
To buffaloes and dromedaries, dance ; 
And elephants, pray join th' unwieldly 

j»«- 

1 oaark, I mark, along the dusty road. 
The glittering coaches with their nappy 

load, 

All proudly rolling to Pekin's fair town ; 
And lo, arrived, I see the emperor stare, 
Deep manrelltng at a sight so very rare ; 

And now, ye godsi I see the emperor 

And now I hear the lofty emperor say, 
'^ €hx>d folks, what is it that you want, I 
pray?" 
And now I hear aloud Macartney cry, 
" Emperor, my court, informed that you 

were rich, 
Soblimely feeling a strong money-itch. 
Across the eastern ocean bade me fly ; 

'^ With tin, and blankets* O great king, to 

barter, 
And gimcracks rare for China-man and 

Tartar. 

^ But presents, presents are the tUngs we 

mean : 
Some pretty diamonds to our groooitft^ueen, 
^g as one s fist or so, or somewhat bigger. 
Would eut upon her petticoat a fiirure— 


upon ner petticoat a fig 
A petdcoat of whom each poet sings. 
That beams on birth-days for the best of 
kings. 

^ Tee, presents are the things we chiefly 
wish — 
These give not half the toil we find in 
trade." 
On which th* astonished emperor cries, 
*«Odsfish! 
Preeents ! — ^present the rogues thebasti- 
nade." 

Steal Resolution's eyes, that flashed with 
fate, 
At danger cowering, wears a withered 

P' 


Palsied his sinewy arm, where yengeanoe 

sate. 
Whose grasp the rugged oak of ages 

8ho<« — 

His blood so hot, grown suddenly so chill ; 
Sunk firom a torrent to the creeping rill. 

In short, behold with dread Macartney 

stare; 
Behold him seized, his seat of honour bare ; 
The bamboo sounds — alas ! no yoice of 

Fame; 
Stripped, schoolboy-like, and now I see his 

train, 
I see their liljr bottoms writhe with pain, 
And, like his lordship's, blush with blood 

and shame. 

Ah ! what avails the coat of scarlet dye, 
And collar bine, around their pretty 
necks? 
Ah ! what the epetuUUeSj that roast the eye, 
And loyal buttons blazing with Gtorge 
Rezf 
Heavens I if Kien Long resolves upon their 

stripping. 
These are no tJiiismans to ward a whipping. 

Now with a mock solemnity efface, 
I see the mighty emperor gravely place 

Fools'-caps on all thepoor degraded men — 
And now I near the solemn emperor say, 
" 'Tis thus we kings of China /o% pay ; 

Now,children,ye may all go home agen." 

O beauteous vessel, should this prove the 

case, 

How in old England wilt thou shone tby 

face; 

I fear thy visage would be wondrous long. 

Know, it may happen — ministers and kings, 

Likecommon folk,aro fallible — poor things! 

Too often sanguine, and as often wrong. 


Yet, if successful, thou wilt be adored— 
Ik), like a Cheshire cat our courtwill grin? 

How glad to find as many gems on iKmrd, 
As wiU not leave thee room to stick a pin ! 


EPISTLE TO A FALLING MINIS- 
TER. 


Hie nlger est 


HttDc ta RMnane caveto ; 


Blind to an artful bay^s insidnous wiles, 
Why rests the genius of the Quean of IsUs f 
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Whilit Uherty in ironf founds th* alarm. 
Why han^s suspense on Virtue's coward 

arm?-^ 
Whilst Tyranny prepares her jails and 

thongs, 
Why sleeps the sword of Justice o*er onr 

wrongs ? 
Oh ! meanly founding on a father's fame, 
To Britain's highest seat a daring claim ; 
Oh ! if thy face one blush could ever boast, 
And that lorn sign of virtue be not lost ; 
Now on thy visage let the stranger bum, 
And glow for deeds that bid an empire 

mourn. 

Drawn from a garret by the royal sire. 
Warmed like the viper by his niendly fire, 
What hath thy gratitude sublimely done ? — 
Fijrod, like the snake, thy fang upon the son.' 

Yes— thou most generous youth, thy hos- 
tile art 

Hath lodged a poisonous shaft in Britain's 
heart! 

Thy arm hath dragged the column to the 
ground. 

The sacred wonder of the realms around ! 

To make snug, comfortable habitations 

For thee and all thy pitiful relations. 

Barbarian-like — how like those sonsof spoil. 

Whose impious hands on hallowed struc- 
tures toil — 

Base throng, that through Palmyra's tem- 
ple digs, 

To form a lodging for themselves and pigs ! 

Oh ! if ambition prompts thy soaring soul 
To live the thene of future times with 

RoUe; 
Thrice happy youth, like his shall shine thy 

name, 
Who gave th' Ephesian wonder to the 

Same! 

Sick at the name of Rolle, (to thee though 

dear> 
The name abhorred by Honour's shrinking 

ear, 
I draw reluctant from thy venal throng. 
And give jt mention, though it blasts my 

song. 

How couldst thou bid that Rolle, despised 

by all, 
On helpless beauty like a mastifi* fall : 
Then meanly to correct the brute pretend. 
And claim the merit of the/air oiie'# friend?* 

• A most wanton and illiberal attack made by 
thin man on Mn F— h 1 in the House of Com- 
mons ezoaeds all pncedent. 


Art thou the ifouUk on whom the virtues 
smile ? 

The boasted saviour of our sinking isle ? 

O'er such, OMttTum, be thy wing display- 
ed! 

Oh ! waft them from the gibbet to t{iy 
shade ! 

Tet what expect from thee, whose ley 
breast, 

A stranger to their charm, the Loves de- 
test ?— 

TheSf o'er whose heart their fiucinating 
power 

Ne'er knew the triumph of one softened 
hour? 

To give thy flinty soul the tender sigh, 

Vain is the radiance of the brightest eye ! 

In vain for thee of beauty blooms the rose : 

In vain the swelling bosom spreads its 
snows: 

A Joseph thou, against the sex to strive-^ 

Dead to those charms that keep the world 
alive! 

In vain thy malice pours its frothy tide- 
In vain the virtues of thy prince to hide — 
Thou and thy imps, to dim his rising ray. 
Urge clouds on clouds to thwart the golden 

* day! 
Mad toil !— I see his orb superior pass, 
That smiles triumphant on the sable mM. 

O — — — ! a sister kingdom damns thy deeds, 

And pities hapless Britain as she bleeds. 

Hibernia soorns each meanly treacherous 
art 

Hatched by the base rebellion of thy heart. 

That crawls on aspic bloated black with 
fate, 

To pour a dire contagion through the state. 

ShCf with an honest voice, her prince ap- 
proves, 

And nobly trusts the virtues that she loves ; 

Detests a hangman's unremitting toil 

To break upon the wheel a bappy isle ; 

Who yet to push the guilt and folly ftirther, 

Suborns adaresses to applaud the murther I 

Who but must laugh to see thy boasted 
friends 

On whose poor rotten trunks thy all de- 
pends! 

See Bute's mean parasite, thy spaniel, 
creep, 

Whose Argils' eyes of avarice never sleep ; 

A close state leech, who, sticking to tne 
nation. 

As adders deaf to Honour's execration^ 

Sucks from its throat the blood by night* 
by day. 

Nor till the state expires will drop away. 
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Tet lee another ji«iii2, with scowling eye, 

Who draws from J^ature^s soul her deepest 
•iffh ; 

Aehamea her band should usher into li^bt 

What fate should whelm with everlasting 
night ! 

Lost by his arts, behold the beauteous 
maid* 

Whom Iimoemee herself could ne*er up- 
braid, 

Sunk a pale Tictim to the gaping tomb, 

Whilst all but he with grief surveyed her 
doom ; 

Whose heart disdain^l to feel — whose eye 
severe, 

Compassion never melted with a tear ! 

Tet left in silence to himself alone. 

Aghast he heaves the conscience-wounded 
groan! 

At every sound how horror heaves the sigh ! 

How dangers thicken on his straining eye ! 

Ha sees he£pAan<om, formed by treacherous 
love. 

Droop in the grot, and pine amid the grove : 

He marks her mien of woe, her cheek so 
pale. 

And trembles at her shrieks that pierce the 
gale! 

At night'tf'deep noon what fears his soul in- 
vade! 
'"How wild he starts amidst the spectred 
shade ! 

And dreading every hopeless hour the 
last, 

He hears the call of Death in every blast ! 

Such are thy colleagues,! O thou patriot 
boy! 

Whose heads and hearts thy virtues dare 
employ ; 

Who, crouching at thy heels, like blood- 
hounds wait 

To fasten on the vitals of the state ! 

Such are the miscreants who would rule 
the realm ! 

Such the black pirates that would seize the 
helm! 

Had I not known thee, , the Muse had 

sworn. 
That, blessed to see the state to atoms torn . 
Hell with her host had drawn each damned 

plan, 
And for the murder nursed thy dark divan. 


* The melancboly drcmnstance aHuded to here, 
the fkmUy of Dr Lynch, of Canterbury, can beat 
explain. 

t We moat not foriet, however, Meastears their 
graees of R. and O., Harry D., emm ^wnmi» alUs, 
uongh they have not the hoaoar of being men- 
tloiMd tn our Poetical Calendar. 


Speak — hath thy heart with mad ambition 

fired. 
Like Cromwell's, hot for power, to thrones 

aspired ? 
Then may that youngy old traitorous bosom 

feel 
The rapid vengeance of some virtuous 

steel; 
Or what, to bosoms not quite flint, is worse, 
May heaven with hoarv age a rebel curse— 
From sweet society benold him torn, 
Condemned, like Cain, to walk the world 

forlorn. 

Thus rousod to anger for my country's 

wrong, 
The Muse ior vengeance panting poured 

her song — 
But, ah! in vain I wished the blessing 

mine, 
To plant a scorpion's sting in every line. 

Now Prudence gently pulled the poet's ear, 
And thus the daughter of the Hue eyed' 

inaiii,* 
In flatterv's soothing sounds, divinely ' 

said, 
** O Petor ! eldest bom of Phoebus, hear— 
Whose verse could ravish kings, relax tha , 

claw 
Of that gaunt hungry savage christened 

lata — 
Indeed thou wantest worldly wisdom, Peter, 
To mix a little oflener with thy metre— 
Lo ! if thine eye Dsme Fortune's smile 

pursues. 
To oily adulation prompt the Muse, 

<< Give for the future all thy rhymes to 
praise; 
Strike to the glorious Pitt thy sounding 
lyre — 
Thy head may then be crowned with War- 
ton's bays. 
And muttton twirl with spirit at the fire." 

<' Prudence," quoth I, << Indeed^indeed I 

can't— 
I>on*t ask me to turn rogue and sycophant!" 

Now with a smile, first cousin to a grin. 
Dame Prudence answered, bridling up her 
chin— 
" Sweet, harmless, pretty, conscientiow 
pigeon! 
Ah ! Peter, well 1 ween thou art not rich — 
Know that thou'lt die like beggais in a 
ditch- 
Know, too, that hunger is of no religion. 

« Miaerra. 
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^' Sit down and moke a Horace imitation , 
Like Pope ; and let the stanza glow 
With praise of MeMieurs Pitt* and Co. 

The present worthy rulers of the nation." 

With parsed-up puritanic mouth so prim, 
Thus spoke Dame Prudence to the bard of 
whim ; 
Who, with politeness seldom running 
o'er, 
For inspiration scratched his tuneful sconce, 
To please Dame Oracle, for once — 
A dame^ some say, he never saw before. 


IMITATION OF HORACE. 

(ODX XII. BO0X1.) 

On Mesneurs Pitt and Co. 

Musi, having dropped Sir Joseph and the 

king, 
What sort of gentrv shall we deign to sing ? 
What high and mighty name that all 
adore ? 
What ministerial wight fhnX bribes each a£. 
Wolf-like to howl for homage to King 
Pitt, 
And set each smoky alehouse in a roar ; 

That sends to counties, borough-towns, his 

crimps, 
Mias his vote-seducing pimps, 
To bribe the mob with brandy, beer, and 

To put their greasy fists to court addresses, 
Full of professicms kind, and sweet ca- 
resses, 
And with a fiddle lead the logs along. 

Shall Dornford,t king of wine, and mum, 

and perr^. 
Be crowned with lyric bays, with Master 

Merry \t 
Two sages who, in difiTerent places born, 
Chick Lane and Black-Boy Alley did 

adorn ? 


* He was bred up a wblg. 
But with Nabobs to thrive, Sir, 

Who have Totes in the house, 
About two out of five, Blr, 

He gave up to the people, 
And yowed, to nil scandal. 


They should seek for their bread 
Wlthdar 
Famous for sticking his counting-house flill of 


^Ith day-light or candle I 


texts of Scripture, and lately adyertislng for a porter 
who feared God and could carry 500 weight ! 
} An oratorical stationer of Oulldball memnry. 


Or, Muse, suppose we sing King Pitt him- 
self. 

The greatest man on earth— a cunning elf. 
Who driveth, Jehu-like, the church and 
state: 

And, next to royal Pitt, we'll sing the dome, 

Of open, generous, charitable fiime, 
Lamenting sad a monarch's hapless fate ; 

Who though transfixed by sorrow's dart so 
cruel, 

So prudent, numbers each bank note and 
jewel ? 

Nor shall we by olcLBacchus Weymonth 

pass, 
A jolly fellow o'er his glass— 
Nor, Swellenberg, shalt thou a shrimp 
appear, 
Whose palate loves a dainty dish. 
Whose teeth in combat shine with flesh and 
fish, 
'Whose Strelitz stomach holds a butt of 
beer; 
Who soon shalt keep a saleshop for good 
places. 
For which so oft the people squabble, 
From gaping cobblers to their gaping 
graces, 
And thus provide for great and little 
rabble. 

I'll sing how calmly C— n^ takes the bit,' 

And trots so mildly under Master Pitt; 
And Thurlow, too, whom none but Pitt 
could tame, 

Who, blessed with Master Billy's finest 
saddle. 

No longer makes our brains with neighing 
addle — 
No longer now Job's war horse snorting 
flame ; 

But that slow brute whom few or none re- 
vere, 

Fsmed for his fine base voice and length of 
ear; 

Tet now so gentle, yon may smooth his 
nose — 
Poor Chanedbri will make no riot — 
Calm in his stall his aged limbs repose, 
And pleased, he eats his oats and hay in 
quiet! 

This pair, so tame, amid the courtier throng, 
Shall drag their Master William's coach 
along, 


* Learned derivation for money, a term well 
known upon Saffitm hill. P. 
t The name of the horse. 
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And raise the wonder of the million ! 
Just like two bull dogs in a country town, 
That ffallop in their narness up and down, 

Wi£ Monsieur Monkey for postillion. 

We'll nng the brothers of our loving queen, 
Fine, hungry, hearty youths as e'er were 

seen; 
Who, if once tried, would shine, I make 

no doubt — 
And chiefly he who merits high rewards. ^ 
Who, wriggling to the Hanoverian guards, 
Kept the poor Prince of Bru7iswi3t out, 
Although so brave a prince, and spilt his 

blood 
So freely for the king of England's good.* 

We'll sing, too, Master Rolle, who, fond of 

fame. 
High-daring, firom the land of dumplings 
came. 
To bear the nUwtsUr — to be his ass — 
Like Conjuror Balaam's reasoning brute, 
That carried Balaam, Balak to salute. 
And curse the Israelites, alas ! 

■ 

And, lo ! as did the Lord— 

Who oped the mouth of Balaam's beast ; 
So hath our Lord, 'Squire Pitt, upon my 
word, 
Oped Master Rolle's, to give the house a 
feast! 

Tet, hang it ! Devonshire is by Aramt beat — 
A circumstance that wrings the poet's 
soul — 
For Balaam's Jackass made a speech quite 
neat. 
Which never yet was done by Pitt's 
poor Rolle. 

Or shall I sing old Cornwall's death, 
Or fierce Sir Bulface, who resigned his 
breath 
With brother Cornwall in the self-same 
year — 

A downright bear ! 
Who bade a monareh, like a boy at school, 
Mot spend his money like a fool ? 

We too might sing the king of swine. 
Sir Joseph !( peerless in the fattening line. 


* Tbls Is scarcely credible, bat it Is nevertbeless 
tree.— Tbe Prince of Bmnswlck'i nnius wbs forced 
to yield to tbe luperlor one of Um Queen's brotber ! 

t Balaam's conntiy leat. 

t Sir J. Msnbey tbe distiller, who acqnlres annu- 
ally mora than 0000 added to tbe longest tailed 9 
which a school-boy can make, and tbst by what is 
aa abomination to the Jews. 


We too may Brudenell sing, who, some- 
time since, 

Admired and loved, adored and praised his 
prince ;. 
Followed him, spaniel-like, about ; 

Swore himself black, poor fellow, in the 
face, 

That he would ten times rather lose his 
place 
Than leave him — Thus said he with phis 
devout : 

But when it came to pass his highness tried 

him, 
This fidse apostle, Peter-like, denied him ! 

We'll sing Lord Galloway, a man of note. 
Who turned his tailor, much enraged, 
away. 
Because he stitched a star upon his coat 

So small, it scarcely threw a ray — 
Whereas he wished a planet huge to flame, 
To put the moon's full orb to shame — 
He wanted one so large, with rays so thick. 
As to eclipse the star of Sir John Dick ! 
Sir John, who got his star, so bright and 

stout 
For making super-ezeellent loicr krwl.^ 

Or, Muse, suppose we sing the Speaker's 

wig, 
In which, 'tis said, a world of wisdom lies; 

Which to a headpiece, scarcely worth a fig. 
Importance gives, that greatly doth sur- 
prise. 

When through the chaos of the house he 
bawls 

For order that often flies St Stephen's walls; 

Driven by a host of scrapes, and hawks, and 
hums, 

And blowing noses, that distract her drams. 

For, Mnse, we can't well aingpoor Gr — file's 
head. 
Because it wanteth eyes — ^imperfect crea- 
ture ! — 
Again — its lining happeneth to be lead- 
Such are the whimsicalities of nature : 
And thus this speaking headpiece is, no 

doubt, 
As dark witkin as certh 'tis vnihaut ! 

Tet was this youth proclaimed a pretty 

A very promising, a thnving twig, 


Tbis bonour of tbe star was really conferred on 
him by tbe Empru* of Rustioj for Aimisbinf tbe 
Russian fleet, io tbe Mediterranean, witb tbe above 
cabbage manuOicture, to sbarpen tneir courage for 
a massacre of tbe poor Turks. 
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T(iat by hii parents dear was aaid would be* 
1(1 time^, a very comely treoi 
And what thoee parents dear would also sniti 
Produce enormous quantities of fruit, 
By God's ifood grace, and much good look- 
ing after — 
A thought that now conyulseth us with 
laughter ! 

Suppose we chant old Willis and his whip, 

At which the human hide revolts ; 
IVho bids, like grasshoppers, his pupils 
skip, 
And breaks mad gentlemen like colts ; 
Or trains them, like a pointer, to hishand— 
And such the mighw conjuror's command, 
He, by the magic of slicks, ropes, and eyes, 
Commands wild folly to be tame and wise. 

Or grant we throw away a verse or two 
Upon the btdehambcr's* most idle imps — 

Those lords of gingerbread — a ^udv crew, 
Sticking together, just likesoeial shrimps; 

RegacdlesB who the state coach drives. 
So Uiey may lead good, merry, laz^ lives ; 
Pleased even from devils to receive their 

So they, like moths, may flutter life away ! 

Pitt shall the House of Commons rule. 
And eke of poor ineurahUsi the school ; 
And pour on such the veageance of his 

spleen 
As meanly think of Hastings and the — ! 
On diamoada Pitt and Ck>. shall largely 

feast. 
Knock down the nabobs and exhaust the 

East I 

Olady! whose great wisdom thinkoth fit 
To spread thy petticoat o'er William Pitt ! 
This William Pitt and thou, without a joke, 
Will turn out most extraordinary folk ! 
Pitt and the pettieoat shall rule together. 

Each with the other vastly taken ; 
Make, when they choose, or fair or filthy 
weather, 

And cut up kingdom^ just like bacon ! 

Thus having finbhed. Prudence^ with a 
stare, ^ 

Exclaimed, *' Rank irony— thou wicked 

rt!"*^ 
< My Uttle Presbyterian fair, 
1 know it."— 


• So idle Indeed that they moat severely dread 
Tommy Paine and all hia reforming dleciples. 

t Impudence without example, to compare Bed- 
lam to so asgost an assembly. 


'< Ah !" quoth the dame again, with lifted 

eyes, 
** When will this stupid world be wise !" 

** A hi had the prince his proper interest felt. 
And like Bucephalus, the ramous, knelt 

To take Pitt Alexander on his back, 
He might have ambled prettily along. 
And very rarely felt his rider's thong — 

Just now and then a gentle smack, 
T' inform his royal colt what being rode 

him. 
And with such dignity bestrode him. 

Tes! had his higkiuss but vouchsafed to 

stoop f 
With heaven-bom Pitt he might have eat 

his soup, 
Joyed in the full possession of his wishes. 
And with his servant shared the loaves and 

fishes !" 


ELEGY TO THE FLEAS OP TENE- 

RIFFE. 

WtitUn in the Year 1768, ai SatUa Cruz, in 
Company leitk tUe Son of tKe late jSdmirtU 
BoseatoeUf at the House of Mr Maekerrickf 
a Morehant of that Place. 

Yb hopping natives of a hard, hard bed, 
Whose bones, perchance , may ache as 
well as ours, 
O let ns rest in peace the weary head, 
This night'-the first we ventured to your 
bowers. 

Thick as a flock of starlings on our skins, 
Ye turn at once to brown, the lily's 
white ; 
Ye stab us also, like so many pins — 
Sleep swears he can't come near us 
whilst ye bite. 

In vain we preach — in vain the candle's 
ray 
Broad flashes on the imps, for blood that 
itch— 
In vain we brush the busy hosts away ; 
Fearless, on other parts their thousands 
pitch. 

And now I hear a hungry varlet cry, 
" Eat hearty. Fleas— they're sonie out- 
landish men-* 
Fat stufi*— no Spaniards all so lean and 
dry — 
Such charming venison ne'er may eome 
agen." 
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How shall we meet the morn ?~ With 
shame fol eyes ! 
With nibbled hands, and eke with nib- 
bled faces, 
Just like two tarkey eggs, we speckled 
rise, 
Scorned by the Loves, and mocked by 
all the Graces. 

What will the stately nymph, Joanna,* 
say? 
How will the beauteons Catherina* 
stare! 
" Away, ye nasty Britons— fob ! away," 
In sounds of horror will exclaim the 
fair. 

What thoQffh we toll them 'twas Macker- 
rick^t bed ? 
What thoaffh we swear 'twere all Mac- 
kerrick's &eas ? 
Disgusted will the virgins tnm the 
head; 
No more we kiss their fingers on our 
knees. 

No more oar groaning verses greet their 
hand; 
No more they listen to onr panting 
prose; 
No more beneath their window shall we 
stand. 
And serenade their beauties to repose. 

The eowjersationii meet their end ; 
The love inspired fandango warms no 
more; 
The l&offh, the nod, the whisper, will 
o&nd; 
The leer, the squint, the squeezes, all be 
o'er. 

But, O ye ruthless hosts, an Arab train, 
Te daring light- troops of that roving 
race. 
Enow ye tlie strangers whom with blood 
ye stain? 
Know ye the voyagers ye thus dis- 
grace? 

One is a doetor, of redoubted skill, 
A Briton bom, that dauntless deals in 
death; 
Who to the Western Inn proceeds to kill, 
Andy probably, of thtntsands stop the 
breath: 


* Toang Spaniab Ladles of the first fiisblon. 
t He to a pnodpal maaln tlie island, and mueb 
respected. 
t Aihls eieeUeaey *s the governor. 


A bard, whose wing of thought, and verse 
of fire, 
Shall bid with wonder all PamassOs 
start; 
A bard, whose converse monarchs shall ad- 
mire, 
And, happy, leam his lofty odes by heart.* 

The other, lo, a pupil rare of Mars, 
A youth who kindles with a father*s 
flame; 
Boscawen called, who fought a kingdom's 
wars. 
And gave to JmmorUdUff a name, 

Lo, such are loa, freebooters, whom ye bite ! 

Such is our British quality, O fleas ! — 
Then spare our tender skins this one, one 
night — 

To-morrow eat Mackerrioi, if ye please. 


THE CAPTIVE. 


A PCRSIAW ELSOY. 

Scene— TAs 8uUan*s Palace, 

To thee, who rurst o'er Persians wide do- 
main, 
The wretch of Zulpha pours the suppli- 
ant sigh ; 
Shall love the bleeding bosom bare in vain, 
And pity vainly raise th' imploring eye ? 

Lo, virtue weeps ! her sacred drops re- 
vere; 
Nor thus her cheek urith burning blushes 
stain: 
The monarch's heart, that melts at vir- 
tue's tear. 
More than a thousand Uiumphs gUd his 
reign. 

Enough of woe have war's wild horrors 
spread : 
Even now the vallies shriek, the hamlets 
burn. 
See havoc wafl the blaze from shade to 
shade ! 
See the wan shephera o'er the ruin mourn ! 

Say, cannot this the soft emotion wake ; 
Force from thy eye the sympathizing 
stream; 
But shall thy cruelty the wretch o'ertake, 
'Scaped from the ruffian's sword and wast- 
ing flame ? 

* Fartofthii prophecy has been amply verifled. 
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Thoie weeping orbe eternal darkness 
shade. 
If one fond glance thy savage hope in- 
spires : 
Love^B keenest vengeance smite the 
guilty maid, 
False to her fiune, and faithless to his 
fires. 

LiTe, live ye vales of Lar in memory's 
eye, 
Whose song so often stole my ravished 
ear; 
Let Selim's name embalm my constant 
sigh. 
His image brighten every falling tear. 

CanLar's hit valliesfrom remembrance 
fade, 
Mir's echo'ng rill, and Dinnr's conscious 
grove ; 
Where truth and Selim won a willing 
maid. 
Where flowed the shepherd's first fond sigh 
of love f 

Te fair sultanas, that around me 
throng. 
Ah! cease to sooth a captive's hapless 
hours: 
Harsh to my ear is pleasure's careless 
Bonff, 
And dim the radiance sceptred grandeur 
showers. 

Ah ! what avaiU the purple*s costly 
pride, 
The ruby's blush, the diamond's lightning 
beam, 
Attendant slaves, or music's wanton 
tide. 
Or floods of fragrance, that around me 
stream? 

Can pomp from love-siok absence steal 
the sigh, 
Smooth with gay smiles the sullen front of 
care, 
Chase the pale cloud from melancholy's 
eye, 
And calm the deep-toned murmurs of des- 
pair? 

Away those towers, that thus their heads 

advance. 
While servile Flattery crawls a welcome 

guest, 
Where Prostitution darts the wanton 


glance, 
Unvv's 


And Envy's demons gnaw the throbbing 
breast! 


Fairer to me is Susan's dangerous shade, 
Where growling fate, the restless savage 
roams; 
Where horror breathes around a death- 
like dread. 
And crowding spectres haunt the twilight 
glooms. 

Fairer to me the dungeon's dreary round, 
Low-sounding to the captive's hollow sigh ; 

Where the pale pondering wretch, in 
thought profound, 
Nails to the murky floor his haggard eye. 

Te Persian nymphs, with artless man- 
ners blessed, 
And blessed with blooms by beanty's pencil 
spread; 
Retire, sweet strangers, to the throbbing 
breast. 
And court of solitude her deepest shade. 

Wing, where gay freedom bounds from 
ffrove to grove. 
Where love in suety points the tender gaze ; 
Where feeds young innocence her cooing 
dove. 
And meek contentment pours the song of 
. praise. 

Parents of lovely maids, be deaf the ear, 
While pride the flattering pompous tale 
imparts, 
Far from those bowers each blushing 
damsel bear. 
Nor give to misery's gripe iheir gentle 
hearts. 

The tiger growling through th' afirighted 
wood. 
Springs to defend th' endangered young 
from harm ; 
The fierce, the wild-eyed vulture, bathed 
in blood. 
Feels ibr her youngling's cry, the fond 
alarm. 

Thus sung the nymph, the soft sultanas 
sighed : 
Desire with virtue in the monarch strove ; 
*< Be blessed, be Selim thine," at length 
he cried, 
Then gave the maid to liberty and love. 


THE PROGRESS OF ADMIRA'HON ; 
OR, THE WINDSOR GARDENERS. 

Whbm first their majesties to Windsor went, 
X40, almost every mouth was rent— 
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With what ?«— with gaping on the royal 
pair: 
Indeed, from eaat^and weit, and north, and 

' sonth, 
Aniyed large oargoea both of eye and 
month, 
To feast on majesty their gape and stare. 

Not Ponch, the mighty Punch, the prince 

of joke, 
£*er brought together snch a herd of folk. 

Amongst the thousands full of admiration, 
Appeved fair Windsor's gardening nation, 

Blaang with Loyaltj^'s oright torches — 
They humbly came their majesties to greet, 
Begging their majesties to come and treat, 

On every sort of fruit, their grand all- 
forches. 
The couple smiled assent, and asked no 

questions-* 
ReooWed to gratify their great digestions. 

Forth went his majesty, so condescend- 
ing— 

Forth went our gracious queen, the fruits 
commending-^ 
Munching away at a majestic rate. 

The gardeners saw themselves bespread 
withfflory; 

Told untc^afl the alehouses the story ; 
Which houses did again the tale relate. 

Yes, they were all so pleased, that their 
poor things 

Should find such favour in the mouths of 


So happy at the sudden turn of fate, 
As though they all had found a great es* 
tale. 

With awe so stricken were the gardeners 
mute — 

So sharp they eyed them as they ate their 
fruit — 
Marvelling to find that such as wear a 
crown 

Had actions very much like theirs in eat- 
ing; 

And that they moved, when pi^es and nec- 
tarines greeting, 
Their jaws, like other people, up and 
dam; 

And that, like other folks, tliey ate a 
deal — • 

Making (that is to say) a ploughman's 
meal. 

And now the gardeners, all so glorious, 

wanted 
To send to majesty rare things —'twas 

granted. 


Both horse and foot so laboured to em- 
bark it ! 
So much indeed unto their graces came, 
In conseauence of this most loyal flame. 
The palace looked like Convent -garden 
market. 

And lo, their majesties went forth eachday , 
Their compliments to dainty fruits to pay : 
The gardenen met them with best looks 
and bows ; 
And then the royal reputation raised-^ 
The vegetable wisdom highly praised — 
Of C^orge the glorious, and his glorious 
spouse. 

They tdd of Windsor town the gaping 
throng 

What taste end unto majestv belong ; 
As how they picked the oest — strange to 
relate too — 

As how their ejen were of such lofty stat- 
ure ; 

Filled with so much sublimity their nature, 
They looked not on an onion or potatoe — 

Which showed a noble patronizing spirit. 

And proved that even in fruits they nvour- 
ed merit. 

Reader, prepare to drop thy jaw with wqn- 

der; 
Prepare thee now to hear a sound like thun- 
der— 
The gardeners, lo, with majesty grew 

tired! 
No more their gracious visiters desired ! 
In short, when monarchs did themselves 

display. 
The ^deners, hanAjide, ran away ; 
Findmg a sort of vamum 'mongat their 

fruit, 
That did not much their scheme of thriving 

suit. 
For majesty gives nought to subjects^mind — 
Honour and money would be much too 

kind ; 
The royal smile, and guineas' glorious rays, 
Like Semele,* would kill them with the 

blaze. 

They now began exalted birth to smo^, 
And fkncy monarchs much hke common 

folk— 
Therefore, no more, when majesties were 

coming, 
Whistling and laughing, smiling, singing, 

humming, 

♦ The Btory of Semele, not being known to 
every one, is this :— the young lady, ambitious of 
enjoying Jupiter in all his glory, perislied amidit 
the sublime effulgence ol the god. 
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They gmped, and blesang thoir too bappy 

eye0| 
Leaped at meir presence, just like fish at 

flies. 

Thus did those fellows run from queen and 
kincr; 
Which shows the changeful folly of man- 
kind— 
By growing tired and sick of a good thing, 
To actttu happiness blind ! 

For what in this our earthly world can 

spring, 
That's equal to a slorious king ? 
What in this worm of wonders can be seen, 
That's equal to a charming queen ? 

To fancy otherwise, alas ! what sin it is ! 

From such profane opinion how I shrink ! 

There must be somihing greatf for they 
too think 
They're gods, or cousins of diTinities! 

No more the dogs the gardeners pondered 

how 
To say fine words, and make a pretty bow : 
No more they felt a choking in the throat : 
No more looked up and down, and winked 

askew. 
Poor souls, and, silly, wist not what to do, 
When with such awe the royal visage 
smote. 

No, no! the scene was most completely 

altered — 
No longer like some stupid jackass haltered. 
Beside a miller's door, or gate, or post, 
In seeming meditation lost, 
To majesty were drawn their heads so 

thick— 
No-rthey were off-— all admiration-sick. 

Such is sad repetition, O ye gods ! 

And this may really happen to my Odes ! 

Men of huge titles and exalted places. 

Should at a distance commonly be seen — 
Eyes should not be familiar with their 
faces; 
Then wonder goes a oourting to each 
mien. 

Lo, novelty's a barber's strap or bone, 
'That keenness to the razor-passions 
gives: 

Use wearoth out this barber's strap or stone ; 
Thus, 'tis by novelty, enjoyment lives. 

In 20M, a sweet example let us seek— 
I have it^Cynthia's soft luxuriant neck- 


Fixed on the charm, how pleased the 
eye can dwell ! 
How sighs the hand within the gause to 

creep, 
Mouse -like, and on the snowy hills to sleep, 

Raised by the most delicious swell ; 
Like gulls, those birds that rise, and now 

subside, 
Borne on the bosom of the silver tide. 

But let the breast be common — all's un- 
done ; 
Wishes, and sighs, and longings, all are 

gone: 
le hurrying palpitations fly; 
Desire lies deaa upon the gazeless eye. 
Sunk into insipidity is rapture ! 
Thus finisheth of love the simple chapter. 

This is a pretty lesson, though not new ; 

A lesson nt for Gentile or for Jew — 

For love, the cooing, sweet, persuasive 

pigeon. 
Grains all the globe, indeed, to his religion : 
Throughout the world his humble votaries 

pray. 
And worship him exactly the same way. — 
Oth^reli^onB kill — are torn by strife — 
Love kisses, and, what's sweeter still, gives 

life ! 


ADDRESS TO THE VIRTUES. 

* 
Ah, Virtues ! you are pretty-looking crea- 
tures ; 
But then so meek and feeble in your na- 
tures J — 
Thou charming Chastity, now, par ex- 
empU, 
Who guard'st the luscious lip, and snowy 

breast, 
And all that maketh wishing shepherds 
blessed, 
Forbidding thieves on sacred ground to 
trample. 

Appear but Love, the savage, all is lost; 
Famt, trembling, blushing, thou giv'st up 
the ghost : 
Lo, there's an end to all thy mincing 
care; 
The field so guarded, in the tyrant's power ; 
Each fence torn down, despoiled eachmoesy^ 
bower, 
All, all is rudely plundered and laid bare. 

Virtues! you blundered on our world, I 

fear — 
Designed for some more geniU sphere ; 
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Where the wiM passions storm ye not, nor 

tease ye; 
Where every animal's a mild Marohesi. 

I know yonr parentage and education — 
Bom in the skies — a lof\y habitation — 
Bat for a perfect system were intended, 
Where people never needed to be mended. 

How conld yon think the passions to with- 
stand, 

Those roaring blades, so ont of all com- 
mand, 

Whose slightest touch would pull yi« all to 
pieces ? 

They are Goliaths — ^you but little Misses ! 

Then pray go home again, each pretty 
dear— 

You but diegrace yourselves by coming 
here. 


THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE. 

A ■lOHTT potentate, of same discening. 
Inquisitive indeed ! and fond of learning. 
From Windsor oft danced down to Eton 

College, 
To make himself a pincushion of know- 
ledge; 
That is, by gleaning pretty little scraps 
Of Cesar, Alexander, and such chaps. 

There would he oft harangue the master. 
On Homer, Virgil, Pindar, my relation. 
Fast as a jack-fly, very oilen faster — 

Now jack-flies have a sweet acceleration. 
Oft asked he questions about ancient 

kinfffl — 
Natural ! Because so like himself— great 
things! 

He asked if Cesar ever did insist. 
That if his minister would keep his place, 
That minister should always have the 
grace 

To mind deficiencies of civil list ; 

Whether great Cssar ever sent his sons. 
To study all the classics and great guns, 

And bring of art and science nome a store. 
To Gottingen ^his money wisely hoarding), 
As Gottingen is vastlycheap for boarding 

Toung gentlemen whose parents are but 
poor — 

He asked if Ceesar's soul was fond of know- 
ing 
What all the neighbourhood was daily 

doing ; 


What went into the pot, or on the spit- 
How much in house-keeping they yearly 

spent, 
And if, like honest folks, they paid their rent, 

Or gave of victuals to the poor a bit — 

If CiBsar ever to a brew-house went, 
.With lords and ladies of his.conrtso grand, 

And hours on hops, and hoops, and hogs- 
heads spent, 
So wise, with some great Whitbread of 
the land ; 

And tarried till he did the brewer tire, 

And made the brewer's horse and dog 
admire ; 

And curious draymen into hogsheads creep- 
ing* 

Sly rogues, and through the bung-holes 

peeping— 

Whether great CcBsar was so sly an elf, 
As from the very servants to inquire ; 
And know much better than the 'squire 
himself, 
The business of each neighbouring 
'squire- 
As why the coachman Jerry went away ; 
Which of the drivers Joan the cook de- 
filed ; 
Which of the footmen with Susanna lay, 
And got the charming cbamber'maid 
with child — 

He asked if Ciesar's servants all 
Were, cat-like, all good monsers, earned 
their wages ; 
Sought news from street and tavern, bulk 
and stall, 
Like Nicolai, the prince of pages ; 
And whether Cesar, with ferocious looks. 
Found a poor travelling louse, and shaved 
his cooks — 

If CflBsar's minister gave half a crown 

To shoe-blacks, and the sweepers of the 

town, 
To howl, and swear, and clap him at the 

play; 
And when unto the senate-house he rode. 
To spread their elKwide lantern-jaws 

abroad. 
And roar most bull-like whenheoame 

away. 

He asked if Julius CiBsar's wife 
Had ever maids of honour in her life, 

Like any modem economic queen ; 
And if, of saving wisdom full, 
The saving empress ever made a rule. 

So keen, indeed so very keen,— 
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That aU those honourable maids, 
Who wished to sleep in comfortable beds, 
Should purchase their own sheets and pil- 
lowcases, 
To treat their gentle backs, and blooming 
faces — 

Whether great Cesar loved homilitj, 
That is, in sobjectB only, viz, nobility ; 
And eke the commons, deemed a vulgar 
mass, 
Formed by the wisdom of Almighty 

God, 
To carry on their backs a heavenly load. 
Just like a camel, elephant, or 


If Cttsar cut up palaces for pens,, 

And unto butcnering stronsty did incline; 
Sold geese, and turkeys, ducks, and cocks, 
and hens. 
And fattened cows, and calves, and 
sheep, and swine ; 
If rams surpassed him (of ram-glory full). 
Or ever beat him in a bull. 

He asked if Cesar did not find 
Some cunninff fellow for a hind. 
Prepared wiUi strange accounts to meet 

him: 
And in his pigs, and sheep, and bullocks 

cheat htm ; 
And whether CfBsar did not slily watch 

him — 
And what were Cesar's traps to catch him — 

If, like Peg Nicholson, on mischief busy, 
A mantna-maker drew a rusty knife. 

To cleave the emperor in twain, the hi)ssey. 
Frightening the emperor out of his life — 

He asked if Italy was half so blessed 

As England, in that prince of painters, 

West; 
And if there ever lived in Rome's great 

town 
A man who stoU^ like Reynolds, a renown ; 
A man indeed, whose daubing brush. 
Puts Painting, the sweet damsel, to the 

blush-^ 
Then asked if Ciesar ever had the heart 
To give a shilling to the glorious art. 

He asked if Cesar, 'midst his dread oam- 

naigns, 
Felt bold, whene'er well doused by rushing 

rains; 
Not caring even a nngle fig. 
Although thev spoiled a bran-new wig ; 
Joining the* dough tv regiments of death. 
On some wild Wimbledon, or huge Black- 
heath. 


He asked if ever Cesar stand abroad 
(Instead of staring, as he ouffht, at Aome), 

For architects with trash the land to load. 
And raise of gaudy gingerbread a dome ■/ 

Such as is raised by that rare Swede Sur 
Will, 

The grinning mouth of Ridicule to fill— 

Whether the curious Cesar sent to Greece, 
For statues costing heaven knows what 

a-pieoe : 
Then putting under ground a world's rare 

boast,T 
To entertain a toad or ghoet. 

Such were the questions, with a thousand 

more. 
He asked, to swell of knowledges the store ; 
That fell like starlings on the ear, in 

flocks — 
Sure keys for opening Mother Wisdom's 

locks: 

Rare keys that ope the twilight vaults of 
time; 
A thief who, with a sacrilegious pride, 
Doli^hteth something every day to hide, 
Sacks lull of prose and sweetly-sounding 
rhyme. 

Such questions, with a manner quite 
vniftts. 
The monkey boys to mimic soon began — 
And lo, of mimicry the saucy trick, 
, Like wild-fire through the college ran : 
Lord! hinder them! — there could be no 

such thing— 
Thus ^^BTj little rascal was a king ! 

This Fame, who seldom lessons sounds, did 

bear, 
With all its horrors, to the royal ear — 


* Tlie Royal Academy. 

' t A cast, and the only on«, of the famoas 
FarneM Hercales, haying been procured by a coq- 
sidenble ezpenie. as well as trouble, for the benefit 
of the students or the Royal Academy, and the ad- 
miration of the world in general, is now thrust 
away Into a dark hole ; the buildins being rather 
calculated for the support of butterflies, than iteavy 
a«ttf aes. The following short dialogue was writ- 
ten on the occasion : 

Ji Didlogiu hUwetn two Statuetj in an t^ptr room 
qf the Roffol Jleadomy. 

FiratStotuo, 

M What keens old Hercules Mow, 
A feUow or such rare renown ?" 

Second Statue, 

(* nague take thee ! hold thy tongue—fbr know. 
Should ke come «p, wo all go down." 
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The conaeqaenee the Bchool had canae to 

roe; 
To eehoolfl the monarch bade a long adien ; 
Of Eton jonmeys gave th' idea o'er, 
And, angryi never menlioned Cesar more ! 


A POETICAL AND CONGRATULA- 
TORY EPISTLE TO JAMES 
BOSWELL, ESQ. 

OK HII JOUfMAL OF A TOUR TO THE BXB* 

RIDES, wrrn thb cklkbratsd 

DOCTOR JOHMSOK. 


— T^m«'9-if tCo^AfTo »v/oc o^t(tLi: Homer. 


O BoswsLL, BoKzj, Bruce,* whatever thy 

name, 
Thou mighty shark for anecdote and 

fame; 
Thou jackal], leading lion Johnson forth, 
To eat M'Phersont 'midst his native North ; 
To frighten grave profassors, with his 

roar, 
And shake the Hebrides, from shore to 

shore — 
All hail !-— At length, ambitions Thane, thy 

rage. 
To give one spark to Fame's bespangled 

page, 
Is amply gratified — a thousand eyes 
Survey thy books with rapture and sur- 
prize ! > 
Loud, of thy Tour, a thousand tongues have 

spoken, ' 

And wondered— that thy bones were never 

broken ! 

Triumphant, thou through Time's vast 

ffulfshalt sail, 
The pilot of our literarv whale ; 
Close to the classic Rambler, shalt thou 

cling. 
Close, as a supple courtier to a king ! 
Fate shall not shake thee off, witli all its 

power, 
Stuck, like a bat, to some old ivied tower. 
Nay, though thy Johnson ne'er had blessed 

thy eyes, 
Pkoli's deeds had raised tiiee to the skies ! 
Tee ! his broad wing had raised thee, (no 

bad hack) 
A torn-tit, twittering on an eagle's back. 


• ru{»Not6,p.247. 

t The tTADilator (but In Dr Johnson's opinion, 
tte aatkor) of the poems sttributed to Onlan. 


Tliou, curious scrapmonger, shalt live in 

song. 
When death hath stilled the rattle of thy 

tongue ; , 

Even future babes to lisp thy name shall 

learn. 
And Bozzy join with Wood, and Tommy 

Hearn, 
Who drove the spiders from much pfoso 

and rhvme, 
And snatched old stories from the jaws of 

time. 

Sweet is thy page,* I ween, that doth re- 
cite, 

How thou and Jol^nson, arm in arm, one 
night, 

Marched through fair Edinburgh's Paeto* 
lian showers. 

Which Cloacina bountifully pours ; 

Those gracious showers, that, fraught with 
fragrance, flow. 

And gild, like gingerbread, the world be- 
low. 

How sweetly grumbled, too, was Sam's re- 
mark, 

** I smell you, master Bozzy, in the dark !" 

Alas ! historians are confounded dull, 

A dim BocoUa reigns in every skull ; 

Mere beasts of Durden,' broken- winded, 
slow. 

Heavy as dromedaries, on they go ; 

Whilst thou, a Will-o'-wisp, art here, art 
there. 

Wild darting coruscations every whero. 

What tasteless mouth can gape, what eye 

can close. 
What head can nod, o'er thy enlivening 

prose? 
To others' works, the works otthy inditing 
Are downright diamonds, to the eyes of 

whiting. 
Ilunk not I flatter thee, my flippant friend ; 
For well I know, that flattery would offend : 
Yet honest praisOi I'm sure, thou would'st 

not snun, 
Born with a stomach to digest a tun ! 
Who can refuse a smile, that reads thy page. 
Where surely Sam, inflamed wih Tory mge, 
Nassau bescoundrels, and with anger big, 
Swears, Whigs are rogues, and every rogue 

a Whig ? 
Who will not, too, thy pen's mmufia bless. 
That gives posterity the Rambler'st dress ? 
Methinks I view his full, plain suit of 

brown. 
The large grey bushy wig that graced his 

crown; 


• Vide page 14. 
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Black wonrted stookingSi litUa silver baek- 
lei; 

And shirt, that had no ruffles for his knack- 
les. 

I mark the brown great-coat of cloth he 
worO) 

That two huge Patagonian pockots bore. 

Which Patagonians (wondrous to unfold) ! 

Would fairly both his Dictionaries hold. 

I see the Rambler,* on a large bay mare, 

Just like ft Centaur, every danger dare ; 

On a full gallop dash the yielding wind ; 

The colt and Bozzy scampering close be- 
hind. 

Of Ladv Loehbuy,t with what glee we 

read, 
Who offered Sam, for breakfast, cold sheep's 

head ; 
Who, pressed and worried by this dame so 

civil. 
Wished the sheep's head, and woman's at 

the devil. 

I see you sailing both in Buchan'st pot- 
Now storminff an old woman § and her cot, 
Who, terrified at each tremendous shape. 
Deemed yon two demons, ready for a rape : 
] see all marvelling at M'Leod's together, 
On Sam's jemarksjl on whey, and tanning 

leather : 
At Corrichatachin's,ir the Lord knows how, 
I see thee, Bozzy, drunk as David's sow. 
And begging, with raised eyes and length- 
ened chin. 
Heaven not to damn thee for the deadly sin r 
I see, too, the stem moralist regale, 
And pen a Latin ode to Mrs Thrale/* 
1 see, without a night-cap on his bead, 
Rare sight ! bald Sam, in the Pretendef'stf 

bod: 
1 Iwar (what*8 wonderful !) unsought by 

studying. 
His classic dissertation upon pudding itt 
Of provost Jopp,§ § I mark tlie marvelling 

face. 
Who gave the Rambler's freedom with a 

grace : 
I see, too, travelling from the Isle of Egg f 
The humble eervantHH of a horse's leg; 
A nd Snip, the tailor, from the Isle ofMiukf 
Who stitched in Sky with tolerable luck : 
I see the horn, that drunkards must adore ; 
The horn, the mighty horn of Rorie 

More;tit 


•iH> 


♦ P.37e. t P.4». t p. 104. ^ p. 143. 
II P 299. IT P. 317. •* P. 177. ft P- 216. 

P. 440. % P. 39. Iljj P. 275. 

A blacksmith. »*• P. 275. 

m P. 854. 
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And bloody shields, that guarded hearts in 

quarrels, 
Now guard from rats the milk and butter 

barrels. 
Methtnks the Caledonian dame I see. 
Familiar sitting on the Rambler's knee. 
Charming, wiu kisses sweet, the chuckling 

sage; 
Melting, with sweetest smiles, the frost of 

Like Sol, who darts, at times, a cheerful ray. 
O'er the wan visage of a winter's day. 
*^ Do it again, my dear," I hear Sam cry, 
" See, who first tires, (my charmer !) you 

or L" 
I see thee stuffing, with a hand uncouth. 
An old dried^ whiting in thy Johnson's 

mouth ; 
And lo ! I see, with all his might and main. 
Thy Johnson spit the whiting out again* 
Rare anecdotes ! 'tis anecdotes like these, 
That bring thee glory, and the million 

please ! 
On these, shall future times delighted stare. 
Thou charming habordasher of small ware ! 
Stewart and Robertson from thee shall 

learn . 
The simple charms of history to discern : 
To thee, fair history's palm, shall Livy 

yield. 
And Tacitus, to Bozzy, leave the field ! 
Joe Miller's self, whose page such fun pro- 
vokes. 
Shall quit his shroud, to grin at Bozzy 's 

jokes ! 
How are we ail with rapture touched, to 

see. 
Where, when, and at what hour, you swal- 
lowed tea ! 
How, once, to grace this Asiatic treat. 
Came haddocks, which tho Rambler could 
not eat ! 

Pleased, on thy book thy sovereign's eye- 
balls roll, 

Who loves a gossip's story from his soul ! 

Blessed with the memory of the Persian 
king,* 

He every body knows, and every thing ; 

Who's dead, who's married, wliat poor girl 
beguiled, 

Hath lost a paramour and found a child ; 

Which gardener hath most cabbages and 

f^oas, 
lith old woman hath most hives of 
bees; 
Which farmer boasts the most prolific sows. 
Cocks, hens, geese, turkies, goats, sheep, 
bulls, and cows ; 

* Cyrus. 
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Wiiich barbor bost the ladieii* loekscan curl ; 
Which house io Windsor sells the finest 

purl; 
Which chimney-sweep best boats, in gold 

array, 
His brush and shovel on the first of May ; 
Whose dancing dogs, in rigadoons excel ; 
And whose ^he puppet-show, that bears the 

bell: 
Which clever smith, the prettiest man* trap* 

makes, 
To save from thieves the royal ducks and 

drakes, 
The Guinea hens, and peacocks with their 

And catch his loving subjects by the legs. 
O ! since the prince of. gossips reads thy 

book, 
To what hi|[h honours may not Bozzy look P 
The sunshme of his smile may soon be 

thine — 
Perchance f in converse thou may 'st hear him 

shine : 
Perchance, to stamp thy merit through the 

nation, 
He begs of Johnson's Life, thy dedication ; 
Asks questionsf of thee, O thou lucky elf. 
And kindly answers every one himself. 
Blessed with the classic fearningi of a col- 
lege. 
Our king is not a miser in his knowled^ : 
Nought in the storehouse of his brains 

turns musty : 
No razor- wit, for want of use, grows rusty : 
Whatever his head suggests, whatever he 

knows, 
Free as election beer from tubs it flows ! 
Yet, ah ! superior far ! — it boasts the merit 
Of never fuddling people with the spirit ! 
Say, Bozzy, when to bless our anxious 

sight, 
When shall thy volumeS burst the gates of 

light? 

* Hifl majesty bath planted a number of thcwe 
trusty guardians arouna his park at Windsor, for 
the benefit of the public. 

t Just after Dr Johnson bud been lionoured with 
an interriew with a certain p«at personage, iu the 
Clueen*s libraiy at Buckingham Mouse, he was in- 
terrogated by a friend, concerning liis rect-ption, 
and bis opinion of the royal intcllect.-i-" Uis ma- 
jesty seems to be possessed of much good-nature, 
and much curiosity,** replied tbe doctor; "as for 
his fcvt, HiMfkt from contemptible.— His maletty 
indeed was nMlt\fariimg in his qneatiom* ; but, 
tbank God, he answered tliem all himtelf." 

X This is a very extraordinary circumstance, as 

the late p n d r retained three parts of the 

money ordered for tbe education of her children. 
Tbe effect of this absurd conduct was so conspicu- 
ous, in 4ier daughter M a, that the leuers re- 
ceived Arom her, during her residence in Denmark, 
wers absolutely unintelligible. 

$ The Life of Dr Jolinaoa. 


O ! clotiied in calf, ambitious brat bo bom — 
Our kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn ! 
My fancy's keen anticipating eye, 
A thousand charming anecdotes can spy : 
I read, I read of Greorge* the learned dis- 
play 
On Lowth's and Warbnrton's immortal 

fray: 
Of Georcre, whose brain, if right the mark 

I hit. 
Forms one huge CyeloptBdia of wit : 
That holds the wisdom of a thousand ages, 
And frightens all his workmen, and his 

pages ! 
O Bozzy, still thy tell-tale plan pursue : 
The world is wondrous fond of something 

new : 
And, let but Scandal's breath embalm the 

page. 
It lives a welcome guest from age to age. 
Not only say who breathes an arrant knave. 
But who hath sneaked a rascal to his grave : 
Make o'er his turf (in virtue's cause) a 

rout, 
A nd, like a damned good Christian, poll him 

out 
Without a fear on families harangue^ 
Say who shall lose their ears, ancf who shall 

hansr; 
Publish the demirepe, and punks-roay 

more. 
Declare what virtuous wife will be a whore. 
Thy brilliant brain, conjecture can supply, 
To charm through every leaf the eager eye, 
The bhie stocking t society describe. 
And give^ thy comment on each joke and 

gilw: 
Tell what the women are, their wit, their 

quality, 
And Hip them in thy streams of immortal* 

ity! 

Let Lord M 'Donald tlireat thy breech to 

kick,1: 
And o'er tliy shrinking shoulders shake his 

stick ; 
Treat with contempt the menace of tliis 

lord, 
'Tis History's province, Bozzy, to record. 


* His majesty's commentary on that quarrel, in 
which the bishop and the doctor pelted one the 
other with dirt so gracefhlly. will be a treasure to 
the lovers of literature ? Mr B. hath as good as 
promised it to the public, and, we hope, means to 
keep bis word. 

t A club, mostly composed of learned ladies, to 
which Mr B. was admitted. 

X A leUer of severe remonstrance was sent to 
Mr B. who, in consequence, omitted, in the second 
edition of his Journal, what is so generally pleasing 
to the public, viu the scandalous passages relative 
to this nobleman. 
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Though Wilkes abuse thy brain, that airy 

mill, 
And swear poor Johnson murdered by thy 

quill; 
What's that to thee ? Why, let the victim 

bleed — 
Thy end is answered, if the nation read. 
The fiddling knight,* and tuneful Mrs 

Thrale, 
Who frequent hobbed or nobbed with Sam, 

in ale. 
Snatch up the pen (as thirst of fame inspires !) 
To write his jokes and stories by their fires ; 
Then why not thou, each joke and tale en- 
rol, 
Who like a watchful cat before a hole, 
Full twenty years (inflamed with lettered 

pride) 
Didst mousing sit, before Sam's mouth so 

wide, 
To catch as many scraps as thou wert able — 
A very Lazarus at the rich man's table ? 
What thouffh against thee porters bounce 

the door,f 
And bid thee hunt for secrets there no more ; 
With pen and ink so ready at thy coat. 
Exciseman-like, each svllable to note, ^ 
That given to printers'^ devils (a precious 

load!) 
On wings of print comes flving all abroad ? 
Watch then the venal valets — ^smack the 

maids. 
And try with gold to make them rogues 

and jades : 
Tet should their honesty thy bribes resent; 
Flv to thy fertile genius and invent : 
Like old Voltaire, who placed his greatest 

In cookinff up an entertaining story ; 
Who laughed at truth, Whene er her simple 

tongue 
Would snatch amusement from a tale or 

song. 

O I whilst amid the anecdotic mine, 
Thou labourist hard to bid thy hero shine. 
Run to Bolt Court,t exert thy Curilike§ 

soul, 
And fish for golden leaves from hole to 
hole: 


« Bir John Hawkins, wbo (as well as Mrs 
Thmle, now Madam Piossi) threatens us with tho 
life of the late leitcogrepber. 

t This it literally tnie— Nobody la at boioe.— 
Oar great people want the taste to relish Mr Bos- 
well** vehiclefi to iDimortality . Though in London , 
poor Boszy it In a deeert. 

t In Fleet-street, where the doctor Uved and 
died. 

^ Curl, the bookseller, frequently bribed people 
to hunt the temples of Clooclna, for Pope's and 
Swift's letters. 


Find when he ate, and drank, and coughed, 

and sneezed — 
Let all his motions in thy book be squeesed ; 
On tales, however strange, impose thy 

claw; 
Tes, let thy omber lick up eTerj straw ; ^ 
Sam's nods, and winks, and uiughs, will 

form a treat ; 
For all that breathes of Johnson must be 

great ! 

Blessed be thy labours, most adventurous 

Bozzy, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi ; 
Heavens ! with what laurels shall thy head 

be crowned ! 
A grove, a forest, shall thy ears surround ! 
Tes! whilst the Rambler shall a comet 

blaze. 
And gild a world of darkness with his rajrs^ 
Thee too, that world, with wonderment, 

shall hail, 
A lively, bouncing cracker at his tail I 


POSTSCRIPT. 

As Mr Boswell's Journal has afforded suob 
universal pleasure by the relation of minute 
incidents, and the great moralist's opinion 
of men and thinfirg, during his northern 
tour ; it will be adding ffreatly to the aneo- 
dotical treasury, as welt as making Mr B. 
happy, to communicate part of a dialogue 
that took place between Dr Johnson, and 
the author of this congratulatory epistle, a 
few months before the doctor paid the great 
debt of nature. The doctor was very cheer- 
ful that day ; had on a black coat and waist- 
coat, a black plush pair of breeches, and 
black worsted stockings ; a handsome my 
wig, a shirt, a muslin neckcloth, a black 
pair of buttons in his shirt sleeves, a pair 
of shoos, ornamented with the very identi- 
cal little buckles that accompanied the phi- 
losopher to the Hebrides ; his naifs were 
very neatly pared, and his beard fresh 
shaved with a razor fabricated by the inge- 
nious Mr Savigny. 

P. P. Pray, doctor, what is your opinion 
of Mr Bos well's literary powers ? 

Johnson. Sir, my opinion is, that when* 
ever Bozzy expires, he will create no va^ 
cuum in the region of literature^he seems 
strongly affected by the caco'ithes scribendi; 
wishes to be tliought a rara avis; and in 
truth so he is — your knowledge in ornitlio- 
logy. Sir, will easily discover, to whfct spe- 
cies of bird 1 allude. iHere the doctor shook 
his head and laughed.] 
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P. P. What think yon, sir, of hia account 
of Corsica ?— of his character of Paoli ? 

Johnson* Sir, he hath made a mountain 
pf -a wart. But Paoli has virtues. The ac- 
count is a farrago of disgusting egotism and 
pompous inanity. 

P. P. I have heard it whispered, doctor, 
that, should you die before him, Mr B. 
means to write your life. 

Jehnson. Sir, he cannot mean me so ir- 
reparable an injury. — Which of us shall die 
first, is only known to the Great Disposer 
of events ; but were I sure that James Bos- 
well would write my life, I <lo not know 
whether I would not anticipate the mea- 
sure by taking hia. IHere he made three or 
four strides across the roomy and returned to 
his chair with violent emotion.^ 

P. P. I am a&aid that he means to do 
you the favour. 

Johnson, He dares not — he would make 
a scarecrow of me. I give him liberty to 
fire his blunderbuss in his own face, but 
not to murder me. Sir, I heed not his 
tfVToc t^^-Boswell write my life ! -why the 
lellow possesses not abilities for writing the 
life of an ephemeron. 


BOZZY AND PIOZZI; OR, THE 
BRITISH BIOGRAPHERS. 

A PAIR OF TOWN ZCI0GI7ES. 


-Arcades ambo, 


£t cantare pares, et respondore, parati ! 

ViBOIL. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

On the death of Doctor Johnson, a num- 
ber of people, ambitious of being distin- 
guished from the mute part of their species, 
set about relating and printing stories and 
bon mots of that celebrated moralist. — 
Amongst the most zealous, though not the 
most enlightened, appeared Mr Boswell 
and Madame Piozzi, the hero and heroine 
of our Eclogues. — ^They are supposed to 
have in contemplation the Life of Johnson ; 
and, to prove their biographical abilities, 
appeal to Sir John Hawkins for his decision 
on their respective merits, by quotations 
from their printed anecdotes of the Doctor. 
— Sir John hears them with uncommon 
patience, and detorminGs very properly 
on the pretensions of the contciiding par- 
ties. 

K 


PART I. 

When Johnson sought (as Shakspearo says) 

that bourn 
From whence, alas! no travellers return ; 
In humbler English, when the Doctor died, 
Apollo whimpered, and the Muses cried ; 
Parnassus moped for days, in business ' 

slack. 
And like a hearse j the hill was hung with 

black ; 

Minerva, sighing for YiQi favourite son. 
Pronounced, with lengtliened face, the 

world undone ; 
Her owl too, hooted in so loud a style, 
That people might have heard the bird a 

mile ; 
Jove wiped his eyes so red, and told his 

wife, 
He ne'er made Johnson's equal in his life ; 
And that 'twould be long time first, if ever. 
His art could form a fellow half so clever ; 
Venus, of all the little Doves the dam, 
With all the Graces, sobbed for brother 

Sam: 
Such were the heavenly bowlings for his 

death 
As if Dame Nature had resigned her breath. 
Nor less sonorous was the grief, I ween, ^ 
Amidst the natives of our earthly scene : 
From beggars, to the great who hold tho 

helm, 
One Johnso-mania raged through all tho 

realm ! 

Who (cried the world) can match his prose 
or rhvmo ? 

O'er wits of modern days he towers sub- 
lime! 

An oak, wide spreading o'er the shrubs be- 
low, 

That round his roots, with puny foliage, 
blow; 

A pyramid, amidst some barren waste, ^ 

That frowns o'er huts, the sport of every 
blast: 

A mighty Atlas, whose aspiring head 
'O'er distant regions casts an awful shade. 

By kings and vagabonds his tales are toM, ^ 

And every sentence glows, a grain-of gold ! 

Blessed ! who his philosophic phiz can take, 

Catch even his weaknesses — his noddle's 
shake. 

The lengthened lip of scorn, the forehead's 
scowl, 

The lowering eye's contempt, and bear- like 
growl ! 

In vain, tlie critics vent their tootliless rniie ! 

Merc spraLs, that venture war with whaics 
to wage I ^ 
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Unmoyod he stands, and feels their force, 

no more 
Than some huge rock amidst the watery 

roar, 
That calmly bears the tamults of the 

deep. 
And howling tempests, that as well might 

sleep. 

Stronff , 'midst the Rambler's cronies, was 
' the rage 
To fill, with Sam's bons mots and tales, the 

page: 
Mere flies, that buzzed around his setting 

ray, 
And bore a splendour, on their wings away : 
Thus round his orb, tlio pigmy planets 

run, 
And catch their little lustre from the sun. 

At length, rushed forth two candidates 

for fame, 
A Scotsman one, and one a London dame : 
That, by th' emphatic Johnson, christened 

fiozzy ; 
TkiSf by the bishop's license. Dame Piozzi ; 
Whose widowed name, by topers loved, 

was Thrale, 
Hright in the annals of election ale : 
A name, by marriage, that gave up the 

gtiost! 
In poor Pedocchio,* — no ! Piozzi, lost! 
Each seized, with ardour wild, the grey 

goose quill : 
Each sat, to work the intdUctual mUl, 
That pecks of bran, 86 coarse, began to 

pour, 
To one small solitary grain of flour. 

* 

Forth rushed to light their books — ^but 

who should say, 
WkUh bore the palm of anecdote away? 
This to decide, the rival wits agreed. 
Before Sir John, their tales and jokes to 

read, 
And let the knight's opinion in the strife, 
Declare the properest pen to write Sam's 

life. 
Sir John, renowned for musicalt palavers— 
The prince, the king, tlie emperor of 

quavers ! 
Sharp in solfeggi, as the sharpest needle ; 
Great in the noble art of tweedle*tweedle ; 
Of Music's college, formed to be a fellow, 
Fit for Mtts. D. or Maestro di Capella ; 


* The author was nenrly committing a blunder 
—fortunate indeed wns liis recoilection : as Pedoc- 
chio signifies, in tlie Italian language, that' roost 
contemptible of all animaU, a /oti^r. 

t Vide his History of Music. 


Whose volume, though it here and there 

offends, 
Boasts German merit — ^makes by bulk 

amends. 
Superior, frowning o'er octavo wits, 
High placed, the venerable quarto sits : 
And duodecimos, ignoble scum ! 
Poor prostitutes to every vulgar thumb ! 
Whilst, undefiled by literary rage. 
He boars a spotless leaf Trom age to age. 

Like school-boys, lo ! before a two-armed 
chair, 

I'hat hold the knight, wise judging, stood 
the pair ; 

Or like two ponies on the sporting ground, 

Prepared to gallop when the drum should 
sound; 

The couple ranged-^for victory, both as 
keen 

As for atottering bishopric,'a dean. 

Or patriot Burke, for giving glorious bast- 
ings 

To that intolerable fellow Hastings. 

Thus with their songs contended Virgil's 
swains. 

And made the vallies vocal with their 
' strains, 

Bofore some grey-board swain, whose judg- 
ment ripe 

Gave goats for prizes, to the prettiest pipe. 

'^ Alternately, in anecdotes, go on ; 
But first begin you, madam," cried Sir John : 
The thankful dame, low curt'sied to the 

chair, 
And thus, for victory panting, read the 

Fair: 

MADAME rrozzx.* 

Sam Johnson was of Michael Johnson 

born, 
Whose shop of books did Litchfield town 

adorn : 
Wrong headed, stubborn as a haltered ram ; 
In short, the model of our Hero Sam ; 
Inclined to madness, top — for when his shop 
Fell down, for want of cash to buy a prop, 
For fear the thieves might steal the vaniskid 

store. 
He duly went each night, and locked thi 

door! 

Bozzr.t 

Whilst Johnson was in Edinburgh, my 
wife. 
To please his palate, studied for her life \ 


* Vide Ploisxi^s Anecdotes, page 3. 
t Bozzy's Tour, page 38. 
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With every rarity sJie (ilied her house, 
And gtive the doctor, for his dinner, grease. 

MADAMS PIOZZI.* 

Dear Doctor Johnson was in size an ox ; 
And from his uncle Andrew learned to 

box 
A man to wrestlers and to bruisers dear, 
Who kept the ring in Smithfiold a whole 

year. 

Bozzr.i 

At supper, rose a dialogue on witches, 
When (Jrosbie said, there could not be 

such bitches ; 
And that 'twas blasphemy to think such 

hags 
Could stir up storms, and, on their broom* 

stick nags, 
Gallop along the air with wondrous pace, 
And boldly fly in God A'Imighty's/ace. 
But Johnson answered him, *' There might 

be witches — 
Nought proved the non-existence of the 

bitches." 

MADAMS PlOZZI.t 

When Thrale, as nimble as a boy at 
school, 

Jumped, though fatigued with hunting, 
o*er a stool ; 

The Doctor, proud the same grand feat to 
do. 

His powers exerted, and jumped over too. 
, And thoucti he might a broken back be- 
wail. 

He scornea to be eclipsed by Mr Thrale. 

Bozzir.§ ^ 

At Ulinish, our friend, to pass the time, 
Regaled us with his knowledges sublime : 
Showed, that all sorts of learning filled his 

nob; 
And that in butchery ho could bear a bob. 
He sagely told us of the differont feat 
Employed to kill the animals we eat 
*< An ox,''* says he, ** in country and in 

town," 
Is by the butchers constantly knocked 

down ; 
As for that lesser animal, a calf. 
The knock is really not so strong by half; 
The beast is only stunned : but as for 

goats. 
And sheop, and lambs — the butchers cut 

their throats. 


* Ploxzi*s Anecdotes, page 5.~ t Pbv 39 
t Page 6. $ Page 300. 


Those fellows only want to keep them 

quiet, 
Not choosing that the brutes should breed 

a riot." 


MADAME PIOZZI.* 

When Johnson was a child and swal- 
lowed pap, 

'Twas in his mother's old maid Catharine's 
lap, 

There, whilst he sat, he took in wondrous 
learning ; 

For much his bowels were for knowledge 
yearning ; 

There heard Qie story which we Britons 
brag on. 

The Story of St George and eke the 
Dragon. 

BOZZV t 

When Foote his leg by some misfortune 

broke ; 
Says I to Johnson, all by way of joke, 
" Sam, Sir, in paragroph, will soon be 

clever, 
And take off Peter better now than 


ever 


»• 


On which, says Johnson, without hesita- 
tion, 

<' Geor^et will rejoice at Foote's dtpediia- 
tion." 

On which, says 1 — a peneirating s{f— 

*' Doctor, I'm sure you coined that word 
yourself." 

On which ho laughed, and said, I had 
divined it ; 

For bon&fid^, he had really coined it. 

" And yet of all the words I've coined," 
says he, 

'* My Dictionary, Sir, contains bat three." 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

The doctor said, in literary matters, 
A Frenchman goes not deep — he only 

smatters : 
Then asked, what could be hoped for from 

• the dogs — 
Fellows that flved eternally on frogs! 

B0zzy.§ 

In grave procession to St Leonard's Col- 
legd7 
Well stuffed with every sort of useful 
knowledge, 

* Page 15. t Page 141. 

J George Faulkner, the printer at Dublin, taken 
off by Foote, under the character of Peter Para- 
graph. 

$ Page 55. 
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We stately walked, as suon as sapper ended : 
The landlord and the waiter boih attended: 
The landlord^ skilled a piece of grease to 

hand'e, 
Before us marched, and held a tallow 

candle : 
A lantern, (some famed Scotsman its 

creator) 
With equal ^ace was carried by the waiter : 
Next morning, from our beds, we took a 

leap ; 
And found ourselves much bettor for our 

sleep. 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 

f 

In Lincolnshire, a lady showed oar 
friend, - \ • 

A grotto, that she wished him \XiComtn.enAi 
Quoth she, '^ How cool^ in summer, this 

abode!" 
'^ Tes, Madam,'* answered Johnson, " for a 
toad:' 

BOZZY.t 

Between old Scalpa's rugged isle and 

Rasay's, 
The wind was vastly boisterous in our 

faces : 
'Twas glorious f Johnson's figure to sot 

sight on — 
High in the boat, he looked a noble Triton ! 
But lo! to damp our pleasure Fate con- 
curs : 
For Joe, the blockhead, lost his master's 

spurs. _ 
This, for the Rambler's temper, was a 

nUtber, 
Who wondered Joseph could be such a 

lubber. 

MADAME PlOZZlt 

I asked him, if he knocked Tom Osborn§ 

down ; 
As such a tale was current through^ the 

town — 
Says I, " Do tell me, doctor ^ what b^ell." 
*' Why, dearest lady, there is nought to 

tell : 
I pondered on the properest mode to treat 

him — , 
The dog was impudent, and so I beat him ! 
Tom, nke a fool, proclaimed his fancied 

wrongs 
Others that I belaboured hold their tongues." 

Did any one, that he was happy, cry — 
Johnson would tell him plumpli/,'iwM a lie : 

IMJ03. t P. 3 85. t P-232' $ Bookseller. 


A lady* told him, she was recdly so ; 

On which he sternly answered, *^ Madam, 

no! 
Sickly you are, and ugly — foolish, poor ; 
And therefore can't be happy, I am sure. 
'Twould make a fellow hang himself, 

whose ear 
Were, from such creatures, forced such 

stuff to hear." 

BOZZT.t 

Lo ! when we landed on the Isle of Mull, 
The megrims got into the doctor's skuU : 
With such bad humours ho began to fill, 
1 thought he would not go to Icolmkill : 
But lo ! those megrims (wonderful to 

utter !) 
Were banished all by tea and bread and 

butter ! 

MADAME FI0ZZl4 

The doctor had a cat, and christened 

Hodge, 
That at his - house in Fleet Street used to 

lodge — 
This Hodge grew old, and sick, and used 

to wish 
That all his dinners were composed offish. 
To please poor Hodge, the doctor, all so 

kind, 
Went out, and bought him oysters to his 

mind. 
This every day he did — nor asked black 

Frank, § 
Who deemed himself of much too high a 

rank. 
With yuigiT fish-fags to be forced to chat. 
And purchase oysters for a mangy cat. 

SIR JOHN. 

For God's sake stay each anecdotic scrap ; 
Let me draw breath, and take a trifling 

nap J 
With one half hour's refreshing slumber 

blessed, 
And Heaven's assistance, I may hear the 

rest. 

^side.] — What have 1 done inform me, 

gracious Lord, 
That thus my ears with nonsense should bo 

bored ? 
Oh ! if 1 do not in the trial die. 
The devil and all his brimstone I defy, 
No punishment in other worldliS I fear ; 
My crimes will all be expiated here. 

« Page 385. f P. 386. J P. 102. 

<\ Dr Johnson's servnnl. 
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Ah I ten times kappior was my lot of yore. 
When, raised to consequence that all adore, 
I sat, each session, kin^-like, in the chair, 
Awed every rank, and' made the million 

■tare 
liord paramoant o*er every justice riding : 
In caoaes, with a Turkish sway, deciding ! 
Ten, like a noble bashaw, of three tails, 
1 spread a fear and trembling through the 

jails ! 
Blessed, have I brow'beaten each tliief and 

strumpet, 
And blasted on them like the last day's 

trumpet. 
I know no paltry weakness of the soul — 
Ho snivelling pity dares my deeds control — 
Ashamed, the weakness of my king I hear. 
Who, childish, drops on every death* a 

tear. 
Return, return again, thou glorious hour, 
That to my grasp once gav'st my idol, 

power ; 
When, at my feet, the humbled knaves 

would fall ; 
The thundering Jupiter of Hicks* Hall. 

The knight, thus finishing his speech so 

fair. 
Sleep pulled him gently backwards in his 

chair ; 
Oped wide the mouth that ofl on jail-birds 

SVfOTCf 

Then raised his nasal organ to a roar. 
That actually surpassed in tone and srace, 
The grumbled ditties of his favourite base t 


PART II. 

Now from his sleep the knight, affright- 
ed, sprung, 
Whilst on his ear the words of Johnson 

rung; 
For, lo! in dreams, the surly Rambler 

rose. 
And, wildly staring, seemed a man of woes. 
" Wake, Hawkins," growled the doctor, 

with a frown, 
" And knock that fellow and tluU woman 

down — 
Bid them, with Johnson's life proceed no 

further — 
Enough already they have dealt in mur- 

ther! 


* Such ifl the report conceming his majesty, 
when he signs the warrants for execution : — How 
nnlilce the great Frederic of Prussia, who delights 
in a hanging ! 

t The vMloncello, on whi ch the knight is a per- 
former. 


Say, to their tales that little truth bo- 

longs — \ 

If fame tliey mean me — bid them hold their 

tongues. , 

" In vain at glory gudgeon Bos well 

snaps — 
His mind's a paper-kite^ composed of 

scraps ; 
Just o'er Uie tops of chimneys, formed to 

fly; 
Not with a wing sublime to mount the sky. 
Say to the dog, his head's a downright 

drum, 
Unequal to the history of Tom Thumb : 
Nay toll of anecdote that thirsty ZcecA, 
He is not equal to a Tyburn speech.^ 

" For that Piozzi's wife, Sir John, exhort 
her. 
To draw her immortality from porter; 
Give up her anecdotical inditing. 
And study housewifery instead of writing ; 
Bid her a poor biography suspend ; 
Nor crucify, through vanity, a friend. — 

I know no business women have with learn- 

i»ff: 

I scorn, Ihate, the mole-eyed, half discern- 
ing : 

Their wit but serves a husband's heart to 
rack; 

And make eternal horsewhips for his back. 

" Tell Peter Pindar, should you chance 
to meet him, 

I like his genius — should be glad to greet 
him — 

Tet let him know, crowned heads are sa- 
cred things, 

And bid him reverence more the best of 
kings ;t 

Still on his Pegasus continue jogging. 

And give that Soswell's back anoSier flog- 
ging." 


* Composed for the unfortunate brave of New- 
gate, by different historians. 

•\ This is a strange and almost incredible speech 
from Johnson's mouth, as not many years ago, 
when the ageo£a certain great personage became 
the subject of debate, the doctor broke in upon tho 
conversation with the following question : — " Of 
what importance lo the present company is his age ? 
— Of wliatimiwrtance would it have been to the 
world if lie had never ez isted 7" If we may Judge 
likewi:^c from the follotoing speech^ he deemed the 
present po^'ic-isor of a certain throne^ as much a 
usurper as King William, whom, according to Mr 
Bos well's account, he heseoundrels. The story Is 
this— An acquaintance of Johnson's asked him if 
he could not sing, flo replied, " I know but one 
Ron^ ; and that is, < The king shall enjoy his ovn 
again.'" 
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Sach was the dream that waked the 

sleepy knight ; 
And oped again his eyes upon the light — , 
Who, mindless of old Johnson and his 

frown 
And stern commands to knock the couple 

down. 
Resolved to keep the peace— and in a 

tone 
Not much unlike a mastiff o'er a bone, 
He grumbled, thai, enabled by the nap. 
He now could meet more biographic scrap : 
Then nodding with a magistratic air. 
To further anecdote he called the fair. 

MADAMK PIOZZI.* 

Dear Doctor Johnson loved a leg of pork, 
And hearty on it would his grinders work : 
He liked to eat it so much over-done^ 
That one might shake the flesh from off 

the bone. 
A veal pie too, with sugar crammed and 

plums. 
Was wondrous grateful to the doctor's 

ffums. 
Though used from morn to night on fruit 

to stuff. 
He vowed his belly never had enough. 

BOZZY.t 

One Thursday morn did Doctor Johnson 
wake. 
And call out, " Lanky ! Lanky !" by mis- 
take — 
But recollecting— " Bozzy ! Bozzy !" cried— 
For in anUradionB Johnson took a pride ! 

MADAB(E PlOZZI.t 

Whene'er our friend would read in bed 

by night, 
Poor Mr Thrale and I were in a fri^t ; 
For blinking on his book, too near the 

flame, 
Lo ! to the fore -top of his wig it came ! 
Burnt all the hairs away, both great and 

small, 
Down to the very net- work, named the 

caul. 

BOZZY*§ 

At Corrachatachin's, in hogcfism sunk, 
I got with punch, alas ! confounded drunk. 
Much was I vexed, that I could not be quiet, 
But like a stupid blockhead breed a riot. 
I scarcely knew how 'twas I reeled to bed — 
Next morn I waked with dreadful pains of 
head: 

* Page 3. t P. 384. J P. 237. $ P. 317. 


And terrors too, that of my peace did rob 
me — 

For much I feared the Moralist would mob 
me. 

But ns I lay along a heavy log. 

The Doctor, entering, called me drunken 
dog. 

Then up rose 1, with apostolic air, ^ 

And read in Dame M'Kinnon's book of 
prayer ; 

In hopes, for such a sin, to be forgiven — 

And make, if possible, my peace with Hea- 
ven. 

'Twas strange, that in that volume of di- 
vinity, 

I oped the Twentieth Sunday after Trinity, 

And read these words:— ** Pray, be not 
drunk with wine : 

Since drunkenness doth make a man a 
swine 

" Alas !" says I, " the sinner that I am !" 

And liaviner made my speech 1 took a dram. 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 

One day, with spirits low and sorrow fill- 
ed, 
I told him I had got a cousin killed : 
" My dear," quoth he, " for heaven's sake, 

hold your canting: 
Were all your cousins killed, they'd not 

be wanting : 
Though Death on each of them should set 

his mark — 
Though every one were spitted like a 

lark- 
Roasted, and given that dog there for a 

meal ,* 
The loss of them the world would never 

feel- 
Trust me, dear madam, all your dear rela- 
tions. 
Are nits — are nothings, in the eye of na- 
tions." 

Again, t says I one day, " I do believe, 
A good acquointance that I have will grieve 
To hear her friend hath lost a largo es- 
tate."— 
'' Tes,'* answered he, '' lament as much her 

fate. 
As did your horse (I freely will allow) 
To hear of the miscarriage of your cow." 

BOZZT.t 

At Enoch, at M'Queen's, we went to 
bed ; 
A coloured handkerchief wrapped Johnson's 
head : 

♦ Page 63. f P. 189. X P. 103. 
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He said, '* God bless as both — good night !" 

and thon 
I, like a parish clerk, pronounced, Amen ! 
My good companion soon by sleep was 

seized — 
But I by lice and fleas was sadly teased : 
Methought a spider, with terrific claws, 
Was striding from the wainscot to my jaws : 
But slumber soon did every sense entrap ; 
And so I sunk into the sweetest nap. 

MADAME PIpZZI.* 

Travelling in Wales, at dinner- time we 

got on 
Where, at Leweny, lives Sir Robert Cotton. 
At table, our great Moralist to please — 
Says I, '^ Dear Doctor, a'n't these charming 

peas?" 
Quoth he, (to contradict and run his rig) 
'* Madam,they possibly might please a pig." 

BOZZY.t 

Of thatching well the Doctor knew the 

art, 
And with his thrashing wisdom made us 

start: 
Described the greatest secrets of the mint — 
And made folks fancy that he had been in't. 
Of hops and malt, 'tis wondrous what he 

knew ; 
And well as any brewer he could brew. 

MADAME PlOZZI.t 

In ghosts the Doctor strongly did believe ; 
And pinned his faith on many a liar's 

sleeve : 
He said to Doctor Lawrence, " Sure I am, 
I heard my poor dear mother call out, 

« Sam !^ 
I'm sure," said he, " that I can tru^t my 

ears: 
And yet my mother had been dead for 

years." 

BOZZY.§ 

When younff, ('twas rather silly, I allow) 
Much was I pleased, to imitate a cow. 
One time, at Drury-lane, with Doctor Blair, 
My imitations made the play-house stare ! 
So very charmin? was I in my roar. 
That both the galleries clapped, and cried, 

" encore !" 
Blessed by the general plaudit and the 

laugh — 
I tried to be a jackass and a calf : 
But, who, alas I in all things can be great ? 
In short, I met a terrible defeat : 

« PaieTO. t P.334. X P.192. $ P. 499. 


So vile I brayed and bellowed, I was hiss* 
ed — 

Tet all who knew me wondered that I miss- 
ed. 

Blair whispered me, " You've lost your 
credit now : 

Stick, Boswell, for the future, to your cow." 

MADAMS PIOZZl.* 

For me, in Latin, Doctor Johnson wrote 
Two lines, upon Sir Joseph Banks' goat, 
A goat ! that round the world, so curious, 

went — 
A goat ! that now eats grass that grows in 

Kent. 

Bozzr.t 

To Lord Monboddo a few lines I wrote ; 

And, by the servant Joseph, sent (his note — 

<< Thus far, my lord, from Edinburgh, 

my home. 
With Mr Samuel Johnson, I am come — 
This night, by us, must certainly be seen 
The very handsome town of Aberdeen. 
For thoughts of Johnson, you'll be not ap- 
plied to— 
I know your lordship likes him less than I do. 
So near wo are — to part, I can't tell how, 
Without so much as making you a bow : 
Besides, the Rambler says, ' To see Mon- 

bodd. 
He'd wander two whole miles out of the 

road.' 
Which shows that he admires (whoever 

rails) 
The pen which proves that men are born 

with tails : 
Hoping, that, as to health, your lordship 
does well, 

I am your servant at command, 

James Boswell." 

MADAME PIOZZI.t 

On Mr Thrale's old Hunter Johnson 
rode — 
Who, with prodigious pride, the beast be- 
strode ; 
And as on Brighton Downs bedashed away , 
Much was he pleased to hear a sportsman 

say. 
That, at a chase, he was as tight a hand. 
As e'er an ill-bred lubber in the land. 

BOZZY.§ 

One morning, Johnson, on the Isle of 
Mull, 
Was of his politics excessive full : 

• Page 70. t P. 72 J P. 907. $ P. 494. 
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Quoth he, *^ that Folteney was a rogue, 

'tis plain — 
Besides, the fellow was a Whig in graiD." 
Then to his principles he gave a banging, 
And swore, no whig was ever worth a 

hanging. 
^< 'Tis wonderful," says he, ^* and makes 

one stare. 
To think, the livery chose John Wilkes lord 

mayor : 
A dog, of whom the world could nurse no 

hopes — 
Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their 

shops.' 


It 


MADAME PIOZZI. 

Sir, I believe that aneccfote a He : 
But grant that Johnson said it — by the hy, 
As Wilkes unhappily your friendship shared. 
The dirty anecdote might well be spared. * 

Bozzr. 

Madam, I stick to truth as much as you. 
And damme, if the story be not true. 
\Vhat you have said of Johnson and the 

larks. 
As much the Rambler for a savage marks. 
'Twas scandalous, even Candour must 

allow. 
To give the history of the horse and cow. 
Who, but an enemy to Johnson's fame. 
Dared his vile prank at Litchfield play- 
house name ? 
Where, without ceremony, he thought fit 
To fling the man and chair into the pit ? 
Who would have registered a speech so odd, 
On the dead Stay-maker,* and Doctor 
Dodd? 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Sam Johnson's thrashing knowledge, and 
his thatching, 

]V^y be your own inimitable hatching — 

Pray, ot his wisdom can't you tell more 
news ? • 

Could not he make a shirt, and cobble 
shoes ? 

Knit stockings, or ingenious take up 
stitches — 

Draw teeth, dress wigs, or make a pair of 
breeches ? 

Ton prate too of his knowledge of the mint, 

As if the Rambler really had been in't — 

Who knows, but you will tell us (truth for- 
saking) 

That each bad shilling is of Johnson's mak- 
ing: 

* Piozzi 'a Anecdotes, page 51, first edition. 


His each vile sixpence that the world baib 

cheated — 
And his the «rt that every guinea sweated f 
About his brewing knowledge you will 

prate too. 
Who scarcely knew a hop from a potatoe. 
And though of beer he joyed in hearty 

swi^, 
I'd put against his taste my husband's pigs. 

BOZZY. 

How could your folly tell, so void of 
truth, 
That miserable story of the youth, 
Who, in your book, of Doctor Johnson begs 
Most seriously to know if cats laid eggs ? 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Who told of Mrs Montague the lie — 
So palpable a falsehood.' — Bozzy, fie ! 

Bozzr. 

Who, maddening with an anecdotic itch. 
Declared that Johnson called his mother 
bitch ? 


MADAME PIOZZI. 

Who, from M'Donald's rage to save his 
snout, 
Cut twenty linos of defamation out ? 

BOZZY. 

Who would have said a word about Sam's 

wig; 
Or told the story of the peas and pig ? 
Who would have toldTa tale so very flat, 
Of Frank the Black, and Hodge the mangy 

cat.? 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Ecod ! you're grown at once confounded 
tender — 

Of Doctor Johnson's fame a fierce defender. 

I'm sure you've mentioned many a pretty 
story 

Not much redounding to the Doctor's 
glory. 

Now for a saint, upon us you. would palm 
him — 

First murder the poor man, and then em- 
balm him ! 

• 

Aozzr. 

And truly, madam, Johnson cannot 
boast — 
By your acquaintance, he hath rather lost. 


PETER PINDAR. 


1S7 


His character so shockingly you. handle — 
Tou'ye sunk your comet to a farthing can- 

Toar Tanities contrived the sage to hitch 
in; 

And bribed him with the run of all yoar 
kitchen : 

Tet nought he bettered by his elevation — 

Though Deef he won — he lost his reputa- 
tion. 

VADAMB riOKZI. 

One quarter of your book had Johnson 
read, 
First-Criticism had rattled round your head. 
Tet let my satire not too far pursue^* 
It boasts same merit, give the Devil his due. 
Where grocers and where pastry-copks re- 
side 
Thy book, with triumph, may indulge its 

pride : 
Preach to the patty-pans sententious stuff— 
And hog that idol of the nose, called snuff; 
With air its stories, cloves and ginger please, 
And pour its wonders to a pound of cheese ! 

BOZZY. 

Madam, your irony is wondrous fine ! 

Sense in each thought, and wit in every 
line. 

Yet, madam, when the leaves of my poor 
book. 

Visit the grocer, or the pastry-cook. 

Yours, to enjoy of fame the just reward. 

May aid the trunk-maker of raul's Church- 
Yard. 

In the same alehouses together used, 
,By the same fingers they may be abused. 

The greaiy snuffers yours, perchance, may 
wipe. 

Whilst mine,, high honoured, lights a to- 
per's pipe. 

The praise of Courteney* my book's fame 
secures : 

Now, who the devil, madam, praises yours .' 

MADAMB riOZZI. 

Thousands, you blockhead ! — no one now 

can doubt it, • 

For not a soul in London is without it. 
The folks were ready Cadell to devour. 
Who sold the first edition in an hour : 

* The lively rattle of the Houie of Commons— 
indeed, Its Momus ; who teems to have been ae- 
lected by his constitaenta, more for the purpose of 
laughing at the misfortunes of his country, than 
ktMing the wnmnds. He Is the antbor of a poem 
lately published, that endeavours, totu viribuM, 
to fTote, that Dr Johnson was a hrnie as well as a 
mormlisi I 

a 


So ! — Courteney's praises save you — ah ! — 

that 'squire 
Deals (lot me tell you) more in smoke than 

fire. 


BOZZY. 


Zounds ! he has praised me in the sweet- 
est line — 


MADAMB PIOZZI. 


Ay ! ay ! the verse and suhj^ equal 

shine : 
Few are the mouths that Courteney's wit 

rehearse — 
Mere cork in politics, and lead in verse. 


BOZZT. 


Wol], ma'am ! since all that Johnson said 
or wrote. 

You hold so sacred — how have you forgot 

To grant the wonder-hunting world a read- 
ing 

Of Sam's JSpistle, just before your wedding ; 

Beginning thus, in strains not formed to 
flatter : 

" Madam, 

If that most ignominious matter. 
Be not ctmcliided,'* 

farther shall I say ? 
No — your kind self may give it us, one 

da^ — 
And justify your passion for the youth, 
With all the charms of eloquence and truth. 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

What was my marriage. Sir, to you or 

himf 
He tell me what to do !— a pretty whim ! 
He, to propriety (the beast) exhort ! 
As well might elephants preside at court i 
Lord ! let the world to damn my match 

agree ; 
Tell me, James Boswell, what's that world 

to me ? ^ 

The folks who paid respect to Mrs 'Thrale, 
Fed on her porK, poor souls ! and swilled 

her ale. 
May sicken at Piozzi, nine in ten — 
Turn up the nose of scorn — good God! 

what then ? 
For me, the devil may fetch their souls so 

great ; 
They keep their company, and I my meat. 
When they, poor owls-! shall beat their 

cage, a jail — 
I, uncoimned, shall spread my peacock 

Uil; 
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Free u the birds of air, enjoy my ease, 
Choose my own food, and see waat climes 

I please. 
I suffer only — If Tm in the wrong : 
So, now, yon prating poppy, hold your 

tongue. 


SIR JOHir. 

For shame ! for shame ! for heaven's 

8ake> pray be quiet~ 
Not Billingsgate exhibits such a riot ; 
Behold ! tor scandal you have made a feast, 
And turned your idol, Johnson, to a beast : 
'Tie plain the tales of ghosts are arrant 

lies, 
Or instantaneously would Johnson's rise ; ■ 
Make you both eat your paragraphs so evil ; 
And K»r your treatment to him, play die 

devil. 
Just like two Mohawks on the man you fall ; 
No murderer is worse served at Surgeon's 

Hall. 
Instead of adding splendour to his name, 
Your books are downright gibbets to his 

fame. 
Of those, your anecdotes — may I be cursed. 
If I can tell you, which of them is 'worst. 
Yon never with posterity can thrive — 
'Tis by the Rainbler's death alone you 

live ; 
Like wrens (that in some volume I have 

read) 
Hatched by strange fortune in a horse's 

head. 
Poor Sam was rather fainting in his fflory, 
But now his fame lies foully dead before 

ye: 
Thus to some dying man, (a frequent case) 
Two doctors come and give the coup de 

grace. 
Zounds ! madam, mind the duties of a wife, 
And dream no more of Dr Johnson's life ; 
A happy knowledge in a pie or pudding 
Will more delight your friends than all your 

studying; 
One cut from venison to the heart can 

speak 
Stronger than ten quotations from the 

Greek; 
One fat sirloin possesses more sublime 
Than all the airy castles built by rhyme. 
One nipperkin of stingo with a toast 
Beats all the streams the Muses' fount can 

boast; 
Yes, in one pint of porter, lo! my belly can 
Find blisses not in all the floods of Helicon : 
Enough those anecdotes your powers have 

shown; 
Sam*i life, dear ma'am, will only damn 

your own. 


For thee, James Bosweil, may the hand 

of fate 
Arrest thy goose-quill, and confine thy 

prate ; 
Thy egotisms the world disgusted hears — 
Then load with vanities no more our ears, 
Like some lone puppy, yelping all night 

long. 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 
Yet, should it lie beyond the powers of fate, 
To stop thy pen, and still thy darling prate ; 
O be in solitude to live thy luck — 
A chattering magpie on the Isle of Muck. 

Thus spoke the Judge; then leaping 

from the chair, 
He left, in consternation lost, the pair : 
Black Frank* he sought on anecdote to 

cram, 
And vomit firstt a life of surly Sam. 
Shocked at the little manners of the knight. 
The rivals marvelling marked his sudden 

flight, 
Then to uieir pens and paper rushed tlfe 

twain 
To kill the mangled RAmbler o'er again. 


A COMMISERATING EPISTLE TO 
LORD LONSDALE. 


Quid 9entir$ jmtoM vmna^ CaZotiK, r$c9nti 
De acelere , et fidei violatm crimine 1 Bed %ec 
Tani tenuis cmuiw tUti eonti^il, ut mediocris 
Jaeturm t$ uurgat onus ; nee rara videmu$ 
QiuB paterie ; easue multie hie cognHM»f ae jam 
Tritue, et e medio Fortunm ductus aeervo, 

JUTSRAL. 

What Uilnk*«t thou, Lonsdale, that the worid will 

Bar 
Of this damned verdict at Carlisle to-day ? 
Faith, simply this—" A flea-bito, and that's all^ 
A lose that will not swallow Lowiher-Hall : 
A trick of Fortune that we often find : 
A trick that plainly proves the goddess blind." 


THE ARGDMENT. 

The noble Earl, as naturally in pursuit 
of his coal as a sportsman of his hare or fox, 
happening in a coal-chase to undermine a 
parcel ot houses belonging to the Lord- 


* Doctor Johnson's negro servant. 

t The knight's volume is reported to be in neat 
forwardness, and likely to disUuue his fonniaaMe 
competitors. 

N. B. The quoUtlons from Mr Bosweil are made 
fh>m the second edition of his JoumaL— Those 
from Mrs Ploszi from the first edition of her Anecr> 
dotes. 
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knows- who, of Whitehaven (no yotes per- 
haps for a borough or a county), but parti* 
cniarly of a Mr Littledale — what does this 
insolent Littledale, but complain ! — Nay , not 
contented with complaint, be insists upon it 
that his lordship has no right to pull down his 
house about his ears — nay , whatis still worse , 
the fellow brings an action, absolutely brin^ 
an action against his Lordship— nay , what is 
still more horrible, the knave gets a verdict 
in his favour — and, what is more atrocious 
still, the villains of the town and neigh- 
bourhood illuminate their houses, as if for 
the birth-nights of our beloved king and 
qneen, and exhibit equal symptoms of joy. 
— Notwithstanding this saucy opposition to 
their great superior; notwithstanding the 
wicked action ; notwithstanding the vile 
and unnatural verdict ; notwitnstanding 
the triumphant illumination and brazen 
faced deliffht on the occasion ; how sublime- 
ly his lordship behaves ! Though he most 
spiritedly suspends his coal- works for a 
tiine, to show the power of his vengeance ; 
]o, he promiseth to open them affain,on 
condition he has full liberty to undermine 
any houses that may impudently stand in 
the way of his coal for the future. — What 
an act of humanity ! partly for the benefit 
of himself, a poor individual; but princi- 
pally for Uie advantage of the town and 
neighbourhood of Whitehaven ! Who, be- 
sides his Lordship, would have done this f 
It is too humane — it is too great — for as it 
has been obfrarved by some celebrated 
divines, that a man may be over-righteous, 
so verily ma^ a great peer be over-forgiv- 
ing. — Such 18 the ground of my Epistle to 
Lord Lonsdale. 

What, Lonsdale ! after all thy ranting, 
tearing, 

High threatening, hectoring, bullying, 
kicking, swearing — 

What! thou, the brazen bully that be- 
strode 

Triumphant' navies and the roaring flood, 

Yield to the anger of a tiny town, 

Who ofl hast frightened counties with a 
frown ! 

A set of smutty colliers mock thy power ! 

A hogsty lord it o'er a lofly tower ! 

A few blind mice, in little league allied, 

Te gods ! o'erturn a pyramid of pride ! 

Shades of the Lowthers, armed with 
yengeance, rise. 
And shake this Lonsdkle, who his birth 

belies. 
Shocked at his weakness,History turns pale, 
And madly tears the leaf th«t holds the tale. 


Look through tlie desert of five hundred 

' years ! 
Lo, not a T^owther Virtue once appears. 
Then why to Fame's fair volume madly 

rush. 
And give thy poor old ancestors a blush ? 
Ah, do not so unfashionably dote. 
And stitch one spangle on an old black 

coat. 
Let not one act ten thousand acts upbraid ! 
A farthing candle 'midst a world of shade. 
But grant a solitary deed— achieve it' — 
Pray, who the devil, Lonsdale, will be- 

lieye it .' 
Thus will the nation with one voice ex- 
claim — 
** A Lowther do an act of virtuous fame ! 
When from a Lowther did a scion shoot, 
A Lowther trunk not rotten at the root.^ 
Expect much sooner, nonpareils from crabs. 
Honour from thieves, and decency from 

drabs. 
Horace declares (a bard whom all approve) 
The vulture never breeds the tender dove." 

Learn, Lonsdale, learn Ambition's spur 
• to feel. 
And snap, like mites, a million at a meal. 

See yon proud oak, whose darkening 

branches spread 
High o'er the rills that course the pebbled 

bed! 
With what humility those rills salute. 
And trembling wind around his rugged 

root; 
Like busy slaves, their little stock afford, 
And creeping, kissing, feed their frowning 

lord! 
Mark, too, around that oak's majestic pride, 
The pismires crawling up his channelled 

side ; 
And mark his sheltering limbs, suppprt of 

fowl. 
The wren, the hawk, the cuckoo, and the 

owl. 
Say, Lonsdale, canst thou not resemblance 

see, * ' 

Resemblance strong between that oak and 

thee.^ 
Why be a willow, then, and meanly bend ? 
Why bid the Lowther blood in Lonsdale 

end? 

How ! has thine heart dismissed its 

lordly state. 
And oped to Pity's cry its iron gate ? 
Or is that heart, which soared o'er man, 

sublime. 
Struck by the palsying hand of envious 

Time? 
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Say, does Repentance wound thoe ? — 'tis 

a driveller. 
Despise that thing called Meekness — 'tis a 

sniveller, 
With pious sentiments, forsoothi who glows, 
And kisses the vile hand that deals her 

blows. 
Spurn at Forgiveness, that even fears to 

chide J 
And keep again the company of Pride. 

Gro herd with Brudenell, who with Bar- 

ddph face, 
Scowls high contempt on all th' untitled 

race: 
Go herd with Leeds', in native pride so 

stable, 
Who scorns to let his mother* sit at table : 
Herd with the dame of Blenheim,! of hard 

lot, ' 

Whose pride lies poisoned by the lovely Scot; 
Mad that the Marlborough blood, where 

honour reigns. 
Should join the puddle of a Sawney's veins: 
Herd with the lofty 'squire of Strawberry 

Hill, 
Whom genealogies with reverence fill ; 
Who on no threads of life a value puts 
That are not fairly spun from William's 

guts. 
How great in Horace thus to reverence 

inrth; 
Himself a well-known clod of common 

earth? 

What, Lonsdale, melted down thy ruth- 
less rage ! 

With demons once thy spirit dared engage, 

Spat on \he mob that Freedom's ensigns 
bore. 

Smiled at his storm, and mocked his tlmn- 
der-roar ; 

Faced keen Contempt,- «id Murder's san- 
guine eye. 

And horsewhipped whining Mercy to her 
sky. 

How art thou sank ! how withered !~Lost, 
I fear : 

Where is the Lowtherspirit — tell me whei« ? 

Speak, can the ghost of Conscience haunt 
thy mind ? 

Hear'st thou the call of Death in every 
wind? — 

* Poor Mistress Anguish has been refliaed, in 
form, the honour of a Icnife and fork near her moit 
exalted daughter. " M%mium ne crede eolori t" the 
duke la by no means so soft a man as he looks. 

t Lady Suaan Stuart, equal in good qualiUes, 
beautv, and accomplishments, to any of the Spen- 
cers, is presumed, by her union with her son, the 
Marquis of Blajidford, absolutely to have defiled 
the mmily. 


Lo, Resolution to thy terror turns. 
And o'er the skeleton Of Manhood mourns ! 
Go, Wonder, to Earth's utmost limits fly. 
And, say, if aught like this e'er stretched 
thine eye. 

Rouse ! and let " Richard be hiYnself 

again !" — 
Forge, forge anew Oppression's galling 

chain ; 
Strip o'er his ears bold Opposition's skin, 
And bid with gags the mouth of Freedom 

grin, 
Bid the dark Furies all thy bosom steel, 
And Cumberland nfreah thine anger feel : 
Yes, yes, of Cumherlandthe comet, blaze. 
And, crab-like, roast her rascals with thy 

rays. 
Stretch o'er the shrinking town thine arm 

of power, 
And, hydra-like, their croaking frogs de- 
vour. 
Show that thy breaUi, like Envy's, baleful 

blows : 
A canker bee that kills the lovely rose. 
Prove how a rising country may he cursed, 
And bid with spleen old Nero's spectre burst. 

How pleasing to thine eye should be the 

band 
That happ^ fattened on the fertile land ; 
Forced, Cain-like, off, where Famine sucks 

her nails, 
To starve, or hunt the wall and hedge for 

snails. — 
Thus triumph — ''Shall Dominion's ensigns 

sink, 
And to a beggar's rag, a malkin shrink ? 
What ! shall the iTuZture- wing, that scoured 

the sky, 
Sneak to a bat*Sj that shuns the public eye f 
Jove's bird (tho thunder from his talons' 

torn) 
Turn otol, to cry * Tee-whit' in some old 

barn ? 
What ! /, through Opposition's surly surge, 
Who boldly dare so oft a passage urge. 
Cry out at last, * Help, help' — ^to fear a 

slave. 
Pale, panting, puking, spent beneath the 

wave ? 
Shall Resolution, that defied a worlds 
Opposed by pigm,ies, from his height be 

hurled 
Thosd pigmies o'er the huge man moun- 
tain fitraddlCf 
Or, laughing, rock the giant in a cradle f 
No, low-bred villains^naught my power 

controls ; 
I'll hunt vou all like vermin through your 

holes ; 


PETER PINDAR. 


141 


Oat, root and branch — men', women, dogs, 

and cats ; 
Run, children, from the ruins just like 

rats; 
Writhe into earth, like worms, and fear my 

frown ; 
For, damme, all your houses shall come 

down. 
Wretches, your heads are in the lion's 

jaws ; 
Off with them — Lonsdale dares defy the 

laws! 
What though it thins my purse, it feeds my 

spleen ; 
So, scathe of Desolation, sweep the scene." 
Such 18 the glowing language thou should *st 

hold. 
And nobly emnlat^ thy sires of old. 
For speech like this (too weak the voice of 

Fame) 
The mouths of cannon shall convey thy 

name — 
Snch threatened deeds of hostile, godlike 

ire. 
Should travel only on the wings of fire. 

Shall Pity be an inmate of thy breast f 

No, be a grinding-stone its rugged guest. 

Why should a virtue, man, Oiy mind be- 
witch ? 

Lo, Generosity was never rich. 

What ! woo this Virtues !— of the world the 
sport — 

Nay, worse, who dare not show their nose 
at court ! 

What gives the general wish for power 
to glow ? 
To look contemptuous on the world below ; 
To bid that world bow down, admire, adore, 
And grind the sallow faces of the poor ! 

Ask, to the forest-laws what man gave 
birth ? 
A J^imrodf lo ! a lofty lord of earth I— 
Tet why should hares, and partridges, and 

grouse. 
Alone be ravished from the farmer*s 

house ! — 
Go, Lonsdale, get an act to raise thy fame, 
And make the farmers' wives and daugh- 
ters game. * 

Whence, on a sudden, dost thou thus in- 
herit 

This soft, forbearing, lamb'like, dove-like 
spirit ? 

I saw sharp Vengeance tip -toe in thine 
eyes :— 

How comes it that the threatening spirit 
dies ? 


Tet, yet I see the feudal times return, 
When tyrants bid in chains the million 

mourn ;. 
When slaves to grandeur crouch amid the 

dust, 
And Havock roams, to please the rulin<r 

lust; 
When Pride as calmly from the shoulder 

plucks 
The heads of vassals as the heads of ducks. 

Curse on the liberty of modern days ! 
Again let power her rod of iron raise. 
Hang the French dogs, a mangy, mongrel 

"^ry, 
That, running riot, on their huntsman fly ! 
How are the sacred robes of Greatness * 

ront ! 
Kings and nobility fallen tent per cent f 

Sure, Ix>nsdale ! thou art not too weak 
to know 

From general riches what misfortunes flow. 

Wealth for delicious slavery spoils a na- 
tion — 

Adieu at once to gods and adoration. 

Say, would you bid the under- world 

adore. 
Crouch, flatter, tremble ? — Keep the rascals 

poor. 
Tyrannic, would you wish to cut and carve 

them? 
Their backs are at your service — only 

starve them ? 
Give them but money, quick uprise the 

knaves 
Forgetting in a moment they are slaves. 
Lo6t to the meanness of their former station. 
The scornful upstarts damn their occupa- 
tion. 
Lo, the proud blacksmith, late a slave to 

coal, % 
To honours turns his elevated soul ! 
The crossed legged tailor, lo, forgets his 


geers ; 
is 


Kicks his old goose, the knave, and breaks 
his shears ! 

Th0 show-man scorns poor Punch, his late 
support, 

And straw-stuffed ladies of th* Arcadian 
court. 

This quits his camel — that, his spelling 
hogs; 

And kings no more can dance with danc- 
ing-dogs.* 

* It la an undeniable fact, that a certain groat 
king (It is said, for tbe diversion of bis children 
only) held out tbe skirta'of bis coat, and danced a 
minuet on Windsor Terrace, some years since, 
with one of the canine figurantes. 
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Grant wealth — No more the hamble cob- 
bler cowers ; 

But boldly deems his blood as rich as ours, 

And blasphemously thinks th' Almighty's 
plan 

Ordained no difference between man and 
man. 

Sach is the sad effect of wealth — rank 
pride — 

Thus, mount a beggar, how the rogue will 
ride. 

Parent of Insolence is wealth, I ween : 
Then *mid thy neighbours let her not be 

seen. 
'Tis Poverty that forges curbs for men. 
And tempts diviiu Oppression from her 

den. 
What folly, then, to lot thine host repose. 
To suffer Cumberland to lifl the nose ! — 
Down with their hosts, and horsewhip them 

like dogs ! 
Sties be their beds, their food the food of 

ho^s. 
Keep famished, sons and daughters, fathers, 

mothers ; 
Nor let them beat in trade their grinning 

brothers ; 
Iberian monkeys, that to business bred, 
Well pleased, for maravedes hunt the head. 

To India's history turn thy happy eyes. 
And bid a second scene of horrors rise. 
By Britons led, did Famine's spectre train 
Pour devastation on the fair domain. 
What humble victims sunk beneath the 

strife ! 
What thousands, tottering, snatched at 

parting life ! 
Nought could, alas ! their suppliant hands 

avail : 
In vain each feature told a starving tale ; 
On those rich heaps that r#se beneath their 

care, 
Their eye-balls fastening in a deadly glare. 
There hadst thou seen the sallow' babe dis- 
tressed, 
Hard clinging to a dying mother's breast ; 
Beating that breast with little, peevish (yy. 
Its plumpness withered, and its fountain 

dry: 
Such was the scene, whilst every night, to 

sup, 
The jackalls led their woods, to eat them 

up. 

Humanity 's a pigeon-hearted fool. 
Soft, puling, as the girl at boarding-school. 
That alms upon the begging wretch be- 
stows. 
And learns to sorrow at the tale of woes. 


Where is ambition? Dead? — it never 

dies — 
Brutes, iusects boast it— elephants and flies. 
The horse would rather the blood-spur 

should gore him. 
Then let a fellow-traveller pace before him : 
And lo the spaniel ! — when the master 

cheers 
A brother, with what jealousy he hears ; 
Unblessed, attention how he tries to raise ; 
Paws for a gentle pat, and whines for 

praise ! 

Eye nature through, and mark the arm of 
power— 
The great unceasingly the small devour. 

Blessed on a dainty dish of flies to dine, 

Lo, by the spider weaved the silken line, 

A giddy wanderer strikes the waving net ; 

Hitched his poor pinions, hitched his harm- 
less feet : 

Quick from his cave, that hid his watchful 
head, 

The nimble tyrant scours along the thread ; 

Whips from the store-room of his guts a 
string. 

And binds his captive's vainly-buzzing 
wing; 

Remorseless deals the bite of death : and 
then 

The Cacus drags the victim to his den. 

Lo, hovering in mid sky, the caitiff kite 
Sweeps the blue vault, and wheels with 

watchful flight; 
A son of rapine, aiid untaught to spare. 
The feathered NimrodVoams the wudof air; 
At length his searching eyes with joy ex- 
plore 
A hen and chickens near a farmer's door : 
Sudden the tyrant quits th' aerial steep ; 
Down from his sphere he pours with light- 
ning sweep, 
Each iron talon fills with callow food. 
And carries off in triumph half the brood. 
In vain the parent flutters, capers, cries. 
And kens her captive children up the skies ; 
And, lo ! in vain the cursing farmer runs. 
To send the leaden vengeance from his 

guns : 
Safe seeks the rogue some solitary stone, 
To tear the trembling flesh, and grind each 
bone. 

Now on the stream's clear bopom, pr*y- 

thee, peep ; 
See, sly below, the alligator creep : 
Whatever he seizes, yields to fate's dread 

laws. 
Crushed in his hard inexorable jaws. 
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These be thy great examplee— cerefol 

mind them, 
And do not in a tittle lag behind them. 
Be thou the spider that devours the flies ; 
Be thou the tyrant kite that scours the 

skies ; 
Be thou the hard-mouthed subtle alligatori 
Th' inexorable monarch of the water. 

And lo, the lords of Ocean ! — see^ the 

whale 
On all the inferior host of aea regale \ 
The shark, the grampus — how before their 

e^e 
Th' affrighted under- world of fishes fly ! 

Then why not man, endued with giant 
power, 
The region of inferior mortals scour ? 
For thee, then, was all Cumberland design- 
ed, 
The whale, the shark, the grampus of man- 
kind ! 
Lo, at thy foot, the people whine and pray — 
Bat kick them, Lonsdale — 'tis the Lowtber 

way ; 
Tread on each neck, and deem it but a 

beasty 
And emulate the tyrants of the east. 
Perchance thou fearest to be damned, or so ^ 
On that, Uion should'st have pondered long 

ago. 
Look at thy boroughs — not one vote alone 
Can griye a candidate the mob-raised throne. 
Thus to the shrine of virtue must be giyen 
More than one deed, to seat the soul in hea- 

yen. 
Deem otherwise — it were too mad by half-^ 
Lord 1 how would shoemakers* and angels 
laugh ! 

With abject prayer, behold ! Whitehaven 
plies thee — 
Heed not her men — 'tis plain they all de- 
spise thee. 
For, ask thyself, " Amid this smutty nation. 
What have I done to merit approbation ?" 

Look I— has Contrition swelled a single 

eve ? 
Listl^irom one bosom canst thou hear her 

sigh? 
Nought Eke a teoTt and nought resembling 

moan! 
Knee and mouth penitence, indeed, alone. 
With yoices louder than the common crier's, 
I hear their hearts abuse their tongues for 

liars ! 


* BhoemakeTB are flrequently the most respect- 
able votes In country boroagba. 


For, Lord ! how should they like thee ? who 

can tell ? 

Their noses never caught thy kitchen's 

smell ; 
For meat is apt opinion to improve. 
And stomachs form a turnpike -gate to love. 

Kite of the north, again, and yet again, 
I bid thee spread thy terrors o'er the plain. 
Hang o'er those sparrows with o'ershadow- 

ing pride. 
And bid Uiem trembling in their thatches 

hide: 
O wake thy plagues, and break the shame- 
ful truce ; 
Unmuzzle Vengeance — let the blood-hound 

loose, 
To bid Humanity, pale fool, adieu, 
And flesh his hunger on the coal-black crew. 
Thus shall the Lowther name again be 

great. 
Men tremble at the sound, and children 

sweat ; 
High o'er thy walls, to prove a host, one 

slave, 
The lordly flag of Tyranny shall wave ; 
Thus at thy feet shall dumb Obedience fall. 
And Hell, m lustre, yield to Lowther Hall. 


A ROWLAND FOR AN OLIVER; 

OB, ▲ POETICAL AHeWXR TO MB PXTEB PIN- 

dab's BBNKyOLBRT BPISTLE TO 

JOflN NICHOLS. 


Sir, yoa lie !— I scorn your word. 
Or any man*8 that wear* a awora. 

For all your huff, who cares a ? 

Or who carea for you ? CaUh, 


O soH of wicked Satan, with a soul 
Hot as his hell, and blacker than his coal ! 
Thou false, thou foul-mouthed censurer of 

the times, 
I do not care three straws for all thy rhymes. 
Thy wit is blunter than old worn-out 

sheers ; — 
I'll make a riddle with thee for thy ears ; 
Write any sort of verse, thou blustering 

blade ! 
Egad! I'll say, like Kecksy, "Who's 

afraid ?"— 
Thank God, I've talked to greater folks 

than thee ; 
In that I will not yield to any As; 
No, not to any he that wears a head — 
Again I'll say, like Keeksy^ « Who's 

afraid?"— 
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Thank God^ whene'er I wish like kings to 

fare, 
J go, unasked} and dine with my lord 

mayor. 
But thoO) who asks thee, varlet I to their 

houses ? 
Feared by the husbands, dreaded by the 

spouses. 
May God Almighty hear what now I 

speak ! — 
Some aldermen would gladly break thy 

neck. 
Thou tell'st us, thou hast struck thy lyre to 

kings — 
Tes, faith, and sounded very pretty things. 
'J'hou blockhead, thou pretend to think Ihy 

rhymes 
Shall live to see the days of af^er-times ! 
Fool, to pretend on subjects great to shine, 
Or even to printers' devils to tune the line t 
Sir, let me numbly beg you to be civil — 
Thou know'st not that I was a printer's 

devil : 
So, Sir, your satire wants tlie power to 

drub, , 
In thus comparing Nichols to a grub. 
Whate'er thou say 'st, I'm not of vengeance 

full, 
Nor did I ever bellow like a bull : 
And grant I am a bull, T shan't suppose 
A cur like thee can nail roe by the nose. 
Thoa liest, when thou say est, like a top, 
With anger raised, I spinned about my shop : 
Nor did 1 ever, maddened by thy stripes, 
Thou prince of liars, kick about my types. 
Books have I written; books I still will 

write, 
And give, I hope, to gentlefolks delight : 
With charming print, and copper-plates so 

fine. 
Whose magazine goes off so well as mine .'' 
Who, l>ray, like me, the page so fond of fill- 

Who gives more curious matter for a shill- 
ing? 

England's first geniuses I keep in pay ; 

Much prose I buy, and many a^oet's lay : 

The silk-worm Uayley spins me heaps of 
verse. 

And Gough, antiquities exceeding scarce : 

Great Horace Walpole, too, with sweet 
good- will, 

Sends me choice anecdotes from Straw- 
berry-hill ; 'V, 

Miss Seward, Mistress Yeardsley, and Miss 
More, 

Of lines (dear women !) send me many a 
score. 

Those are the nymphs at whom thine envy 
rails— 

Fool! of their gowns notfit to hold the tails — 


These are the men, of prose and verse the 
knights, 

With genius flashing, like the northern 
lights ; 

These are the men, whose works immortal 
show 

The men of literature from top to toe.-* 

But thou'rt a wen, — a blue, black, bloated 
tumour. 

Without one single grain of wit or humour ; 

Thy Muse too all so consequential struts, 

As if all Helicon were in her guts ; — 

A fish-drab, a poor, nasty, ragged thing, 

Who never dipped her muzzle m the spring. 

Thou think 'st thyself on Pegasus so steady ; 

But, Peter, thou art mounted on a J^eddy : 

Or, in the London phrase, — ^thou Devon- 
shire monkoy, 

Thy Pegasus is nothing but a donkey. 

I own, my vanity it well may raise. 

To find so many gaping for my praise ; 

Who send suc1i nattering things as ne'er 
wore seen, 

To get well varnished in my Magazine : 

Indeed, I often do indulge the elves, 

And suffer authors to commend them- 
selves ; 

Wits of themselves can write with happiest 
spirit. 

And men are judges of their proper merit. 

Lumps have 1 given them too of beef and 
pudding, 

That helps a hungry genius in its study- 
ing; 

And humming porter, when their muse was 
dry— • 

For this be glory unto God on high ! 

And not to me, who did not make the pad- 
ding, 

Nor beef assisting genius in its stud ving. 

To authors, yes, I've given both boiled and 
roast. 

And many a time a tankard with a toast — 

But God forbid, indeed, that I should 
boast! 

And halfpence too, and sixpences, ecod ! 

But boast avaunt I — the fflory be to God ! 

To bards, good shoes and stockings I have 
given— 

But not to mo the glory, but to Heaven ! 

Tes, yes, I see how much it swells thy 
spleen. 

That I'm head master of the Magazine; 

Who let no author see the house of Fame, 

Before ho gets a passport in my name. 

Art thou a doctor ? Tes of thinning skill ; 

,For thousands have been poisoned by thy 
pill. 

But let my soul be calm ;— it shan't be said 

I fear thee, O thou menster !— " Who's 
afraid .»" 
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What though X know small Latin, and less 
Greek, 

Good sterling English I can write and 
speak : 

Tet thousands, who presume to be my bet- 
ters, 

Can't spell my name, and scarcely know 
their letters. 

Belike, the curious world would hear with 

joy 

What trade I was designed for when a boy ? 

** A barber, or a tailor," said my mother — 

'* No," cried my father, '* neither one iKor 
t*other ', 

A soldier, a rough soldier, John shall wan- 
der, 

Pall down the French, and fight like Alex- 
ander." 

But unto letters I was always squinting. 

So asked my daddy*s leave to study print- 
ing; 

And got myself to uncle Bowyer's shop, 

Where, when it pleased the Liord that he 

should drop, 
The trade and good-will of the shop was 

mine; 
Where, without vanity, I think I shine ', 
And where, thank God, in spite of dull 

abuse, 
I'm warm, and married, and can boil •my 

goose. 
And had I been to swords and muskets 

bred, 
P'rhaps I had shined a Cssar, or a Swede : 
Had'st thou a soldier been , thou sorry mum- 
mer, 
7*hy rank had never rose above a drummer. 
How dar'st thou say, that should his Royal 

Highness 
(A prince renowned for modesty and shy- 
ness^ 
Be generalissimo of all our forces, 
A jackass' old back, and not a horse's. 
Should carry the good prince into the field, 
Whose arm a broomstick, for a staff, should 

wield, 
That very, very broomstick which his wife 
Oft used to finish matrimonial strife ? 
Why dost not praise tlie virtues of the 

queen, 
As great in soul, as noble in her mien. 
Whose virtues make the soul of Envy sick. 
Strong as her snuff, and as her diamonds 

thick ?— 
But wherefore this to Peter do I say ? 
Owls love the dark, and therefore loathe the 

day. — * 
The king, as wise a man as man can be ; 
The queen, so mild, who cannot kill a flea ! 
Brave Gloster's Highne88,and his sober wife. 
Who lead the softest, sweetest, calmest life ; 
T 


Richmond and Leeds, each duke a first-rate 
star. 

One famed for politics, and one for war ; 

The open Hawksbury , stranger to all guile, 

Who never of a sixpence robbed our isle : 

The modest Pitt, the Joseph of the day , 

Who never with lewd women went astray ; 

And many others, that I soon could men- 
tion, 

Are much obliged, Ihdeed, to thy invention ! 

But Where's the oak that never feels a 
blast ? 

Or sun, al times, that is not overcast ? 

Alas ! even people dressed in gold and er- 
mine 

May feel at times the bites of nasty vermin : 

And when thou dar'st great quality attack, 

What art thou but a bug upon its back ? 

What harm, pray, hath my friend Sir Joseph 
done. 

So good, and yet the subject of thy fun ? 

Just in his ways to women and to men — 

Indeed he swears a little now and then. 

Behold, his breakfast shine with reputa- 
tion! 

His dinners are the wonder of the nation ! 

With these he treats both commoners and 
quality. 

Who praise, where'er they go, his hospital- 
ity; 

Even from the north and south, and west 
and east, 

Men send him shell, and butterfly, and 
beast. 

Sir William Hamilton sends gods and 
mujrs ; 

And, for his feast, a sow's most dainty dugs. 

And shall such mob as thou, not worth a 
^roat, 

Dare pick a hole in such a great man's 
coat ? 

Whenever at St James's he is seen. 

Is not he spoke to by the king and queen ? 

And don't the lords at once about him 
press. 

And, like his sovereigns, much regard pro- 
fess? 

Tell him they'll come one day to him, and 
dine. 

Behold his rarities, and taste his wine ? 

Snch are the honours, to delight the soul, 

On which thy longing eyeballs vainly roll : 

Such are the honours that his heart must 
flatter. 

On which thy old dog's mouth in vain may 
water, 

Whether in Devonshire thou hast got a 
house, 

I value not three capers of a louse ; 

Whether in Cornwall thou a house hast got. 

And at elections only boil'st thy pot ; 
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Whether a doctor, devil, or a friar, 
I know not — but I know then art a liar. 
Whene'er I die, I hope that I shall read 
This honest epitaph upon my head : — 
** Here lies John's body ; but his soul is seen 
In tb^ famed work, the Ge'mman's Maga- 
zine : 


firaye, yet possessed of all the softer feel* 
ings; 

Successful with the Muses in his dealings ; 

Mild, yet in virtue's cause as quick as tin- 
der — 

Who never cared one f— for Peter Pindar.'* 


A POETICAL, SUPPLICATING, MODEST. AND At'FECTlNG 

EPISTLE 


TO THOSE 


LITERARY COLOSSUSES, 

THE REVIEWERS. 


CarmifU, Di Sup^ri placanlwry carmtiic, Manes. 


Fathshs of wisdom, a poor wight befriend ! 

O, hear my simple prayer in simple lays : 
fn forma pauperis behold I bend, 

And of your worships ask a little praise. 

I am no cormorant for fame, d'ye see ; 

I ask not all the laurel, but a sprig ! 
Then hear me, guardians of the sacred tree. 

And stick a leaf or two about my wig. 

In sonnet, ode, and legendary tale, 
Soon will the press my tuneful works 
display ; 
Then do not damn 'em, and prevent the 
sale ; 
And your petitioner shall ever pray. 

My labours damned, the Muse with grief 
will groan — 
The censure dire my lantern jaws will rue! 
Know, I have teeth and stomach like your 
own, 
And that I wish to eat as well as you. 

I never said, like murderers in their dens, 
•You secret met in cloud-capt garret high, 


With hatchetB, scalping knives in shape of 
^ns. 
To bid, like Mohocks, hapless authors 
die : 

Nor said, (in your Reviews, togetherstrung) 
The limbs of butchered writers, cheek 
by jowl. 
Looked like the legs of flies on cobwebs 
hung 
Before the hungry spider's dreary hole. 

I ne'er declared, that, frightful as the Blacks, 

In greasy flannel caps you met together. 

With scarce a rag of shirt about your 

backs, 

Or coat or breeches to keep oat the 

weather. 

Heaven knows I'm innocent of all trans- 
gression 
Against your honours, men of classic 
fame! 
I ne'er abused your eiitical profession, 
Whose diititm saves at once or damns a 
name. 
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I neysr qaeeti<mi»d jour profound of head, 
JNor vulgar, called your wit, your mazi- 
nera coarse ; 
Nor awore on butchered authora that you 
fed 
Like carrion crowa upon a poor dead 
horae. 

I neyer aaid, that, pedlar-like, you aold 
Praise by tho ounce, or pound, like snuff 
or cheese ; 
Too well I know you silver scorned, and 
gold- 
Such dross, a sage Reyiower seldom sees I 

I never hinted, that with half a crown 
Books have been sent you by the scrib- 
blinff tribe. 
Which fee hath purchased pagea of renown : 
No, for I knew you'd spurn the paUify 
bribe. 

I ne'er averred, yon critics to a man, 
For peace, would swear an owl excelled 
the lark ; 
Nor called a coward gang,, your grave Di- 
van, 
That stabbed, like base assassins, in the 
dark. 

I never pnused, orblamed, an author's book, 
Until your wise opinions came abroad; 

On theae with holjr reverence did I look : 
With you I praised, or blamed, so help 
me God! 

The famed Longinus all the world must 
know : 
The gape of wonder Aristarchus drew, 
As well,as Alexander's tutor, lo ! 
All ! all great critics, gentlemen, like 
you. 

Did any ask me, " Pray, Sir, your opinion 

Of those Reviewers, who so bold bestride 

The world of learning, and, with proud 

dominion. 

High on the backs of crouching authors 

ride ?" 

Quick have I answered in a rage, " Ods- 
blood ! 
No works like theirs such criticism con- 
vey ; 
Not all the timber of Dodona's wood 
E'er poured more sterling oracle than 
they: 


With Id Paens ushered to the light. 
And praised to folly in the next Re- 
view:" 

This was my answer to each snarling elf, 
(My eye-balls filled with fire, my mouth 
with foam) 
" Zounds ! is not justice due to one's dear 
aelf? 
And should not charity begin at home ?" 

Full oflen I've been questioned with a 
sneer — 
" Think you one could not bribe 'em ?"— 
** Not a nation." 
<< A beef-steak, with a pot or two of beer, 
Might save a little volume' from damna- 
tion." 

Furious I've answered, " Lo ! my Lord 
Carlisle 
Hath begged, in i^ain, a seat in Fame's 
old temple ; 
Though you applaud, their wisdoms will 
not smile ; 
And what they disapprove is cursed 
simple. 

<< Could gold succeed, enough the peer 
might raise. 
Whose wealth would buy the critics o'er 
and o'er : 
"Hs merit only can command their praise. 
Witness the volumes of Miss ilannah 
More ;** 

" The Search of HappinesSf that beauteous 


son 




»» 


Did others eiy, "-Whate'er their brains in- 
dite^ 
Be sure is excellent— a partial crew ! 


Which all of us would give our ears to 
own ; 
The Captivey Percy y\ that, like musUord 
strong. 

Make our eyes weep, and understand- 
ings groan." 

Hail, Bristol town ! Bceotia now no more, 
Since Garrick's Sappho aings, though 
rather slowly. 
All hail. Miss Hannah ! worth at least a 
score, 
Ay, twenty score, of Chatterton and 
Rowley. 

Men of prodigious parts are mostly shy ; 
Great Newton's self this failing did in- 
herit; 


* A lady talked of for her poetical prodnctlons, 
snd empbadcally called, by a certain claw of 
readers, the tenth Muie. 

t A pair of tragedies. 
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Thus, frequent, you avoid the public eye. 
And hide, in larking holes, a world of 
merit. 

Tet ofl your cautions modesties I see. 
When from your bower with bats you 
wing the dark ; 
And Sundays, when no catchpoles prowl 
for prey, 
On ether dining in St James' Park. 

Meek Sirs ! in frays yon choose not to ap- 
pear, 
A circumstance most natural to suppose, 
And therefore hide- your precious heads, for 
fear 
Some angry bard abused should pull your 
nose. 

The world's loud plaudit, lo! you don't 
desire, 

Nor do you hastily on books decide ; 
But first at e^ery coffee-house inquire, 

How in its favour runs the public tide. 

There, Wisdom, oflen with a critic wig, 
The face demure, knit brows, and fore- 
head scowling, 
I've seen o'er pamphlets, with importance 

Mousing for faults, or, if you'll have it, 
ou*Ung, 

Herculean gentlemen ! I dread your drubs ; 

Pity the lifled whites of both my eyes ! 
Strung with new strength beneath your 
massv clubs, 

Alas ! 1 shall not an Anteus rise. 


Lo, like an elephant along.the ground. 
Great Caliban, the giant Johnson 
stretched ! 
The British Roscius too your clubs con- 
found. 
Whose fame the farthest of the stars hath 
reached. 

If such so easy sink beneath your might, 
Ye gods ! I may be done for in a trice : 

Hurled by your rage to everlasting night- 
Cracked with that ease a becrffar cracks 
bis lice. 

If, awful Sirs, you grant me my petition ; 

With brother pamphlets shall my pamph- 
let shine ; 
And should it chance to pass a first edition, 

In capitals shall stare your praise divine. 

Quote from my work as much as e'er you 
please ; 
For extracts, lo ! I'll put no angrv face on ^ 
Nor fill a hungry lawyer's fist with- fees. 
To trounce a bookseller, like furioua 
Mason* 

Sage Sirs ! if favour in your iight I find, 
If fame you grant, I'll bless each gener- 
ous giver ; 
Wish you sound coats, good atomacha, 
masters kind.t 
Gallons of broth, and pounds of bullock's 
liver. 


* The contest between Mr Mason and a book- 
seller Is generally known, 
t The booksellerB. 
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LYRIC ODES, 


TO THE ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 


FOR THE TEAR MDCCLXXXII. 


'Jtrma viroaque eano. 


Paint and the men cf canvass fire my lays, . 
Who show their works for profit and for praise ; 
Whose pockets know most comfortable fillings-- 
Gaining— 7^00 Thctuand Pound* a-yearby SkUUngs, 


ODE I. 

Peter giveth an Account of his great Rela- 
tion — Boasteth — Praiseth Sir William 
Chambers, and Somerset-House — Ap- 
plaudeth Sir Joshua Reynolds, and show- 
eth deep Classic Learning. 

My cousin Pindar, in his Odes, 

Applauded horsejockeys and gods, 
Wrestlers and boxers in his verse divine ! 

Then shall not J, who boast his fire, 

And old hereditary lyre. 
To British painters give a golden line ? 

Say, shall yon dome stupendous rise, 
Striking with attic front the skies — 

The nursing dame of many a painting ape;* 
And I inmiortal rhyme refuse, 
To tell the nations round the news. 

And make posterity with wonder gape ? 

Spirit of cousin Pindar, ho ! 
By all thy odes, the world shall know. 
That Chambers planned it — be his name 
revered ! — 
Sir William's journeymen and tools, 
(No pupils of the Chinese schools) 
With stone, and wood, and lime, the nbric 
reared .' 


* Painting .Ape.— This expression is by no 
means to convey the idea of insult. There is great 
propriety, if not poetry, in it. The reader will 

5 lease to recollect, that painting is an imitative an. 
lonkeys are prodigious imitators— witness my 
own Odes. Besides, Pope compliments the im- 
mortal Newton by a similar allusion. 


Thus haying put the knight in rhyme. 
Stone, men, and timber, tools and lime ; 
Now let UB see what this rare dome con- 
tains — 
Where rival artists for a name. 
Bit by that glorious mad doe Fame, 
Have fixed the labours of their orush and 
brains. 

Muse ! Sir Joshua's master-hand 
Shall first our lyric laud command — 

Lo ! Tarleton dragging on his boot so tight ! 
His horses feel a godlike rage, 
And long with Timkies to engage — 

I think I hear them snorting for the fight ! 

Behold with fire each eye-ball glowing! 

1 wish indeed their manes so nowing 
Were more like hair — the brutes had been 

as good. 
If, flaming with such classic force, 
They had resembled less that horse. 
Called 'Trojan — and, by Greeks, composed 

of wood. 

Now to yon angel let us go — 
A fine performance, too, f trow, 

Who rides a cloud — indeed a poorish hack — 
Which to my mind doth eerth bring 
That easy bum-delighting thing. 

Rid by the chancellor — ^ycleped a sack. 

Tet, Reynolds, let me fairly say 
With pride I pour the lyric lay 

To most things by thy able hand expressed-* - 
Compared, alas ! to other men. 
Thou art an eagle to a wren ! 

Now, Mrs Muse, attend on Mr West. 
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ODE II. 

Fetor falleth foul on Mr West for represent- 
ing our blessed Redeemer like an old- 
clotlies man — and for misrepresenting the 
Apostles — Peter describeth St Paul, and 
Judas and the Apostles — Cattotii up Mr 
West's AngelB-<Attacketh another Pic- 
ture of Mr West's — Weopeth over the 
hard fate of Octavius and Augustus, 
children of our most glorious sovereign. 

O West, what hath thy pencil done ? 

Why, painted God Almighty's Son, 
Like an old-clothes-man, about London 
street ! 

Place in his hand a rusty bag, 

To hold each sweet collected rag ; 
We then shall see the character complete. 

Th' Apostles too, I'm much afraid, 
Were not the fellows thou hast made — 
For Heaven's sake, West, pray rub them 
out again — 
There's not a mortal who believes 
They looked like old SalvaterV 
thieves, 
Although they might not look like gendo- 
men. 

St Paul most candidly declares. 
He could not give himself high airs 

Upon his person, which was rather homely ; 
But roallv as for all the rest, 
Save Judas, who was a rank beast, ' 

They all were decent labourers, and comely. 

Thy mirita too can't boast the graces ; 
Two Indian angels by their faces : 
Bat speak — where are their wings to mount 
the wind ? 
One would suppose M'Bridet had met 

'em; 
If thou hast spare ones, quickly get 
'em, 
Or else the lads will both.be left behind. 

Ghost of Octavius ! toll the bard. 
And thou, Augustus, used so ktardy 
Why West hath murdered you, my tender 
lambs ? 
Ton bring to mind vile Richard's deed. 
Who bid your royal cousins bleed, 
For which the world the tyrant's memory 
damns. 

* Salvator Bosa, happy in his chaxacters of ban- 
ditti. 

f Captain M'Bride. ftunons fbr winging men of 
war, as well as partrldfe8.~8ee his letter to the 
AUmiialty. % 


West, I must own thou dost in- 
herit 
Some portion of the painting spirit — 
But trust me — not extraordinary things^- 
Some merit thou must surely own, 
By jgretting up so near the throne, 
And gaining whispers from the begt of 
kings. 


ODE III. 

Peter administereth sage Advice to very 
young Painters. 

Pbopls must mount by slow degrees 

to glory ; 
'Tis stairs most lead us to the attic 

story — 
Thus thought my great old namesake, Peter 

Czar; 
Who bound himself in Holland to a 

trade; 
A very pretty carpentor he made : 
And then went home,* and built a man of 

war. 

The lad who would a 'poihecary 

shine, 
Should powder claws of crabs, and 

jalap, fine ; 
Keep 'the shop clean, and watoh it like a 

porter ; 
Learn to boil glysters — nay, to give 

them too, ^ 
If blinking nurses can't the business 

do; 
Write well the labels, and wipe well the 

mortar. 

Before that boys can rise to master- 
tenners, 

Humble those boys must be, and mind 
their manners ; 
Despising pride » whose wish it is to wreck 
'em: 

And mornings, with a bucket and a 
stick. 

Should never once disdain to pick, 
From street to street, fair lumps of aUnan 
grtBcufn* 

Thus should young limning lads them- 
selves demean ; 

Learn how to keep their masters' 
brushes clean, 
And learn to squeeze the colours from the 
bladders ; 

* To Russia. 
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Furbish up rags — the shining pallet 

set; 
Keep the knives bright, and eke the 

easel neat — 
Such arts, to Same's high temple are the 

ladders. 

Toong men — so useful are the arts I 

mention, 
(Believe me, not an atom is invention.) 
The instant that I pen this Ode, I know 
A Jew-like, shock-polled, scrubby, 

short, black man, 
More like a cobbler than a gentleman, 
Working on canvass, like a dog m dough. 

By Heavens ! with scarce more know- 
ledges than these, 

He earns a guinea every day with 
ease ; 
Attempteth heads of princes, dogs, cats, 
'squires — 

Now on a monkey ventureth, now a 
saint- 
Talks of himsdff and much himself ad- 
mires, 

And struts the veriest Bantam'coek of 
painl. 

But mind me, yonths, I don't conceit advise, 

Because 'tis fulsome to men's ears and 
eyes; 

Whose tongues might cover you with ridi- 
cule, — 

And pray, who loves the appellation. Fool f 

Tet, if in spite of all the Muse can say, 
Tou will insist on going the wrong way, 
And wish to be a laughing-stock — 
Copy our little old black Bantam-cock — 

Whoso soul, moreover, of such sort is — 
With so much acrimony overflows, 
As makes him, wheresoe'er he goes, 

A walking thum-bottle of aquorfartis. 


ODE IV. 

The Lyric Bard 6ommendeth Mr Gains- 
borough's Pig — Recommendeth Land- 
scape to the Artist. 

And now, O Muse, with song so big. 
Turn round t9 Gainsborough's Girl and 

Or Piir and Girl I rather should have said ; 
llie pig in white, I must allow, 
Is really a well painted sow ; 

1 wish to say the same thing of the maid. 


As for poor St Leger and Prince, 
Had I their places I should wince ; 

Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high ; 
Just like your felons after death, 
On bagshot, or on Hounslow Heath, 

That force from travellers the pitying sigh. 

Tet Gainsborough has great merit too. 
Would he his charming /orf pursue- 
To mind his Landscape have the modest 
grace — 
Tet there, sometimes, are nature's tints 

despised : 
I wish them more attended to, and 
prized, 
Instead of trumpery that usurps their place. 


ODE V. 


Peter quarrelleth with Fatp— proveth its fatal 
inconveniences — Accounteth for the 
Leanness and Rags of the Muses— Dis- 
play eth Military Science — Telleth a won- 
derful story of a Spanish Marquis — ^Talk- 
eth sensibly of a Grevhoond, a Hawk, 
and a Race-Horse— -rointeth out the 
proper Subjects for Grease. 

Paiht£R8 and Poets never should be 

fat- 
Sons of Apollo ! listen well to that. 
Fat is foul weather — dims the fancy's sight ; 
In poverty, the "wits more nimbly mus- 
ter ; 
Thus stars, when pinched by frost, cast 
keener lustre 
On the black blanket of old mother Night. 

Tour heavy fat, I will maintain, 

Is perfect birdlime of tbe brain ; 

And, as to goldfinches the birdlime clings — 

Fat holds ideas by the legs and wings. 

Fat flattens the most brilliant thoughts, 
Like the buff-stop on harpsichords, or 
spinets — 
Muffling their pretty little tuneful throats. 
That would nave chirped away like lin- 
nets. 

Not only fat is hurtful to the arts. 

But Love, at fat— even Love almignty starts, 

Love hates large, lubberly, fat, clumsy fel- 
lows, 

Panting and blowing like a blacksmith's 
bellows*. 

In Parliament, amidst the various chat. 
What eloquence of North's is lost by fat ! 
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Mute in his head- piece on his bosom honff, 
How many a speech has slept upon his 
tongue ! 

So far Apollo's right, I needs must own, 
To keep his sons and daughters high in 

bone : 
The Nine too, as from history we glean, 
Are, like Don Quizotte's Rosinante, lean ; 

Who likewise fancy all incumbrances bad^ 
And therefore travel very thinly clad ; 
Looking like damsels just escaped from 

jails. 
With backs al frescOf and with tattered 

tails. 

How with large rolls of fat, would act^ 

A soldier, or a sailor ? 
And 'tis a well-attested fact, 

Apollo was as nimble as a tailor. 
How could he else have caught that hand- 
some flirt. 
Miss Daphne, racing through the pools and 
dirt? 

The Marquis of Cerpna, of great parts, 
Could scarce support himself, he 
was so big ; 
He starved— drank vinegar by pints and 
quarts, 
And ^ot down to a Christian — from 
a pig. 
Some author says, his pkin (bat some will 

doubt him) 
Would fold a half-a-dozen times about him. 

Reader ! — of lie I urge not an iota : 

His skih would really round his body 

come. 
Though tight before as parchment on 
a drum^- 
JuBt like a Portuguese capota. 

Tea, yea — indeed, I solemnly repeat, 
Painterrand bards should very little eat ; 
No matter, verily, how slight their fare ; 
Nay, though, camelion-like, they feed on 
air. 

Else they're like ladies much inclined to 

feedings 
WhOy often when they fatten, leave off 

breeding; ^ 
Or, like the hen, facetious £sops story, 
So known, I shall not lay the tale before 

ye. 

You would not load with fat a running 

horse, 
Or greyhound you designed to course ; 


Nor would you fatten up the hawk. 
You mean to nimble birds to talk. 

Then pray, young brushmen, if you wish 

to thrive, • 

And keep your genius and the art alive, 
Gt)bble not quantities of flesh and fish up : 
Beings who can no harm from fat receive, 
May feast securely — then for Heaven's 
sake leave 
Grease to an alderman, a hog, or bishop. 


ODE VI. 

Peter flattereth Mr Mason Chamberlin — 
and that most brilliant Landscape Paint- 
er, Mr Louiherbourgh — Peter admireth, 
praiseth, and. consoleth the English 
Claude, Wilson. 

Tnv portraits, Chamberlin, may be 
A likeness, far as I can see ; 

But, faith ! I cannot praise a single feature : 
Yet, when it so shall please the Lord, 
To make his people out of board. 

Thy pictures will be tolerable nature. 

And Lontherbourgh, when Heaven so 

wills, 
To make brass skies, and golden hills. 
With marble bullocks in glass pastures 
grazing; 
Thy repuUtion too will rise. 
And people, gaping with surprise, 
Cry, '* Monsieur Loutnerbourgh is most 
amazing!" 

But thou must wait for that event ; 

Perhaps the change is never meant — 
Till then, with me, thv pencil will notshine: 

Till then, old rod-nosed Wilson's art 

Will hold its empire o'er my heart, 
By Britain left in poverty to pine. 

But, honest Wilson, never mind ; 

Immortal praises thou shalt find, 
And for a dinner have no cause to fear, 

Thou start'st at my prophet rhymes : 

Don't be impatient for those times ; 
Wait till thou hast been dead a hundred 
years. 


ODE VII. 

Peter breaketh out into Learning, and talk- 
eth Latin — Advisetli youngArtists to do 
no more than they can do--Recom mend- 
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eth to oAch the Knowledge of his Genius. 
—Peter talketh of Maop^a Fables and Mr 
Stubbs. — Peter ^entareth on the stage — 
Recordeth a Story of an Actor, and con- 
cludeth facetiously. 

" Qui fitf Maeenas, %tt mmo quamsibi tar- 
tcnif 
Was partly written for those fools 
Who slight the very art that would support 
'em, 
In spite of gratitude's and wisdom's rules. 

It brings to mind old £sop's tale, so sweet, 
Of a poor country bumpkin of a stag, 

Who used to curse his clumsy legs and 
feet. 
But of his horns did wonderfully brag : 

Unlike our London poor John Bulls, 
Who, from the wardrobe of their skulls^ 
Could, with the greatest pleasure, piece- 
meal tear 
Such pretty-looking ornamental geer. ' 

But, to the story of the buck : 
Like many English ones, much out of 
luck : 
When to a thicket master buck was chased ; 
His ftvourite horns contrived to spoil his 
trot- 
By keeping the voung 'squire in limbo fast, 
nil John (he Huntsman came and cut his 
throat 

Unfortunately for the graphic art. 
Painters too often their true geniuBthtoart; 
Mad to accomplish what can ne'er be done. 
They form for criticism a world- of fun. 

The man of history longs to deal in liUle^ 
Quits lasting oil, for perishable spittle : 

The man of miniature to history springs, 
Mounts with an ardour wild the broom- 

like brush. 
Makes for sublimity a daring push, 

And shows, like Icarus, his feeble wings. 

'Us said that nought so much the temper 

rubs 
Of that ingenious artist, Mr Stubbs, 
As <»Uing him a horse- painter — how 

strange, 
That Stubbs the title should desire to 

change! 

Tet doth he curses on th* occasion utter. 
And, foolish, quarrel with his bread and 

hitter: 
Tes, after landscape, gentlemen and ladies, 
This verv Mr Stubbs, prodigious mad is : 


So quits his horse — on which the man might 
ride 
To Fame's fair' temple, happy and un- 
hurt ; 
And takes a hobby-hofse to gall his pride. 
That flings him, like a lubber, in the dirt. 

The self-same folly reigns, too, on the stage, 
Such for impossibilities the rage ! 
The man of Farce, to Tragedy aspires. 
And, calf-like bellowing, feeb heroic 
fires. — 

Weston for Hamlet and Othello sighed. 
And thought it devilish hard to be denied. 
The courtly Abington's untoward star 
Wanted her reputation much to mar. 
And sink the lady to the washing-tub — 
So whispered — " Mrs Abington, play 

Scrub," 
To foil V full as great, some imp may lug 

her. 
And bid her slink in Filch, and JSlbd Drug- 

ger. 

An actor, living at this time, 
That now I pen my verse sublime, 

Could not, to save his soul, find out biafort; 
But lo ! it happened, on a lucky night, 
He on the subject got a deal of light ; 

And thus doth Fame the circumstance re- 
port. 

After exhibiting to pit and boxes, 
To take a dram, the actor strolled to 
Fox's :• 
Where soon his friend came in, such fine 
things saving. 
Offering a thousand pretty salutations. 
With full confirming oath-ejaculations, 
Unto this son of Thespis, for his playing. 

" By heavens !" quoth he, " unrivalled is 

thy merit — 
Thou play'dst to night, my friend, with 

matchless spirit ; 
Zounds my dear fellow, let me go to hell, 
If ever part was acted half so well!" 

The actor blushed, and bowed, and silly 

looked. 
To hear such compliments so nicely cooked ; 
Getting the better of his mauvaise honte. 
And staring at the other's steady front. 

He asked — " What part, pray, mean ye ? 
for, in troth, 
I know of none that you should so com- 
mend" — 

* A uvemjuear the playhouse. 
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*^ Whftt part!" replied Ihe other with an oath: 
'^ The hind part of a Jackass,* my dear 
friend V' 

The player, pleased instead of bein([ hart, 
Thanked him for the discovery oi^hiB fort: 
Parsued his geni^is — sought no other game, 
And by his jackass won uiunvied fame. 


And, like a ruffian, would so use ye, that 
He would not leave a whole bone in your 
skin. 


ODE VIII. . 

Peter abuseth Mr and Mrs Cosway. 

Fie, Cosway ! I'm ashamed to say 

Tht>u own'st the title of R. A. 

I fear, to damn thee 'twas the devirs send- 
ing; 
Some honest calling quickly find. 

And bid thy wife her kitchen mind, 
Or shirts and shifts be making, or be mend- 
ing. 

If madam cannot make a shirt. 
Or mend, or from it wash the dirt. 

Better than paint — ^the p|oet for thee feels — 
Or take a stitch up in thy stocking, 
(Which for a wife is very shocking) 

I pity the condition of thy heels. 

What vanity was in your skulls. 
To make you act so like too fools, 
T' expose your daubs, though made with 
wondrous pains out ? 
Could Raphael's angry ghost arise, 
And on the figures cast his eyes, 
He*d catch a pistol up, and blow your brains 
out. 

Muse, in this criticism, I foar, 
Thou really hast been too severe : 
Cosway paints miniature with truth and 

spirit. 
And Mrs Cosway boasts a fund of merit. 

Be more like courtly Horace's thy page ; 

And shun of furious Juvenal the "n^t 

Of whom old Scaliger asserts — ** qia jugu- 
lat"-' 

Id ut — ^the fellow would not murder bog- 
gle at. 

This Scaliger employs, too, the word trU' 
ddat: 
That is, the bard would dash through 
thick and thin. 


• A part in one of the Pantomimes, which con- 
tains alarge portion of kicking, braying, obstinacy, 
and laii-wrig^ing. 


ODE IX. 

Peter ezhibiteth Bible knowledge — Con* 
demneth Imitators, and maketh Compa- 
risons. 

Sir Joshua— for I've read my Bible over, — 
Of whose fine art I own myself a lover, 
Puts me in mind of Matthew, the first 

chapter — 
Abram got Isaac — Isaac, Jacob got — 
Joseph to get, was lucky Jacob^ lot, 

And all his brothers. 
Who very naluraUy made others. 
Continuing to the end of a long chapter-** 
A genealogy I read with rapture. 

Tet, possibly, not with so much delight, 
As Queensbury's Duke delighting in 
good courses f 
Reads (which I'm told he dotli, from morn 
to night) 
The noble pedigrees of running-horses, 
Penned with a deal of subtlety, and labour, 
By that great turf apoetle, Mr Heber. 

Sir Joshua's happjr pencil hath prodaeed 
A host of copyists, much or the same 
feature ; 
By which the art hath greatly been abused — 
I own Sir Joshua great — but Nature 
greater. 

But what, alas ! is ten-times worse — 
The progress of the art to curse : 
The copyists have been copied too : 
And that, I'm sure, will never do. 

Such painters are like pointers hunting 
game. 

Intent on pleasure, and dog-iame ; 

Suppose a half-a-dozen dogs, or more. 

Snuffling, and scampering, crossing the 
field o'er. 

One pointer scents the partridge — points — 
Fixed like a statue on the pleasing gale 1 

How act the others ? — Stop their scamper- 
ing joints; 
And, lo ! one's nose is on his neighbour's 
tail. 

Perhaps this dog-rcomparison of mine. 
Though vastly natural, and vastly fine. 
May not be fully understood 
By all the youngling painter brood*; 
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Therefore, that into error they mayn't 

roam. 
I think I'll be a little more at home. 

Suppose a damsel of the Cyprian class, 

A fresh-imported, lovely , blooming lass, 

Gay, oareless, smilinff, ogling, in the park— 

Suppose those charms, so pleasing to 

the eye, 
Catch t^ wild glauce, and start the 
amorous sigb. 
Of some young ro?ing military spark — 

Lo ! as if touched by bailiffs, or by thunder. 
Sudden he stops — atl-oyer staring wonder — 
A thousand fancies his warm brain sur- 
round : 
And nailed, as if by maeic, to the ground, 
He points towards those fascinating charms 
That roused the host of passions up in 
arms. 

A brother ensign spies the stock-still lad. 
And sudden halts — graye pondering what 
it means — 
Another ensign, taking this for mad. 
Upon his supple-jack, deep maryelling, 
leans: 

Another ensign after him, too, sauntering, 
Stops short, and to his eye applies his 
glass- 
To know what staid his brother ensign's 
cantering. 
Not dreaming of that eye* catcher, the 
lass. 

Thus nosing one the other's back. 
Stands in a goodly row the king's red pack; 
£zcept th% first f whom Nature's charms in- 
flame — 
His nose is properly towards the game* 

£yen eo, the president, to Nature true, 
Doth mark her form, and all her haunts 

pursue ; 
Whilst half the silly brushmen of the land, 
Contented take the nymph at second-hand ; 
Imps, who just boast the merit of translu- 

tors — 
Horace's seroum pecus — imitators. 


Tou'll say, no compliment can well be 
colder: 
Why, as you scarce are in your prime. 
And wait the strengthening hand of 
time, 
I hope that you'll improve as yon grow 
older.*'^ 

Believe me. Barret, thou hast truth 

and taste; 
Tet sometimes art thou apt to be im* 
chaste : 
Too oft thy pencil, or thy genius flags— 
Too oil thy landscapes bonfires seem 

to be; 
And in thy bustling clouds, methinks I 
see 
The resurrection of old rags. 

O Catton, our poor feelings spare ! 

Suppress thy trash another year ; 
Nor of thy folly make us say a hard things 

And lo ! those daabs amongst the many. 

Painted by Mr Edward Penny ! 
They truly are not worth a hdf a farthing. 


ODE X. 


Peter jeereth Messieurs Serres and Zofiani, 
and praiseth ^d condemneth Mr Barret 

Skrres and Zoflani ! I ween, 

I better works than yours have seen ; 


ODE XI. 

Peter cannonadeth Fashion — Adviseth peo- 
ple to use their own Eyes and Noses ; 
and ordereth what is to be done with a 
bad Nose. 

One year the powers of Fashion rule 
In favour of the Roman school ; 
Then hoy, for drawing! Raphael and 
Poussln. 
The following year, the Flemish school 

shall strike ; 
Then hey, for colouring— Reubens and 
Vandyke ; 
And, lo ! the Roman is not worth a pin. 

Be not imposed upon by Fashion's roar— 
Fashion too oAen makes a monstrous 
noise. 

Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore 
The poorest trash, the meanest toys. 

And as a gang of thieves a bustle make. 
With greater ease your purse to take, 

So Fashion firequently, her point to 
gain, 
Sets up a howl enough to stun a stone, 

And fairly picks the pocket of the brain. 
That is, if any brain you chance to own. 

* Berne Is about 70 yean of Age, an: I Zofllmi 
63 or 64. 
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Ctny your eyes with you, where'er yoa 


For not to trast to them, is t' abuee 

'em, 
As Nature gave them t*ye, you ought to 

know 
The wise old lady meant that you should 


use em; 


And yet, what thousands, to our vast sur- 
prise, 
Of pictures judge by other people's eyes ! 

When Nature made a present of a nose 

To each man's face, we justly may sup- 
pose 

She meant, that for itself the nose should 
thinkf 

And judge in matters of perfume and 
stink ; 

Nor meant it for a mule alone, poor hack ! 

To bear horn spectacles upon its back — 

" Suppose it cannot smell, what then ?" 
you'll say. 
Fling It away. 


ODE XII. 

The Lyric Bard groweth witty on Mr 
Peters' Anffel and Child — and Madam 
Angelica Kauffman. 

Dear Peters ! who, like Luke the saint, 
A man of Gospel art and painty 

Thy pencil flames not with poetic fury : 
If Heaven's fair angels are like thine, 
Our bucks, I think, O grave divine. 

May meet in t'other worm the nymphs of 
Druiy. 

The infant soul I do not much admire : 
It boasteth somewhat mor^ of fle^ than 
fire. 
The picture, Peters, cannot much adorn 
ye — 
I'm glad though, that the red-faced little 

sinner. 
Poor soul ! hath made a hearty dinner. 
Before it ventured on so long a journey. 

Angelica my plaudit gains— 
Her art so sweetly canvass stains ! 
Her dames so Grecian ! give me such de- 
light! 
Bat, were she married to such gentle 

males 
As figure in her painted tales, 
I fear she'd find a stupid wedding-night 


ODE xm. 

Peter lasheth the Ladies— He tumeth 
Storyteller. — Peter grieveth. 

Atlhouqb the ladles with such beauty 

blaze. 
They very frequently my passion raise-- 
Their charms compensate, scarce, their 
wtLUt o£ taste. 
Passing amidst the Exhibition crowd, 
I heard some dtLmaola fashionably loud ; 
And thus I give the dialogue that passed. 

*^ Oh ! the dear man !" cried one, '' look ! 
* . here's a bonnet i 
He- shall paint mo-A am determined on it- 
Lord ! cousin, see 1 how beautiful the 

gown ! 
What charming colours 1 here's fine lace, 

here's gauze \ 
What pretty sprigs the fellow draws ! 
Lord, cousin ! ne'e the clevereet man in 

town «*' 

" Ay, cousin," cried a second, " very 
true — 

And here, here's charming green, and rod, 
and blue ! 

There's a complexion beats the rouge of 
Warren! 
See those red lips, oh la ! ' they are so 

nice ! 
What rosy cheeks then, cousin, to en- 
tice ! — 

Compared to this, all other heads are car- 
rion. — 

<' Cousin, this limner quickly will be 

seen 
Painting the princess Voyal, and the queen : 
Pray, don't you think as I do, eozf 
But we'll be painted first, that's poz" 

Such was the y%ry pretty conversation. 
That passed between ue pretty misses. 

Whilst unobserved the glory of our na- 
tion. 
Close by them hung Sir Joshua's match- 
less pieces. 

Works! that a Titian's hand could form 
alone — 

Works ! that a Reuben's had been proud to 
own. 

Permit me. ladies, now to lay before ye 
What lately happened— therefore a true 
story,* 

• See page 3. 
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ODE XIV. 

Peter diflclaimeth Flattery— Describeth the 
Grand Monarqoe— and promiseth oritical 
Candour. 

*Ti8 very true that flattery** not my fort — 

-I cannot to Htupidity pay conrt — 

And Bwear a face Itiflts sense (the picture 

puffing) 
That boaste no more e^frtssian than a 
muffin. 

• 
And yet a Frenchman can do thiS| 
And think he doth not act amiw ; 
Although he telle a most confounded lie. 
King Lewie lead me into this remark, 
Called by hie people all, le grand Manr 
argue — 
A demi-god in erery Frenchman's eye. 

Hie portrait by'eome fiunous hand wae 

done, 
And then exhibited at the Salotm— 
At once a courtly critic eritieises-^ 

Where is the brilliant eye, the charm- 
ing grace, 
The sense profound that marks the royal 
face; 
The soul of Lewis, that so very wise is .'" 

Yet when he bawled for sense, he bawled, 

I wot, 
For furniture the head had neyer got. 
Reader, believe me that ttue gentleman 
Was formed on Nature's very homely plan. — 

Clumsy in legs and shoulders, head and 
gullet, 
His month abroad in seeming wonder 

lost, 
As if its meaning had given up the ghost : 
His eye far duller than a leaden bullet ; 
Nature so slighting the poor royal nob. 
As if she bargained for it by the job. 


Therefore, should mighty Creorge, or great 
Lord North, 
Both f^entlefoUts of high condition, 
Think it worth while to send their faces 
forth. 
To stare amidst the Royal Exhibition — 

If likenesses, I'll not condemn the pic- 
tures, 
To compliment those mighty people's 
polls: 
I scorn to pass un&ir and cruel strictures, 
By asking for the graces, or their souls. 


ODE .XV. 

Peter praiseth Mr Stnbbs, and administer- 
eth wholesome advice — Surpriseth Mr 
Hone with a compliment — Concludeth 
with suspectinpr the ingratitude of the 
Royal Academicians. 

Wkll pleased, thy horses, Stubbe, I view. 
And eke thy dogs, to Nature true : 
Let modem artists match thee, if they 
can; 
Such animals thy genius suit — * 
Then stick, I beg Uiee, to the brute, 
And meddle not with women, nor with 
man. 

And now for Mr Nathan Hone- 
in portrait thou'rt as much alone. 

As in his landscape stands th' unrivalled 
Claude— 
Of pictures I have seen enough. 
Most vile, most execrable stuff ! 

But none so bad as thine, I vow to God. 

Thus in the. cause of painting loyal, 
Sublime I've sung to artists royal — 

With labour-pains the Muse has sore been 
torn! 
And yet each academic face, 
I fear me, hath not got the grace 

, To smile upon the bantling, now 'tis bom. 


LYRIC ODES, 


FOR THE TEAR MOCCLXXXIII. 


Eeee tientm Crispimu ! 


OD£ I. 

Peter puffetb — Displayeth learninj^— Prals- 
eth the Reviewers — Describeth himself 
most pathetically — Consoleth himself— 
Disliketh the road to the temple of Fame, 
by means of a pistol, poison, or a rope — 
Addresseth ^reat folks — Giyeth the King 
a broad hint — Asketh a queer question — 
Makethas qneer an apostrophe to Gtenias. 

SoHB of the brush, I'm here again ! 

At times a Pindar, and Fontaine^ 
Castinff poetic pearl (I fear) to swme ! 

For hang me, if my last year's Odes, 

Paid rent for lodgings near the ^ds,* 
Or put one sprat into wis mouth divine. 

For odes, my cousin had rump-steaks to 

eat! 
So sa^s Pausanias — loads of dainty meat! 
And this the towns of Greece, to give, 
thought fit : 
The best nistorians, one and all, declare. 
With the most solemn air. 
The poet might have guttled till he split 

How difibrent far,a]as! my worship's fate ! 

To sooth the horrors of an empty plate. 
The grave poflsessoni of the Critic tnrone,t 

Gave me, in truth, a pretty treat— 

Of flattery, mind me, not of meat : 
For they, poor souls, like me, are skin and 
bone. 


Red as cock-turkies, plump as barn-door 
chicken : 
Merit and I are miserably off: 
We both have got a most consumptive 
cough ; 
Hunger hath long our harmless bones been 
picking. 

Merit and I, so innocent, so good, 
Are like the little children in the wood— 
And soon, like them, shall lay us down and 
dier 
May some good Christian bard, in pity 

strong. 
Turn ledbreast kind, and with the sweet- 
est song 
Bewail our hapless fate with watery eye ! 


Poor Chatterton was starved-^with all 
his art! 

I Some consolation this to my lean heart- 
Like him, in holes too, spider-like, I 
mope; 
And there my reverence may remain, 

alas! 
The world will not discover it— the 


No, no ! with all my lyric powers, 
I*m not like Mrs Cos way's Hours y 


X 


* The attic stoiy, or, accordins to tbe vulgar 
phrase, garret. 

f , See the Revlewf for last year. 

t Aiablimeplctarethffl! the ezpreMion is truly 
Homerical.— Tbe Ikir artist bath, in tbe most sur- 
prising manner, communicated to canvass tbe old 
bard*8 idea of tbe »raiiif/ao«<A«iir«w-See tbe Iliad. 


Until 1 scrape acquaintance with a rope. 

Then up vour Walpoles, Bryanta, mount 

like bees; 
Then each my powers with adoration 


Nothing their kind civilities can hinder — 
When, like an Otho, I am found : 
Like Jacob's sons, they'll look one t*other 
rouud, 
And cry, << Who would have thought this a 
young Pindar ?" 

Hanging's a dismal road to fame — 
Pistols and poison just the same — 
And, what is worse, one can't come back 
again — 
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8oon as the beauteous ^m we find| 
We can't display it to maokiDd, 
Though won with such wry mouths and 
wriggling pain. 

Ye lords and dukes so cloTer, say, 
(For yon haye much to give away, 

And much your gentle patronage I lack) 
Speak, is it not a crying sin, 
Tnat Folly's guts are to his chin, 

Whilst mine are slunk a mile into my back ? 

Oft, as his sacred majesty I see, 
Ah! 'George (1 sigh) thou hast good 
things with thee, 

Would make me sportiye as a youthful cat : 
It b not that my soul so lo^al 
Would wish to wed the prmcess royal, 

Or be archbishop— no ! I'm not for that 

Nor really have I got the grace 

To wish for Laureat Whitehead's place ; 

Whose odes Cibberian— sweet, yet very 

manly, 
Are set, with equal strength, by Mr Stanley. 

Would not one swear that Heaven loved 
fools, 
There's such a number of them made ? — 

Bum-proof to all the flogging of the 
schools. 
No ray of knowledge could their skulls per- 
vade : — 

Tet, take a peep into thoso fellows' 
breeches, * ^ 

We stare, like congers, to observe the 
riches. 

O Gknhia! what a wretch art thou, 
Thou canst not keep a mare nor cow, 

With all thy compliment of wit so frisky ; 
Whilst fx>lly, as a mill-horse blind. 
Beside his compter, gold can find. 

And Sundays sport a strumpet and a whisky. 


ODE II. 


Peter criticiseth — Addresseth the British 
Raphael — Promiseth Mr West great 
things, and, like great folks, breaketh bis 
word — Laugheth at the Figure of King 
Charles — Lasheth that of 01i?er Crom- 
well ; and ridiculeth the picture of Peter 
and John running to the Sepulchre — 
Understandeth plain- work, and justly 
condemneth the shortness of the shirts of 
Mr West's An^^els— Concludeth, with 
~ ^' that Artist a handsome offer of 


Now for my criticism on paints. 

Where bull-dogs, heroes, sinners, saints, 
Flames, thunder, lightning, in conlbaion 
meet ! 

Behold the works of Mr West ! 

That artist first shall be addressed — 
His pencil with due reverence I greet- 
Still bleeding from his last year's wound, 
Which from my doughty lance he found ; 
Metbinks I hear the trembling painter 

bawl, 
*< Why dost thou persecute me, Saulf" 

West, let me wbisper in thy ear- 
Snug as a thief within a mill, 

From me thou hast no cause to fear, 
To panegyric will I turn my skill ; 

And uHiy picture I am forced to blame, 

I'll say most handsome things about the 
frame. 

Don't be cast down — ^instead of gall, 
Molasses from my pei\ shall fall : 
And yet 1 fear thy gullet it is such, 
That could I pour all Niagara down. 
Were Niagara, praise, thou wouldst not 
fVown, 
Nor think the thundering gulf one drop too 
much. 

Te gods ! the portrait of the king ! 

A very Saracen ! a glorious thinf ! 
It shows 9. flaming pencil f let me tell ye — 

Metbinks I see tne people staro. 

And, anxious for his life, declare, 
King George has got a fiM-ship in his belly. 

Thy Charles !— What must I sav to that P 
Each face unmeaning, and so flat ! 

Indeed, first cousin to a piece of board- 
But, Muse, we've promised, in our lays. 
To give our Yanke^ painter praise ; 

So, Madam, 'tis but fiiir to keep our word. 

Well then, the Charies of Mr West, 

And Oliver, I do protest, 
And eke llie witnesses of resurrection -* 

Will stop a hole, keep out the wind. 

And make a properer window-blind 
Than great Correggio's,t used for horse 
protection. 


an American Immortality. 


They'll make food floor-cloths, tulor^ 

moasares. 
For table coverings, be treasures. 


* Peter and John. 

t Correggio*8 best pictures were actaally made 
um of In tbe Etoyat Stablea In the North, to keep the 
wind firom the tails of the bones. 
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With batchers, form for flies most charm- 
inflr flappers ; 
And Monday morning at the tub, 
When qaeens of suds their linen scrub, 
Mak^for the blue-nosed nymphs delightful 
wrappers. 

West, I for^t last year to say, 
Thy an^ls did my delicacy hurt ; 
Their linen so much coarseness did dis- 
play : 
What*8 worse, each had not aboye half a 
shirt. 
I tell thee, cambric, fine as webs of spi- 
ders, 
Ought to haye decked that brace of hea- 
yenly riders. 

Could not their saddle-bags, pray, jnmp 
To somewhat longer for each rump ? 
I'd bay much better at a Wapping shop, 
By yulgar tongues baptized — a slop ! 
Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time. 
And thou sludt cut a figure in my rhyme. 

Sublimely towering 'midst th' Atlantic 

roar, 
ril waft thy praises to thy natiye shore ; 
Where LiMrty's braye sons their Peans 

sing, 
And eyery scoundrel conyict is a king. 


ODE III. 

The Poet addresseth Mr Oainsborough — 
Showeth fffeat Scripture erudition — 
Condemnem Mr Gainsboroush's Plagia- 
rism — Giyeth the Artist wholesome ad- 
yice— Praiseth the Cornish Boy; and 
sayeth fine things to Jackson. 

Now, Gainsborough, let me view thy shin- 
ing labours. 
Who, mounted on thy painting throne. 
On other brushmen look'd contemptuous 
down, 
Like our great admirals on a gang of swab- 
bers. 

My eyes, broad-staring Wonder leads 

To yon dear nest of royal heads !* 
How each the soul of my attention pulls ! 

{Suppose, my friend, thou giv'st the frame 

A pretty little Bible name. 
And call'st it, Chlgotha, tlie place qfskuUs! 


* A firame ftill of hoadi, in most hwmbU imita- 
tion of the Royal Family. 


Say, didst thou really paint 'em? (to be 

free) 

An angel finished Luke's transcendent 

line-i 

Perchance that civil an^el was with thee — 

For, let me perish, if I think them thine. 

Thy dogs* are good ! — but yet, to make 
thee stare, 
The piece hath gained a number of deri- 
ders — 
They tell thee, Genius in it had no share, 
But that thou foully stol'st the curs from 
Snyders. • 

I do not blame thy borrowing a hint : 
For, to be plain, there's nothinff in't — 

The man who scorns to do it is a log : 
An eye, an ear, a tail, a noeO) 
Were modesty, one might suppose ; 

But zounds ! thoa must not smuggle the 
whole dog, 

O Gainsborough ! Nature 'plaineth sore, 
That thou hast kicked her out of door, 
Who in her bounteous gifts hath been so 

free. 
To cull such genios out for thee — 
Lo ! all thy oftbrts without her are yain ! 
Gro, find her, kiss her, and be friends again. 

Speak, Muse, who formed that matchless 

head; 
The Cornish Boy,t in tin-mines bred ; 
Whcinatiye genios, like his diamonds, 

shone 
In secret, 'till chance gayehimto the sun, — 
'Tis Jackson's portrait — put the laurel on it. 
While to that tunefal swan I pour a sonnet. 


SONNET TO JACKSON, OF 
EXETER. 

EiicnANTiita harmonist! the art is thine, 
Unmatched, to pour the soul-dissolving air, 

That seems poor weeping Virtue's hymn 
divine, 
Soothing the wounded bosom of deepair ! 

O say, what minstrel of thy sky bath 
given 
To swell the dirge, so mnsically lorn? 
Declare, hath doye-«yed Prty left her 
heaven, 
And lent thy happy hand her lyn to mourn ? 


* A picture of boys Mttlnff docs to flght. 
t Opie. 
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80 sady thy longB of hopelem hearts com- 
plain* ' 
Love from hia Cjprian isle prepares to fly; 

He hastes to listen to thy tender strain, 
And learn from thee to breathe a sweeter 
sigh. 


ODE IV. 

The Great Peter, by a bold Pindaric jump, 
leapeth from Sonnet to Gall-catchin|f. 

RxADSA, dost know the mode of catching 
galls? 

If not, I will inform thee — Take a board, 
And place a fish upon it, for the fools—- 

A sprat, or any fish by galls adored. 

Those birds, who love a lofty flight, 
And sometimes bid the sun goodniglit; 
Spying the glittering iHiit that floats be- 
low ; — ^ 
Saju c6rhnoni0, down they rush,— 
(For gulls have got no manners)— on 
they push : 
And what's the pretty consequence, I 
trow? 
They strike their gtotle jobbernowls of 

lead 
Plump on the board— then lie, like boo- 
bies dead. 

Reader, thou need'st not beat thy brains 

about, 
To make so plain an application out^ 
There's many a painting puppy, take my 

word. 
Who knocks his silly head against a hoard — 
That might have helped the state— made a 

good jailer, 
A nightman, or a tolerable tailor. 


ODE V. 


Peter discovereth more Scriptural erudi- 
tion— Groweth sarcastic on the Exhibi- 
tion — Giveth a wonderful account of St 
Dennis — Blusheth for the honour of his 
country — Tatketh sensibly of the Due de 
Chartre^ and the French king. 

" FiKD me in Sodom out,'* exclaimed the 
Lord, 
''Ten gendemen, the place sha'n't be 
un-toton*d — 
That is, I will not burn it, every board :" 
The devil a gentleman was to be found ! 
V * 


But this was rather hard, since Heaven 

well knew. 
That every fellow in it was a Jew. 

This house is nearly in the same condition — 
Scarce are good things amid those wide 
. ' abodes — 
Find me ten pictures in this Exhibition 
That ought not to be damned, — ^I'U bum 
my Odes ! 
And then the world will be in fits and va- 
pours,' 
Just as it was for Poor Lord Mansfield's 
papers.* 

St Dennis, when his jowl was taken ofiT, 
Hugged it, and kissed it— carried it a 
mile— 

This was a pleasant miracle enough. 
That maketh many an unbeliever smile. 

'' 'Sblood, tis a lie !" you roar — Pray do not 
swear, 
Tou may believe the wondrous tale in- 
deed ! 

Speak, ha'n't you said, that many a picture 
here 
Was really done by folks without a Aeoi^ 

And ha'n't you sworn this instant, with 
surprise. 

That he who did that thing had neither 
hands nor eyes ? 

How is it that such miserable stuff 
The walls of this stupendous building 
stains? 
The council's ears with pleasure I could 
cuff; 
Mind me — I don't say, batter out their 
braifis. 
What will Duke Chartres say, when he 

Soes home, 
is King Lewis all about the Room ? 

Why, viewing such a set of red-hot 
heads, 
Our Exhibition he wUl liken hell to ; 
Then to the monarch who both writes and 
reads. 
Give hana-bills of the toondroug KaUer' 
feUo; 
Swearing, th' Academy was all so flat, 
He'd rather see the wizard and his cat. 


* To tbe Irreparable loss of the public, and that 

Seat law expounder, burned ! burned In Lord 
9orge Grordon's religious conflagration.— The 
newspapers bowled for months ovn- their ashes — 
Oke ! jam talis e»t. 
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ODE VI. 

The British Peter elegantly and happily 
depictoth his grreat Cousin of Thebes — 
Talketh of Fame — Horse whippeth the 
painters, for turning their own Trumpe- 
ters. 

A DiBULTORT way of writing, 
A hop-and'Btep-and-jump mode of indit- 
ing, 

My great and wise relation, Pindar, boasted : 
Or (for I love the bard to flatter) 
By jerks, like boar-pi^s making water, 
Whatever first came in his sconce. 
Bounce out it flew, like bottled ale, at 
once — 

A cock, a bull, a whale, a soldier roasted. 

What sharks we mortals are for fame ! 

How poacher-like we hunt the game ! 
No matter for it how we play the fool — 

And yet, 'tis pleasing our own land to 
hear. 

And really yery natural to prefer 
One grain of praise to pounds of ridicule. 

IVe lost all patience with the trade — 
1 mean the painters — who can't stay, 

To see their works by criticism displayed. 
And hear what others haye to say ; 

But, callin|r fame a yile old lazy strumpet, 

Sound their own praise from their own 
penny* trumpet. 

Amidst the hnrly-burlr of my brain, 
Where the mad lyric Muse, with pain, 
Hammering hard verse, her skill employs. 
And beats a tinman's shop in noise ; 
Catching wild tropes and similies, 
That hop about like swarms of fleas — 
We've lost Sir Joshua — ^Ah ! that charm- 
ing elf, 
I'm grieved to say, hath thb year lost him- 
self. 

Oh ! Richard, thy St Greorge,t so brave, 

Wisdom and Prudence could not save. 
From being foully murdered, my good 
friend. 

Some weep to see the woful figure ; 

Whilst others laugh, and many snigger, 
As if their mirth would never have an end. 


* At the beginning of the Exhibitioni the pubUc 
papert swarmed with thoee self-adulatora. 

t See Mr Coeway'f pictare of Pnidence, Wis- 
dom, and Valour, arming 8t Gtourge. 


Pr'ythee, accept th' advice I give with 
sorrow — 

Of poor St George the useless armour 
borrow, 
To guard thy own poor corpse— don't be a 
mule — 

Take it — even now thou*rt like a hedge- 
hog quilled, 

(Richard, I hope in God, thou art not 
killed) 
By the dire shafts of merciless ridicule. 

Pity it is ! 'tis true, 'tis pity ! 
(As Shakspeare lamentably says) 

That thou, in this observing cit^. 
Thus runn'st a-wborin|r after praise. 
With strong desires I really think thee 

fraught ; 
But, Dick, the nymph so coy will not be 
caught. 

Tet, for thy consolation, mind ! 
In this thy wounded pride may refuge 
find — 
Think of the sage who wanted a fine 
piece: 
Who went, in iKitn, five hundred miles 

^t least. 
On Lais, a sweet^fl dejoie, to feast — 
The Mrs Robinson of Greece. 

Pr'ythee, give up, and save the paints 

and oU, 
And don't whole acres of good canvass 

spoil : 
Thou'lt say, " Lord ! nlkny hundreds do 

like me." 
Lord ! so have fellows rcbbed — nay, 

further. 
Hundreds of villains have committed 

murther; 
But, Richard, are these precedents for 

theef 


ODE VII. 
Peter groweth Auctions. 

Natvrx's a coarse, vile, daubing jade — 
I've said it often, and repeat it^- 

She doth not understand her trade — 
Artists, ne'er mind her work ! — I hope 
you'll beat it. 

Look now, for Heaven's sake, at her skies! 

What are they ? Smoke, fcfr certainty, 

I know 'f 
From chimney-tops, behold ! they rise, 

Made by some sweating cooks below. 
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Look at ber dirt in lanes, from whence it 

comes .' 
From hogs, and ducks, and geese, and 

horses' bams — 
Then tell me, decencv, I must request, 
Who'd copy such adeyilish nasty beast f 

Paint by the yard— your canvass spread, 
Broad as the mainsail of a man of war — 

Tonr whale shall eat up every other head, 
Even as the sun licks up each sneaking 
star! 

I do assure you, hulk is no bad trick — 
By bulky things both men and muids are 
taken — 
lAind, too, to lay the paints, like mortar, 
thick. 
And make your picture look as red as 
bacon. 
All folks love site; believe my rhyme ; 
Burke says, 'tis ^ar( of the stiUme, 

A Dutchman, I forget his name — Van 
Grouty 

Van StabberchapSf Van Stinky VanSwah^ — 
No matter, though I oannot make it out-— 

At calling names 1 never was a dab : 

This Dutchman, then, a man of taste. 
Holding a cheese that weighed a hnn- 
drra pound, 
Thus, like a Burgomaster, spoke with 
judgment vast, 
** No poet like my broder step de ground. 

" He be de bestest poet, look ! 

Dat all de vorld must please ; 
Yor he heb vrite von book 

So hig as all dis chee$e!" 

If at a distance yon would paint a pig. 
Make out each single bristle on his back : 

Or if your meaner subject be a wig^ 
Let not thecazon a distinctness Tack ; 

Else all the lady critics will so stare, 

And,angry, vow, " 'Tis not a bit like hair !" 

Be smooth as glass — like Denner finish 
high : 
Then every tongue commends— 
For people judge not only by the eye, 

But/ec/ your merit by their finger-ends : 
Nay \ closely nosing, o'er the picture 

dwell ; 
As if to try the goodness by the smeU, 

Clande's distances. are too confused — 
One floating scene — nothing made out — 

For which he ought to be abused, 
Whoae works have been so cried about 


Give me the pencil, whose amazing style 
Makes a bird's beak appear at twenty 
mile ; 
And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will 
bring. 
With every feather of his tail and wing. 

Make all your trees alike, for Nature's 

toild^^ 
Fond of variety, a wayward child — 
To blame your taste some blockheads may 

presume ; 
But, mmd that every one be like a broom. 
Of steel and purest stiver form your waters. 
And make your clouds like rocks and alli- 
gators. 

Whene'er you paint the moon, if you are 

willing 
To gain applause — why paint her like a 

shilling : 
Or Sol's bright orb — be sure to make him 

Slow 
y like a guinea, or a jo.* 
In short, to get your pictures praised and 

sold. 
Convert, like Midas, every thing to gold. 

I see, to ezoellence you'll come at last-^ 
Tour clouds are made of very brilliant 
stuff, 
The blue on China mugs are now sur- 


Your sun-sets, yield not to brick-walls, 
nor buff. 
In stumps of trees your art so finely thrives, 
They really look like golden-hafled knives ! 
Qo on. my lads — leave Nature's dismal hue, 
And she ere long will come and copy you. 


ODE vin. 

The sublime Peter condudeth in a sweat. 

Thhs have I finished, for this time, 

My odes, a little wild and rambling—— 
May people bite like gudgeons at my 
rnyme ! 

I long to see them scrambling 

Then very soon I'll give 'em more (God 

willing) 
But this is fiul sufficient for a shiUing. 
For such a trifle, such a heap .' 
Indeed, I sell my goods too cheap. 

** Finished!'* a disappointed artist cries. 
With open month and straining eyes j 

* A Portugal coin, vulgarly called a Jobannes. 
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Gaping for praise, like a young crow' for 
moat — 
" Lord ! wlij, you have not mentioned 


me 


I" 


Mention thee! 


Thy impudence hath put me in a stoetu. 
What rage for Fame attends both great 

and small ! 
Better be damned, than mentioned not at 
tdl! 


LYRIC ODES, 


FOR THE YEAR MDCCLXXXV. 


— — i2uie»t«m dieere rerum 
Q,uidvetat1 Bor. 


ODE I. 

The diTine Peter gi?eth an account of a 
conference he. held last year with Satire, 
who advised him to attack some of the 
R. A's ; to tear Mr West*s works to 
piecesi abuse Mr Gainsborough, fkll foul 
of Mrs Cosway's Sampson, and ^ve a 
gentle stroke on the back of Mr Rigand 
— The Poet's gentle answer to Satire — 
The Ode of Remonstrance that Peter 
received on account of his Lyrics — Sa- 
tire's Reply—Peter's Resolution. 

" Not, not this year the lyric poet sings, — 

The great R. A's have wisn'd my song 

to cease ; 

I will not pluck a feather from your wings, — 

So, Sons of Canvass ! take your naps in 

peace." 

Such was my last year's gracious speech, 
Sweet as the Kmg's to Commons and to 
Peers, 
Always with sense and tropes as plum-cake 
rich, 
A luscious banquet for his people's ears ! 

<< Not write !" cried Satire, red as fire with 

rage, 
" This instant glorious war with Dnlness 
wage; 
Take, take my supple-jack, 
Plav St Bartholomew with many a back ! 
Flay naif the academic imps alive 1 
Smoke, smoke the drones of that stupendous 
hive. 


** Begin with George's idol. West ; — 
And then proceed in order with the rest : 
This moment knock me down his master 

Moses,* 
On Sinai's mountain, where his nose is 
Cocked up so pertly plump .against the 
Lord, 
Upon my word. 
With all that ease to Him who rules above. 
As if that Heaven and he were hand and 
glove." 

^ Indeed," quoth I, ■' the piece hath points 

of merit, 
Though not possessed throughout of equal 

spirit. 
** What ! answered Satire, " not knock 

Moses down ! 
O stupid Peter ! what the devil mean ye? 
He looks a poor pert barber of the town, 
With paper sign-board out—' Shave for a 

penny.' 

" Observe the piteous Israelite once more-— 
Wears he the countenance that should 
adore f 

No ! 'tis a son of lather — a rank priff ; 
Who, 'stead of fetching the most sacrea law. 
With sober looks, and reterential awe, 

Seems pertly tripping up to fetch his wig. 

<< With all her thunder bid the Muse 
Fall furious on the group of Jews, 
Whose shoulders are adorned with Ckno- 
Han faces; 

Moses receiving the law on Mount BhiaL 
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For by each phiz (I speak witbont a ^be) When Mount Vesuvius* poured his flames. 

There's not an Israelite in all the tribe And frightened all the Naples' dames, 

Not that they are encumbered by the Graces, w h«t A\A thn laHi am of (Ha nitv An ? 

** Strike off the head of Jeremiah,* 
And break the bones of old Isaiah ;t 
Down with the duck* winged angels,t that 
abreast 
Stretch from a thing called doud^ and, by 

their looks. 
Wear more the visage of young rooks 
Cawing for victuals from their nest. 

''Deal Gainsborough a lash, for pride so 

stiff, 
Who robs us of such pleasure for a miff; 
Whose pencil, when he chooses, can be 

chaste, 
Give nature's form, and please the eye of 

taste. 

<' Of cuts on Sampson § don't be sparing. 
Between two garden-rollers starinff, 

Shown by the lovely Delilah foul play! 
To atoms tear that Frenchman'sH trash; 
Then bountifully deal the lash 

On necAas dartd to dub him an R. A." 
THms Satire to the gentle poet cried — 
And ihuB with lamb-like sweetness I re- 
plied : ^ 

" Dear Satire ! pray consult my life and 
ease , 
Were I to write whatever you desire, 
The fat would all be fairly in the fire— 
R. A's surround me like a swarm of 
bees. 
Or like a flock of small birds round a fowl 
Oi solemn speadatum, called an Owl." 


Quoth I, *' O Satire, I'm a simple youth. 
Must make my fortune, therefore not speak 

truth, 
Although as sterling as the Holy Bible— 
Tniih makes it (Mansfield says) the more 

a libel : 
I shall not sleep in peace within my hutch ; 
Like Doctor Johnson,ir I have wrote too 

fKUeh" 


A picture by Mr West. 

Another picture by West. 

In the ApotbeoBis, a picture by West. 

A picture by M n uoaway. 

RIgaud. 

The Btory goes, that Sam, before hia folUieal 
e&nversion, replied to his present majesty, in the 
Library at Buckingham House, on being aslced by 
the monarch, "Why he did not write more?" 
— ** Please your majesty, I have written too much." 
So candid a declaration, of which the sturdy mora- 
list did not believe one syllable, procured him a 
penaion, and a massle. 


What did the ladies of the city do? 
Why, ordered a fat cardinal to go 
With good St JanuariJus' head, 
And shake it at the mountain 'midst his 

riot 
To try to keep the bully ^niet : 
The parson went, and shook .the jowl, 

and sped ; 
Snug was the word^the flames at once 

kept bouse, 
The bellowing mountain was as mute's a 

mouse. 

Thus, should Lord Mansfield from his 

bench agree. 
To shake his lion*mane*like wig at ms. 
And bid his grim-looked myrmidons as- 
sail— 
With heads Mednsan, and with hearts of 

bone ; 
Who, if they did not turn me into sfons, 
Might turn my limbs, so gentle, into 
jaU. 

Read, read this ode, just come to hand. 
Giving the Muse to understand 
That cruelty and scandal swell her song, 
And that 'twere better far she held her 
tongue. 


TO PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 

A TBOI78A1ID frogs, upou E 8ummer''8 

day. 
Were sporting 'midst the sunny ray, 
In a large pool, reflecting every face ; 
The^ showed their gold*laeed clothes, 

with pride, 
In harmless sallies frequent vied. 
And gamboled through the Water with a 
grace. 

It happened that a band of boys, 
Observant of thoir harmless joys, 
Thoughtless, resolved to spoil their happy 
sport; 
One rrenzy seized both great and small, 
On tlie poor frogs the rogues began to 
fall. 
Meaning to splash them, not to d6 them 
hurt. 

As Milton quaintly sings, << The stones 

'gan pour," 
Indeed an Otaheite shower : 

* See Sir William Hamilton's account. 
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The conseqaenoe was dreatffulf let me tell 
ye; 
One's e je was beat oat of his head ; 
This limped away, that lay for dead — 
Here mourned a broken back, and there a 
belly. 

Amongst the smitten, it was found, 
Their Beauteous queen received a wound ; 
The blow gave every heart a sigh, 
And drew a tear from every oye : 

At length King Croak got up, and thus be- 
gun— 

** My lads, you think this very pretty y«m/ 

" Your pebbles round as fly as thick as 

hops — 
Have toarudy complimented all our 

chops ; — 
To yau I guess that these are pleasant 

stones! 
And so they might be' to us frogs j 
Tou damned, young, good-for-notliing 

But that they are so kardf they break our 
bones." 

Peter! thou mark'st the meaning of this 

fable- 
So put thy Pegasus into the stable ; 
Nor wanton thus with cruel pride, 
Mad, Jehu-like, o'er harmless people ride. 

To drop the metaphor — the fair,* 
Whose works thy Muse forbore to spare, 
Is blessed with talents Envy must approve ; 
And didst thou know her heart, thou'dst 

say — 
** Perdition catch the cmd lay!" 
Then strike the lyre to Innocence and 
Love, 

*' Poh, poh !" cried Satire, with a smile, 
"** Where is the glorious freedom of our isle. 

If not permitted to call names?" 
Methought the argument had weight — 
" Satire," quoth I, " you're very right"— 

So once more forth volcanic Peter 
flames! 


ODE II. 

The Peet correcteth the Muse's warmth, 
who beginneth with little less than call- 
ing names — Hinteth at some Academic 
Giants — And concludeth with a pair of 
apt and elegant Similies. 

• Mis Coswajr. 


** Tagraos and bobtails of the sacred 

brush !"— 
For Heaven's sake. Muse, be pradent : — 
Hush ! hush ! hush ! 
The Ode with too much violence begins ! 
The Great R. A.'s, so jealous of their tame, 
Will all declare of them we make a game ', 
And then — the Lord have mercy on our 
skins! 

Think what a formidable phalanx. Muse, 
Strengthened by Messieurs Grarway, and 
Rigaud, and Co. 
How dangerous such a body to abuse ! 

Then there's among the academic crew, 

A many* that made the president look blue ; 

Brandished his weapon — with a whirl- 
wind's forces, 

^ore by the roots his flourishing discourses; 

And swore, his own sweet Irish howl could 
pour 

A half a dozen such in half an hoar. 

Be prudent Muse ! — once more I pray- 
In vain I preach ! tb' advice is thrown 

away : 
£veii now you turn your nose up with a 

sneer, 
And cry^— Lord ! Reynolds has no cause to 

fear: 
When Barry dares the president to fly pn, 
'Tis like a mouse, tnat, worked into a 

Daring most dreadful war to wage, 
Nibbles the tail of the Nomiean lion. 

Or like a louse, of mettle full, 
Nursed in some giant's skull — 

Because Goliath scratched him as he fed, 
Employs with vehemence bis angrj claws, 
Ana gaping, grinning, formidable jaws, 

To carry ojfthe gianCs head ! 


ODE III. 

The Poet addresseth Sir William Chambers, 
a Gentleman of consequence in the Elec- 
tion of R. A.'s — He accuseth the Knight 
of a partial and ridiculous distribution of 
the Academic Honours — ^Threateneth 
him with Rhyme — ^Adviseth a Reforma- 
tion. 

One minute, gentle Irony, retire- 
Behold ! I'm graver than a mustard poi; 


* Hr Barry. 
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The Muse, with bile, as hot ai fire, 

Could call fool^ P^PPV} blockhead^ and 

what not : 
As brother Horace has it — iuvMtjtcur : — 
Ner, in her angry progress, will I check 

her. 

I'm told, that Satan has been long at work, 

To bring th' Academy into disgrace ; 
Oh ! may that member s backside feel his 
fork, 
Who dares to violate the sacred place ! 
Who dares the devil join 
In so nefarious a destff n ? 
Yet, lo ! what dolts the honours claim ! — 
1 leave their works to tell their name. 

Th' Academy is like a microscope — 
For by the magnifying powers are seen 

Objects, that for attention ne'er could hope ; 
No more, alas! than if they ne'er had 
been. , 

So rare a building,- and so graced 
With monuments of ancient taste, 

Statues and busts, relievos and intaglios ; 
For such poor things to watch the treasure, 
Is laughable beyond all measure — 

'Tis just like eunuchs put to guard seraglios. 

Think not. Sir William, I'm in jest — 
By Heaven 1 I will not let thee rest : 

Yet thou may 'st bluster like bull-beef so big; 
And of tby own importance full. 
Exclaim, ** Great cryy and little wool!" 

As Satan hollaed, when he sbaved t)ie pig. 

Yes, thou shalt feel my tomahawk of satire, 
And find that aaUping is a serious matter : 
Shocked at th' abuse, how rage inflames my 
veins ! 
Who can help swearing, when such 
wiffbts he sees, 
Crept to Ui' Academy by ways and means, 
Like mites and skippers in a Cheshire 
cheese ? 

What beings will the next year's choice dis- 
close, 

The Academic list to grace ? 
Some skeletons of art, I do suppose, 

That ought to blush to show their face. 

Sir William ! tremble at the Muse's tongue; 
Parnassus boasts a formidable throng ! 
All people recollect poor Marsyas' fate, 
Save such as are dead-drunk or fast 
aslbep : 
Apollo tied the culprit to a gate,i 
And flayed him, as a butcher flays a 
sheep: 


And why ? — Lord ! not as history rehearses, 
Because he scorned his piping — but his 

verses ; 
In vain, like a poor pilloried punk, he 

bawled. 
And kicked, and writhed, and said his 

prayers, and sprawled ; 
'Twas all in vain — the god pursued his 

sport. 
And puird his hide oS'-^as you'd pull your 

shirt. 
Then bid not rage the Muse's soul inflame. 
Whose thundering voice davKnation makes, 

or fams. 
You'll ask me, p'rhaps, " Good master Pe- 
ter, pray 
What right have you to speak ?" — ^then 

perUy smile : 
I'll tell you. Sir — my pocket helped to 

pay 
For building that expensive pile ; 
A pile, that credit to the. nation gains. 
And does some honour to your worship's 

brains. 

It made a tax on candles and shoe-leather, 
Of monstrous use in dirty weather: 
It made a tax on butchers' shops. 
So spread its influence o^vtpottie chaps; 
A most alarming tax to every poet, 
Whose poor, lank, greyhound ribs with 
sorrow show it. 

Therefore, Sir Knight, pray mend your 

manners, 
And don't thoose cobblers, blacksmiths, 

tinkers, tanners : 
Some people love the convene of low 

folks, 
To gain broad grins, for good-for-nothing 

jokes. 
Though th4ni, 'midst dulness may'st be 

pleased to shine, 
Reynold's shall ne'er sit cheek -by- jowl 

with svine. 


ODE IV. 

The Poet again payeth his respects to Sir 
William Chambers — Complameth of his 
Illiberality, in his choice of R. A.'s — 
Adviseth him to keep company with Pru- 
dence, whom he describeth most naturally 
— He tbreatoneth the Knight — And con- 
cludeth with a beautiful Simile. 

The Muse is in the fidgets — can't sit still — 
She must have t'other talk with you, Sir 
Will. 
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Since her last ode, with iorrow hath she 

heard, 
YoQ want not men with heavenly genius 

blesseif, 
Bat with the title of R. A. conferred - 
On such as catch the bugs, and sweep 

the spiders best : 
Wash off the larger statues, best, the faces, 
And clean the dirty linen of the Graces : 
Scour best the skins of the young marble 

brats 
Trap mice, and clear ih' Academy from rats. 

Tou look for men, whoso heads are rath(9r 
tubbish, 
Or, drum -like, better formed for stntnd 

than sense ; 
Pleased with the fine Arabian to dispense. 
You want the big-boned drayhorse for your 
rubbish. , 

Raise not the Muse's anger, I desire ; 
High-born, she's hotter than the ligbtning^s 

fire, 
And proud ! (believe the Poet's word) 
• Proud as the ladv of a new-made lord ; 
Proud, as in all her gorgeous trappings 

dressed. 
Fat lady mayoress at a cHy feast ; 
Whose spouse makes wigs, or some such 

glorious thing. 
Shoes, gloves, hats, nightcaps, breeches 

for the king ! 

Prudence, Sir William, is a jewel — 
Is clothes, and meat, and drink, and fuel ! 
Prudence ! for man the very best of wives. 
Whom bards have seldom met with in their 

lives ; ^ 

Which certes doth account for in some 

measure 
Their grievous want of worldly treasure. 
On which the greatest blockheads make 

their brags ; 
And showeth why we see, instead of 

lace. 
About the poet's back, with little grace, 
Those fluttering, French-like folio /ers — 

called rags. 

Prudence, a sweet, obliging curtsying 

lass, 
Fit through this hypocritic world to pass ! 
W ho kept at first a little peddling shop, 
Swept her own room, twirled her own mop, 
Washed her own smocks, caught her own 

fleas, 
And rose to fame and fortune by degrees ; 
Who, when she entered other people's 

houses. 

Till spoke to) was as silent as a mouse is ; 

s • 


And of opinions though possessed a store, 
She lefl them with her pattens — at the 
door. 

Sir William, you're a hound.' and hunting 

Fame ; — 
Undoubtedly the woman is fair game ; 
But J^imrodf mind*-my Muse is whippet- 
in! 
So that, if ever you disgrace, 
By turning cur, your noble race, 
The Lord have mercy on your eurship's 
skin! 


ODE V. 


The Poet openeth his account of the Exhi- 
bitors at the Academy — ^Praisetb Rey- 
nolds — Half damneth Mr West — Com- 
pletely damneth Mr Wright, of Derby — 
Mentioneth Mr Fuseli — Complimenteth 
Mr Opie. 

Muss, sing the wonders of the present 
year; ^ 

Declare what worksof sterling.worth appear. 

Revnolds his heads divine, as usual, gives. 

Where Guide's, Reubens', Titian's genius 
lives ! 

Works ! I'm afraid, like beauty, of rare 
quality, 

Bom soon to fade! — ^too subject to mor- 
tality ! 

West most judiciously my counsel takes, 
Paints hy the acre — witness Parson 
Peter :* 

For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes, 
Deserving praises in the sweetest metre. 

The flesh of Peter's audience is not good — 
Too much like ivory, and stone, and wood : 
Nor of the figures, dare I praise th' expres- 
sion. 
With some folks thought a trifle of trans- 
gression. 

West, your Last Supper is a hungry 

piece ; — 
Your Tyburn Saints will not your fame 

increase : 
With looks so thievish, with such skins of 

copper ! 
Were they for sale,as Heaven's mv judge, 
To give five farthings for them 1 should 

grudge, 
Nay, even my old tobacco -stopper. 

* Peter preaching,— a piece of Mr West^a. 
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Candour mustown ythatfrequentlj th j paints 
Have plajed the devil with the saints : 
For me ! I fancy them like doves and 
throstles ! 
But thou, if we believe thj art, 
Enough to make us, pious Christians, 
start. 
Hast very scurvy notions of Apostles. 

What of thy Landscape* shall I say, 

Holding the old white sow, and sucking 
litter ? 
Cursed be the moment, cursed the day. 
Thou gav'st the Muse such reason to be 
bitter! 
But, Muse,be soft, and gently, gently sigh — 
** More damned stuff was never seen by 
eye." 

Tet mind ! thy Landscape equals Derby 

Wright's.t 
Whose canvass gives us very dismal nights: 
O'er wodllen hills, where gold and silver 

moons, 
Now mount like sixpences, and now bal- 
loons ; 
Where curling wfld, in different directions, 
Nice vermiceUi represents reJUitions .' 
In short, where every thing we see appear. 
Seems to exclaim — " What business have 
we here ?*' 

Fuseli resumes the brush to please the few : 
Ho deems the million — senseless, arrant 

crew — 
For ridicule, just fit to make a feast — 
A Caliban — a great unjudging beast, 
Whose crab -like soul to no great heights 

can climb. 
And therefore cannot feel the true Sublime. 

Opierthis year (so say his forms and faces) 
Hath deigned to pick acquaintance with 
the Graces. 
But where are all bis old heads flown ? 
Pray, Master Opie, leave your tricks. 
And let our eyes sometimes on pictures 

That Rembrandt had been proud to own. 


ODE VI. 

The Poet addresseth Majesty— Pleadeth 
the cause of poor, starving Poetry — He 


* A most pitiable perfarmance tadeed.— It may 
IM fairly called th« dditagt of the axt. 
t A painter of moon-lights. 
W 


acknowledgeth in a former Ode the kind- 
ness of Fame, yet thro we th out a hint to 
his Majesty, that his finances may be 
improved — He rolateth a marvellous 
story of a Jesuit — Reoommendeth some- 
thing similar to his Sovereign. 

Aif*T please your majesty, I'm overjoyed 
To find your family so fond of Paint- 
ing; 
I wish her sister Poetry employed — 
Poor, dear, neglected girl ! with hunger 
fainting. 
Tour royal grandsire, (trust me, I'm no fib- 
ber) 
Was vastly fond of CoUey Cibber. 

For subjects, how his Majesty would hunt ! 

And if a battle graced the Rhine or Weser, 
He*d cry — " Mine Poet sal mak ode upon't ! '* 

Then forth there camo a flaming Ode to 
Cfcsar. ^ 

Dread Sire, pray recollect a bit 

Some glorious action of your life ; 
And then your humble poet's wit, 

Sharp as a razor, or a new-ground knife, 
Shall moufityou on her glorious balloon 

odes. 
Like Rome's great Cesar, to th' immortal 
gods.* ^ 

A Naples* Jesuit, History declares, 
On scrips of paper scribbled prayers,^ 

Which showed of wisdom great profundity ; 
Then sold them to the country folks. 
To give their tnrkies, hens, and docks, 

To bring increase of fowl-fecundity ; 

It answered— On their turkies, ducks,, and 
h^ns. 
The country people all were full of 
brags — 
Whose litUe bums, in barns, and mows, and 
fens. 
Squat down, and laid like conjuration 
bags. 

I wish, this sage experiment were tried 
Upon the Muse, my gentle bride ; 
And slips of paper given her, with this 
prayer — 
" Pay to the bearer fifty pounds at sight" 
Her sweet profifie powers 'twould so de- 
light. 
She'd breed, like a tame rabbit, or a hare ! 


Dlvisam Iroperinm cam Jove Cssar babet. 

Firg. 


no 
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ODE VII. 

Peter'0 account of wonderful Reliaues in 
France, with the devotion paid them — 
The sensible application to raintera and 
Painting, bj^ way of Simile. 

In France, some years ago — some twenty- 
three, 
At a famed church, where hundreds daily 
jostle, 
I wisely paid a priest six sols to see 
The thumb of Thomas the Apostle. 

Gaping upon Tom's thumb, with me in 

Wonder, 
The rabble raised its eyes — like ducks in 

thunder, 
Because in virtues it was vastly rich. 
Had cured possessed of devils, an4 the 

itch ; 
Worked various wohders on a scabby pate — 
Made little sucking children straight, 
THough crooked like rams* horns by the 
rickets ; 
Made people see, though blind as moles, 
And made your sad, hysteric souls. 
As gay as grasshoppers and crickets ; 
Brought noses back again to faces, 
' Long stolen by Vnnus and her Graces ; 
And eyes to fill their parent sockets. 
Of which sad Lovo had picked their 
pockets : 
And had the priest permitted, with their 

kisses, 
The mob had smacked tho holy thumb to 

pieces. 
Thougn, reader, 'twas not the apostle's 

thumb, — 
But mum ! — 

It played as well of miracles the trick, 
Although a painted piece of stick ! 

For six sols more, behold ! to view, was 

bolted 
A feather of the angel Gabriel's wing ! 
Whether 'twas plucked by force, or caunly 

molted 
No holy legends tell, nor poets sing. 
Bat was it Gabriers feather, heavenly 

Muses ? 
It was not Gabriel's feather, bat a 

goose's! 
But stay ! from truth we would not wish to 

wander, 
For, possibly, the owner was ^gander. 

Painters ! you Uke me right :— the mase 
supposes 
You make your coup-de-maitrS dashes, 


Christen them eyes, and cheeks, and lips, 

and noses, . ' . • 
Beards, chins, and whiskers, and eye> 

lashes ; 
As like, p'rhaps, as a horse is like a pluMf 
Or foresaid stick, St Tom th' apostle's 

thumb. 

With purer eyes the British vulgar sees ; 
We are no crawthumperSf no devotees ; 
So that whene'er your fingers are mere 

tooodf 
Our eyes will never think 'em flesh and 

blood. 


ODE VIII. 

The generous Peter rescueth the immortal 
Raphael from the obloquy of Michael 
Angelo — The poet moraliseth— Telleth 
a story not to the credit of Michael An- 
gelo, and nobly defendeth Raphael's 
name against his invidious attack — Con- 
cludeth with a most sage observation. 

How dijSicult in artists to allow 
To brother brush men even a grain of 
merit ! 
Wishing to tear the laurels from their 
brow. 
They show a snivelling, diabolic spirit 

So 'tis ! however moralists may chatter — 
What's worse still — nature will be always 

nature : 
We can't brew Burgundy from sour small 

beer. 
Nor make a silken purse of a sow's ear. 

Sweet is the voice o€ praise! — from eve to 
morn. 
From blushing morn to darkling eve 
again. 
My Muse the brows of Merit could adorn, 
And, lark-like, swell the panegyric strain. 
Praise^ like the balm which evening's dewy 
star 
Sheds on the drooping herb and fainting 
flower ; 
Lifls modest, pining A^erit from despair, 
And gives her clouded eye a golden hour. 

Pox take me, if I ever read the story 
Of Michael Angelo, without much swear- 
ing : 
'Tis such a slice cut off from Michael's 

glory* 
He surely had been brandying it or beer- 

ing: 
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That is, in plainer English he was drunk, 
And candour from the man with horror 
shrank. 

Raphael did honour to the Roman school, 
Yet Angelo vouchsafed to call him fool ; 
When working in the Vatican, would stare, 
Throw down his brash, and stamp and 

swear. 
If e'er a porter let him in — he'd tione him. 
And if he Raphael caught — most surely 
bone him. 

He swore the world was a rank ass, 
To pay a compliment to Raphael's stuff; 
For that he knew the fellow well enough, 

And that his paltry metal would noipass. 

Such was the language of this false Italian : 
One time he christened Raphael a Pygma- 
lion ; 
Swore that his madams were composed 
of stone ; 
Swore his expressions were like owls so 

tame. 
His drawings like the lamest cripple, lame ; 
That, as for composition, he had none. 

Yoang artists ! these assertions I deny ; — 

'Twas vile ill-manners — not to say a lie : 
Raphael did real excellence inherit. 

And if you ever chance to paint as well, 

I, bona fide, do foretell 
You'll certainly be men of merit. 


ODE IX. 

The gossiping Peter telleth a strange Story, 
and true, though dtrange — Seemeth to 
entertain no very elevated opinion of the 
Wisdom of Kings— Hinteth at the nar- 
row escape of Sir Joshua Reynolds — Mr 
Ramsay's Riches — A recommendation of 
Flattery, as a specific in Fortune-making. 

I'm told, and I believe the story. 

That a famed queen of northern brutes, 
A gentlewoman of 'prodigious glory, 

Whom every sort of epithet well suits ; 
Whose husband dear, just happening to 

provoke her, 
Was shoved to Heaven upon a tedrhot 

poker ! 
.Sent to a certain King, not king of France — 
Desiring by Sir Joshua's hand his phiz — 
What did the royal quiz? 
Why, damned genteelly, sat to Mr Dance !* 

* The (me reaaon that induced hia Majesty to 
Bit to Mr DancA, wa« Itiiidable royal economy. Mr 


Then sent it to the Northern Queen — 
As sweet a bit of wood as e'ar was seen ! 
And therefore most unlike the princely 

head — 
He might as well have sent a pig of lead. 

Down every throat his piece was crammed 

As done by Reynolds, and deserv'dly 
damned ; 
For as to Master Dance's art, 
It ne'er was worth a single - - - - ! 

Reader, 1 blush ! am delicate this time ! 

So let thy impudence supply the rhyme. 

Thank God ! that kings cannot our taste 

control, 
And make each subject's poor submissive 

soul . 
Admire, the taste that judgment oft cries 

"fie!" on: 
Had things been so, poor Reynolds we 

had seen 
Painting a barber's pole, — an alehouse 

queen. 
The Cat and Gridiron, or the Old Red 

Lion! 

At Plympton,* p'rhaps, for some grave 
Doctor Slop, 

Painting the pots and bottles of the shop ; 

Or in the Drama, to get meat to munch, 

His brush divine had pictured scenes for 
Punch I 

Whilst West was whelping 'midst his 
paipts, 

Moses and Aaron, and all sorts of saints ! 

Adams and Eves, and snakes and apples, 

And devils for beautifying certain cnapels : 

But Reynolds is no fav'rite, that's the mat- 
ter — 

He hath not learnt the noble art — to flat- 
ter.! 

Thrice happy times, when monarchs find 
them hard things. 
To teach us- what to view with admira- 
tion; 
And like their heads on halfpence and 
brass farthings, 
Make their opinions current through the 
nation. 


Dance charged fifty ponnds for the picture— Sir 
Joshua Reynolds* price was somewhat more than 
a hundred — a very great dlfierence in the market- 
price of paint and canvass, and, let me say, that 
Justified the preference givea to the man who 
worked cheapest. 

* Sir Joshua's native spot. In Devonshire. 

f This Ode was composed before Sir Joshua was 
dubbed King's Painter. Possibly the great artist 
dreamed of my beautiful lyrie, and pursued ibi ad- 
vice. 
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I've'beord thai fUinBay,* when he died, 
Lef\ juBt nine rooms well staffed with 
queens and kings ; 
l^rom whence all nations might have been 
supplied, « 

That longed for vi^uable things. 
Viceroys, ambassadors, and plenipos 
Bought them to join their raree shows 
In foreign parts, 
And show the progress of the British arts. 

Whether they purchased by the pound or 

I cannot tell, because I never heard ; 
But this I know, his shop was like a fair, 
And dealt most largely in the royal ware. 
See what it is to gain a monarch's smile ! — 
And hast thou missed it, Reynolds, all this 

while ? 
How stupid ! — pr'ythee, seek the eottrtier^s 

sdioolf 
And learn to manufacture oil qffbol. 

Flattery's the turnpike-road to Fortune's 
doo^ — 
Truth is a narrow lane, all full of quags, 
Loading to broken he&ds, abuse, and 

And workhouses — sad refuge for the poor ! — 

Flattery's a nunintebank so spruce— gets 
riches ; 
Truth a plain Sifnan Pure, a (i^aker 

preacher^ 
A moral-mender, a disgusting teacher, 
That never got a sixpence by her speeches ! 


ODE X. 


The lofty Peter beginneth with an original 
Simile — Displayeth a deep knowledge of 
Homer, and modern Duchesses — Con- 
cludeth with a Prophecy about his Sove- 
reign. 

Paihters who figure in the Exhibition, 
Are pretty nearly in the same condition 
With cocks on Shrove-tide, which the sea- 
son gathers ; 
Flung at oy every lubber, every brat 
That hath the sense to throw a bat. 
To break their bones, and knock about 
their feathers. 

This little difference, however, lies 
Between the painter and the fowl, I 
find : — 

* Late Painter to his Mnjesty. 


* 

The artist for the post of danger tries — 
The fowl is fastened, much against his 
mind; 
Who, as to his dread sentence, would an- 
nul it — 
Sue out his habeas carpus ^ and instead 
Of being beat with bats about the head, 
Make handsome love to a smart pullet 

And yet the painter like a booby groans, ^ 
Who courts the very bats that break 'his 
bones. 

But who from scandal is exempt ? 

Who doth not meet, at times, contempt.^ 

Great Jove, the god of gods, in figures 

rich. 
Oft called his bosom queen a saucy bitch ; 
Achilles* called great Agamemnon hog, 
An impudent, deceitful, dirty dog 1 

Behold ! our lofty duchesses pull caps, 
And give each other's reputation raps. 
As freefy as the drabs of Drury's school ; 
And who, pray^ knows that George, our 

racious Kmg, 
by his courtiers to know every 
thing) 
May not, by future times, be called a/ooZ / 


ODE XI. 

The Bard sensibly roproveth the young 
Artists for their propensity to Abuse- 
Most wittily compareth them to* Horse- 
leeches, Game-cocks, and Curs. 

The mean, the ranc'rous jealousies, that 
swell 
Ip some sad artists* souls, I do despise > 
Instead of nobly striving to excel, 
Tou strive to pick out one the other's 
eyes. 
To be a painter, was Correggio's glory :-— 
His speech should flame in gold—** Sono 
inttore:* 

But what, if truth were spoke, would be 
your speeches ? 

This — ** We're a set of fame-sucking horse- 
leeches. 

Without a blush, the poorest scandal speak- 
ing — 

Like cocks, for ever at each other beak- 

As if the fflobe we dwell on were so small, 
There reiuly was not room enough for all.'* 

* See Homer. 
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Young men ! 

I do presume, that one of you in ten 
Hath kept a dog or two, and hath remarked. 
That when you have been comlTortably 

feeding, 
The cure, without one atom of court- 
breeding, 
With watery jawe, have whined, and 

pawed, and barked ; 
Showed anziousness about the mutton 

bone. 
And 'atead of your mouth, wished it in their 

oton; 
And if you gave this bone to one or toother. 
Heavens! what a snarling, quarrelling, 

and pother ! 
This oft, perhaps, has touched you to the 

quici, 
And made you teach good manners ^ by a 

kick; 
And if the tumult was beyond all bearing, 
A little bit of sweet emphatic swearing ; 
An eloquence of wondrous use in wars. 
Amongst sea captains and the brave jack 

tars. 

Now tell me honestly — pray don't you find 
Somewhat in Christians, just of the same 
kind 
That jou experienced in the curs. 
Causing your anger and demurs ? 
As, for example, when your mistress, FaiMf 
Wishing to celebrate a worthy name. 
Takes up her trump to give the just ap- 
plause ; 
How havfl you, puppy-like, pawed, 

. wished, and whmed ; 
And growled, and cursed, and swore, 
and pined. 
And longed to tear the trumpet from her 

jaws! 
The dogs deserved tkeir kicking to be sure ; 
But you! O fie boys ! go and sm np more. 


Go, then, poor Hone ! and join a numer- 
ous train 
Sunk in Oblivion's wide pacific ocean ; 
And may its whale -like stomach feel no 
motion. 
To cast thee, like a Jonah, up again. 


ODE XII. 

The compassionate Peter lamenteth the 
death of Mr Hone, an R. A. — Recom- 
roendetb him to Oblivion, the great Pat- 
ron of a number of Geniuses. 

Tbcrx's one R. A. more dead ! stiff is poor 

Hone! 
His works be. with him — under the same 

stone : 
I think the sacred art will not bemoam 'em ; 
But, Muse ! — De mortuis nil nisi bonum-^ 
As to his host, a traveller, with a sneer, 
Baid of his dead small- beer. 


ODE xni. 

The Poet exhibiteth the Inconstancy of the 
World, by a m'ost elegant comparison of 
a flock of Starlings. 

Touiio artists, it may so fall out 
That folks shall make a grievous rout : 
Follow you — praise your painting to the 
skies ; 
When, probably, a riband, (fie upon it!) 
A feather, or a tawdry bonnet. 
Caught, by its glare, their wonder-spying 
eyes. 

Therefore, don't thence suppose, that you 

inherit 
Mountains of unexampled merit ; 
That always you shall be pursued, 
And like a wondrous beauty wooed. 

Great in the world's inconstancy, God 

knows ! 
Fame, like the ocean, ebbs, as well as 

flows; 
Next year the million pitches on a ruff, 
A balloon cap — a shawl — a muff ; 
For you, no longer cares a single rush. 
Following some other brother of the brush. 

To raise to nobler flights the Muse's 

wing, 
A simile s a very pretty thing ; 
To whose sweet aid I'm oft an humble 
debtor, 
T' illustrate with more force the thing I 

mean ; 
And if the simile be neat and clean, 
Tant mieux — that is— so much the better. 

Therefore, young folks, as there*s a greAt 

deal in't. 
Accept one, just imported from the mint. 

You've seen a flock of starlings, to be sure, 
A hundred thousand in a n^s or more ; 
Who fortunately having found 
A lump of horselitter upon the ground, 
■ Down drops the chattering cloud upon 
the dung. 
Then, Lord! what doings! Heavens! what 
admiration ! 
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WJiat joy, what transport 'midst the speck- 
led nation ! 
How busy every beak, and every ton^^rue ! 
All talking, gabbling, but none listening, 
Just like a group of gossips at a christen- 
ing;— 
Lot but a cotodab show its grass green face, 
They're up, without so much as saying 

grace; 
And 1o ! the busy flock around it pitches ! 
Just as upon the lump before. 
They gabble, wonder, and adore ! 
And equal brother Martyn's* speeohes. 
These starlings show the world with great 

propriety, 
Madras March hares,or curlews, for variety. 


ODE XIV. 

The great Peter despiseth l^ronchmon. 

I BEG it as a favour, my young folks. 
You will not copy, monkey-like, the 
French, 
Whose pictures, justly, are all standing- 
jokes, 
Whether they represent a manor wench. 

If monsiear paints a man of fashion, 

Making an obeisance well bred, 
The genueman's a ram-cat in a passion. 

His back all crumpled o'er his head : 
Or, if he paints a wretch upon the wheel 

And bone-breaking's no trifling thing, 
Grod knows ! 
Amidst his pains the fellow's so genteel ! 

He feels with such decorum all the blows. 

Or if a culprit's going to the devil. 
Which some folks deem a serious evil. 
So dSgagie you see the man advance, 
His arms, hands, shoulders, turned out 

toes, 
Madona-li/ted eyes, and cocked-up nose, 
Proclaim the pretty puppy in a dance. 
I've seen a sleeping Venus, I declare. 
With hands and legs stretched out with 

such an air ! 
Her neck and head, so twisted on one 

shoulder, 
With such a heavenly smile, that each be- 
holder 
Would swear, (4isdaining dancing's vulgar 

track) 
^he dame was walking minuets on her 
hack! 

* A wHck-cdmirtd speaker in the Rouse of Com- 
mons, wbo, MM. con. was baptized the Starling 
Marljfn. 


Even an old woman yielding up her breath, 

By means of colic, stone, or gravel ; 
How smirkingly she feels the pangs of 
death! 
With what a grace her soul prepares to 
travel ! 

A Frenchman's angel is an Opera punk ; — 
His Virgin Marys — milliners half drunk; 
Our blessed Redeemer, a rank petU-maiire^ 
In' every attitude and feature ; 
The humble Joseph, so genteelly made. 
Poor gentleman, as if above his trade. 
And only fit to compliment his wife — 
So delicate 1 as if he scarcelv knew 
Oak from deal board — a gimlet from a 
screw; 
And never made a mouse-trap id his life. 

Think not, I wantonly attack those people ; — 
In prejudice that I'm as stiff's a steeple ; 
So\ — yet, I own I hate the shrugging 

dogs — 
I've liveciamongst them, eat their frogs. 
And vomited them up, thank God, agam ; 
So that I'm able now to say, 
I carried nought of theirs away, 
Which otherwise had made the puppies 
vain. 


ODE XV. 

The conceited Peter tumeth an arrant 
Egotist— Mentioneth a 'number of fine 
folks — This minute condemneth Will 
Whitehead's Verses, and the next, ex- 
culpate th the Laureat, by clapping the 
right saddle on the right horse. 

No giant more reioiceth in his course. 
Nor Count O'Kelly in a winning horse ; 
Not Mrs Hobart* to preserve a box. 
Not George the Third to triumph o'er 
Charles Fox : 

Not Spain's wise monarch to bombard Al- 
giers— 
Not pillories, obeying law's stern voice, 
Can more rejoice 
To hold Kitt Atkinson's two ears ; 
No more rejoice th Patriotic Pitt, 
By patriotic grocers to be fed. 
Not moliier Windsort in a fair youn^ tit. 
Nor gaping deans, to hear a bishop's 
dead: 


* The contest between Mrs Hobsrt and Lady 
Salisbary, with their seconds, about a box at the 
Opera, is n subjsct for the most sublime Epic ! 

f A priestess of the Cyprian goddess. 
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Not more reformed John Wilkes to court 

the crown, 
Nor Skinner in his aldermanic gown, 
Nor common -councilmen on turtle feed- 
ing : 

Not more rejoice old envious rnaids, so stale, 
To hear of weeping beauty a sad tale, 

And tell the world, a reigning toast is 
breeding : — 
Than I, the poet, in a lucky ode 

That catches at a hop the cynic face ; 

Kills, by a laugh, its grave bubonic face; 
And tears, in spite of him, his jaws abroad. 

And are there such grave dons, that read 

my rhymes ? 
All-gracious Heaven forgive their crimes! 
Oh ! be their lotto have wise-talking wives ; 
And if in reading they delight. 
To read, ye gods ! from morn to night. 
Will Whitehead's* birth-day sonnets all 
Uieir lives. 

P'rhaps, reader, thou'rt a tinker, or a tan- 
ner, 
And mendest kettles in a pretty manner ; 
'Or tannest hides of bulls, and cows, and 
calves ; 
But if the saucepan, or the kettle, 
Originally be bad metal, 
Thou*lt say, "It only can be done by 

halves?" 
Or if, by nature, bad the bullocks* skins, 
" They 11 m^e vile shoes and boots for 
people's shins." 

Then wherefore do I thus abuse 
Will Whitehead's hard-driven Muse ? 
Who merits rather Pity's tenderest sigh : 
For what the devil can he do, 
When forced to praise — the Lord knows 
who^ 
Verse must be dull on subjects so damned 
dry. 


ODE XVL 

The classic Peter adviseth Painters to cul- 
tivate 'Taste — Lasbeth some of the Igno- 
rant — Accuseth Painters of an affection 
for Vulgarity, whom he horse -whippeth 
-^Recommendelh a charming Subject— 
Telleth the secret of his Love — and giv- 

* This ode was written before a late laureat 
resigned hia earthly crown for a heavenly one. 
May Mr Tom Warton t>e more successful m his 
Pindaric adulations, and not verify the Latin adage 
— £x nihUot nihil JU. 


eth a di>)-awav Sonnet of former days — 
Persecutcth 'Teniers' Devils, but applaud- 
eth the Execution. 

PAT5TER9, improvc your education. 

That surely stands in need of reformation. 

I've heard, that some can neither write nor 

read. 
Which does no honour to the hand or 

head. 

Many, I know, would rather {mint a bear. 

Or Monkey playing his quaint tricks. 
Than some sweet damsel, whom all hearts 
reveire. 
Whose charms the eye of admiration fix — 
Would rather see a stump with strength 

expressed. 
Than all the snowy fulness of her breast, 
Or lip, that Innocence so sweetly moves. 
Or smile, the fond Elysium of tho Loves. 

This brings those days to memory, when 

my tongue / 

To Cynthia's beauty poured my soul in 

song; 
When, on the margin of the murmuring 

stream. 
My fancy frequent formed the golden 

dream 
Of Cynthia's grace — of Cynthia's smiles 

divine, 
And made those smiles and peerless beauty 

mine. 

It brin|r8 to memory, too, those dismal 

times. 
When nought my sighs availed, and nought 

my rhymes : 
When at the silent, solemn close of day, 
. My pensive steps would court the dfark- 

ling grove. 
To hear, m Philomela's lonely lay, 

The fainting echoes of my luckless love ; 
Till night's increasing shades around me 

stole. 
And mingled with tho gloom that wrapped 

my soul. 

Reader — dost choose a sonnet of those 

days ? 
Take it — and say not I'm a foe to praise. 


TO CYNTHIA. 

O THOU ! whose love-inspiring air. 
Delights, yet gives a thousand woes : 

My day dechnes in dark despair. 
And night hath lost her sweet repoee : 


176 


PETER PINDAR. 


i 


Yet who, alas ! like me was blessed, 
To others ere thy charms were known ; 

When F&Dcy told my raptured breast, 
That Cynthia smiled on me alone ? 

Nymph of my soul ! forgive my sighs : 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel ) 

Nor bfame the trembling wretch, who dies 
When others to thy beauties kneel. 

Lo! theirs is every winning art, 
With Fortune's ffifls, unknown to me ! 

I only boast a simple heart, 
In love with innocence and thu. 


Build not, alas ! your popularity 

On that boast's back, ycleped Vulgarity ; 

A beast that many a booby takes a pride 

in — 
A beast beneath the noble Peter's riding. 

How should the man, who loves to be tin- 
chaste, 
To feed on carrion dread his hound-like 
paunch. 
Judge of an Ortolan's delicious taste, 

Or feel Uie flavour of a fine fat haunch ? 
Or, wont with bitter purl to wet his 

clay, 
How should he judge of claret or tokay ? 

Teniers' devils, witches, monkevs, toads. 
That make me shudder whilst I pen these 

Odes, 
Most truly painted, to be pure, you'll 

find : — 
How greater far the excellence, to paint 
With lieaven-dirocted eye, the beauteous 

saint, 
And mark th' emotions of her angel- 

mind ! 
Envy not such as have in dirt surpassed 

ye;— 
*Tis very, very easy to bo nasty ! 


ODE XVII. 

The moralizing Bard exposeth the unfair- 
ness of Mankind in the Article of Laugh- 
ing — Descanteth upon Wit — Disclaimeth 
pretension to it — ^Maketh love to Can- 
dour, and modestly concludeth. 

How dearly mortals love to laugh and 

grin! 
Just as they love to stuff themselves to 

chin 


With other people's meat — good saving 

sense ! 
Because at other folks' expense ; 
But turn the laugh on them-^how changed 

their notes ! 
** O damn 'em ! this is serious — cut their 

throats !" 

Wit, says an author, that I do not know, 
Is like Time's scythe— cuts down both 
friend and foe ; — 
Ready each object, tiger-like, to leap on ! 
<* Lord ! what a butcher this same wit ! 

thank God ! 
(A critic cries) in Master Pindar *s Ode, 
We spy th' effect of no such dangerous 
weapon !" 

No, Sir — 'Tis dove-eyed Candmtr^s charms 

I woo to these desiring arms ; 

She is my goddess — to her shrine I bend : ^ 

Jfymph of the voice that beats the mom- 
mg lark. 

Sweet as the dulcet note of either Park,* 
Be thou my soft companion and my friend! 

Thy lovely hand my Pegasus shall guide, 
And teach thy modest pupil how to ride : 
Thus shall I nurt not any group-composers, 
From Sarah BenwelFs brcuih, to Mary Mo- 
zer's.t 




ODE XVIII. 

The judicious Peter giveth most whole- 
some Advice to Landscape Painters. 

Whatx'er your wish, in landscape to ex- 
cel, 

London's the very place to mar it ; 
Believe the oracles I tell, 

There's very little landscape in a garret. 
Whate'er the nocks of fleaa you keep, 
'Tis badly copying them for goats and 

sheep ; 
And if you'll take the poet's honest word, 
A hkg must make a miserable hkrd, 

A rush-light winking in a bottle's neck 
111 represents the glorious orb of mom ; 

Nay, though it were a candle with a wick, 
'Twould bea representativ>D forlorn. 


* Two brothers of the most dJstltagaiBhed merit 
on the Oboe. 

t The last of these ladies, an B . A. by means of 
a sublime picture of a nlate of fooseberrles— the 
otlier in hopes of academlo honours, through an 
equal degree of merit. 
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I think, too, that & man would be a Ibol, 
For trees, to copy legs of a joint-stool ; 

Or even by them to represent a stump; 
As also broomsticks, — which, though well 

he rig 
Each with an old foz-coloured wig, 

Must make a very poor au luminal dump. 

Tou'll say, " Tet such ones, oft a person 
sees 
In many an artist's trees ; 

And in some paintings, we have all be- 
held; ^ *' 

Green baise hath surely sat for a green 
field; 

Bolsters for mountains, hills, and wheaten 
mows; 

Cats, for ram-goats ; and curs, for bulls and 
cows." 

All this, my lads, I freely grant ; 

But better things from you I want 

As Shakspeare says, (a bard I much ap- 
prove) 

" List, list, oh ! list," if thou dost painting 
love. 

Claude painted in the open air ! — 
Therefore to Wales at once repair ; 
Where scenes of true magnificence you'll 
find: 
Besides this great advantage — if in debt, 
Tou'll have w,ith creditors no tiie^et'tiie : 

So leave the bull-dog bailiffs all behind ; 
Who, hunt you with what noise they 

may. 
Must hunt for needles in a stack of hay. 


It seems that, with him, folks were oflen 
cloyed ; 
I do pronounce it. Time's a public good, 
Just like a youthful beauty — to be wooed, 

Made much df, and be properly enjoyed. 

Time's sand is wonderfully small : 
It slips between the fingers ifi a hurry ; 

Therefore, on each young artist let me call, 
To prize it, as an Indian does his curry ]* 

Whether his next rare exhibition be 

Amidst the great R. A.'s— or on a tree. 


ODE XIX. 

The Poet hinteth to Artists the value of 

Time. 

Tbb man condemned on Tyburn -tree to 

swing, 
Deems such a show a very dullish thing ; 
He'd rather a spectator be, I ween. 
Than the sad actor in the scene. 

He blames the law's too rigid resolution: 
If with a beef-steak stomach — in his prime, 
Lord, with what reverence he looks on 

Time ! 
And most of all — the hour of execution ! 
And as the cart doth to the tree advance, 
How wondrous willing to postpone the 

dance ! 

Believe me. Time's of monstrous use ; 
But, ah ! how bubject to abuse ! 
X 


ODE XX. 

The unfortunate Peter lamonteth the loss 
of an important Ode by Rats — He pray- 
eth devoutly for the Rats. 

Hiatus maxime dejlendus! 

I've lost an Ode of charming praise ; 
From like misfortune, Heaven defend us ! 

The sweetest of m v lyric lays ! 
Where many a youthful artist shone with 

fame. 
Like his own pictures in a fine gilt frame. 

Perdition catch the roguish rats I 
Their trembling limbs should fill the 
maws of cats. 
Were I to be their sole adviser ! 
i Vermin! like trunk-makers and pastry- 
cooks. 
Dealing in legions of delightful books, 
Tet with the learning not a whit the wiser. 
Thank God ! .the Ode unto Myself they 

spared. 
And, lo ! the labour of the lucky bard. 


ODE XXI. 


TO MYSELr. 


The exalted Peter wisheth to make the 
gaping world acquainted with the place 
of his Nativity ; but before be can get an 
answer from himself, he most sublimely 
burstoth forth into an address to Meva- 
gizzy and Mousehole, two fishing-towns 
in Cornwall — the fifst celebrated for 
Pilchards, the last for giving birth to 
Dolly Pentreath — The Poet praiseth the 
Honourable Daines Barrington, and 
Pilcbards^Forgetteth the place of his 
Nativity^ and, like his great flicestor 

* A universal food in the East Indies. 
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of Thebes, ieaveth his readers in the 
dark. 

O Thou ! whose daring works sablhno 

Defy the radest ra^ 4>f Time, 

Say !~for tho world is wiUi conjecture 


Did Monsehole gtye thee birth, or Meva- 
gizzy? 

Hail Mevagiziy ! what a town of note ! 
Where boats, and men, and stinks, and 
trade are stirring ; 
Where pilchards come in myriads to be 
caught ; 
Pilchard ! a thousand times as good's a 
herring. 

Pilchard ! the idol of the Popish nation ! 
Hail, little instrument of vast salvation ! 
Pilchard, 1 ween, a most soiri-saving fish. 
On which the Catholics in Lent are 

crammed ; 
Who, had they not, poor souls, this lucky 

dish, 
Would flesh eat, and be consequently 

damned. 
Pilchards ! whose bodies yield the fragrant 

oil. 
And make the London lamps at midnight 

smile ; 
Which lamps, wide spreading salutary light, 
Beam on the wandering Beauties of the 

night, 4 

And show each gentle youth their cheeks* 

deep roses. 
And tell him, whether they have eyes and 

noses. 

Hail, Mousehole ! birth-place of old Doll 
Pentreath,* 
The lost who jabbered Cornish— so says 
Daines, 

* A very old woman of Mousehole, supposed 
(falsely however) to have been the last who spoke 
the Cornish language. — The honourable antiqua- 
rian, Daines Barrington, Esq., Journeyed, some 
years since, ttotn London to the Land>8-end, to 
converse with this wrinlcled, yet delicious iii«reeai(. 
He entered Mousehole in a liind of triumph, and, 
peeping into her hut, eiclaimed, with all the fire 
of an enraptured lover, In the language of the fli- 
raons Oreek Philosopbei^** Bttreka /** The oouple 


Who, bat-like, haunted ruins, lane, and 
heath. 
With Wiil-o'-Wisp, to brighten up hb 
brains. 

Daines ! who a thousand miles, unwearied, 

trots 
For bones, brasft farthings, ashes, and old 

To prove that folks of old, like as, were 

made 
With heads, eyes, hands, and toeS| to drive 

a trade. 


ODE XXU. 

Peter concludeth his Odes — Seemeth hun<4 
gry — Expostulateth with the Reader — 
And getteth the start of the World, by 
first praising his own Works. 

Tom Southern to John Dryden went one day 
To buy a head and tail piece for his play : 
" Thomas," quoth John, " I've sold my 

goods too cheap, 
So, if you please, my price shall take a leap." 

O, reader, look me gravely in the face ', — 
Speak J is not that with me and thee the case P 
For this year's Odes I charge thee half a- 

crown ; 
So, without grumbling, put thy money 

down: 
For things are desperately risen, good 

Ijord ! 
Fish, flesh, coals, candles, window-lights, 

and board ! 
Why should not charming noetry then rise ? 
That comes so devilish far too-^from tho 

skies ! 
And lo ! the verses that adorn this page, 
Beam, comet-like, alas ! but once an age. 

kiswd— Doll soon after gabbled— Daines listened 
with admiration — committed her speeches to paper, 
not venturing to trast his memory with so much 
treatnre. The transaction was announced to the 
Society— the Journals were eurieked with their dia- 
logues—the old lady's picture waa ordered to be 
taken by the most eminent artist, and the lionour- 
able member to be publicly thanlced for the dis- 
coveiy ! 


FAREWELL ODES, 

FOR THE TEAR MDCCLXXXVI. 


PaUt tslketh otmJgDiog the La.ureatship 
— He propbaiiatli the Triamph or the 
Aitiita on hi* ReaignatioD — Tfaa Aitiat« 


PaiBit,likeranied ChiUtina, qiiaaQof Sne- 

Who thought a wicked court iru not an 

Eden, 

This year reaigna the laurel crown far ever ! 

What all the famed Aeadaauiaiit wi>h — 

No more on painted fowl, and Q^eih, and 

Oih, 

H« ahowa Ihe world hia carving akill ao 

Braaa, iron, woodwork, atone, in peace 

■hall rest — 
" Thank God !" oiciaim the worka of Mr 

Weal. 

" Thank Ood '." the workaof Loul 

eiclaim — 
For gons of critica no ignoble gv 
" No losgar now afraid of rhjmin 
Shallne be chriBtened tea-boards, ' 


Movi 


■halt a 


r thatoi 


board rock a : 
Ow trees, braaa wiga ; and mops, oar fleecy 
flocks.'' 

"Thank Heaven 1" ezciainu Rigand, with 

sparkling eyes — 
" Then ahall my picturea in importance rise, 
And fill each gaping mouth and eye with 
wonder." 
Uooaieur Rigaud, 
It may be id, 
To think thy aUra have made so strange 
blunder. 


None but Ihy partisl tongue (believe my 

lajB) 
Can dare stand forth the herald of thy 

praise: 
Could fame applaud, whoee voice my verse 

Justice should break her truilip tbont her 

" Thsjik Heaven !'' cries Hr Qarvy ; and 

"Thank God!" 

Cries Hr Coplejr, << that thie Man of (Me 

No more, barbarian -I ike, shall o'er us ride ; 

No more like beads In naatf order atrang, 

And round the waist of this vile Mohmet 

Shall academic scalps indulge his piide. 

" No more hung up in Ihie dread fellow's 
rhyme, 
hieh he most impudently calls aubjime, 
Shall we, poor inoflepsive aoult. 
Appear just like so many moles, 
nuped in an orchard, gaidcn or a field ; 
Which mola-calchers suspend on trees. 
To allow their titlea to their feoa,— 
ihe doctors, paid too often for tbe killed." 

Plooved that no more my verses shall annoy, 
GUd that mj blister Odea shall ceoae 
their alinging, 
Eaoh wooden Ggore'a month eiponda with 
joy- 
Hark ! bow they all break forth in aing- 
ing !— 


In booatfal sounds the 


looatfal sounds the grinning urtui 
Lol Peter's hoar oTinsolence is I 


cry. 
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Art thou then' weak like us, thou •snarling 

sniveller ? 
Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driveller ? 

** Our kings and queens in glory now shall 
lie, 
£ach unmolested, sleeping in his frame ; 

Our ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth, and 
sky, 
No longer, scouted, shall be put to shame : 

No poet's rage shall root our stumps and 
stumplings, 

And swear our clouds are flying apple- 
dumplings : 

Fame shall proclaim how well our plum- 
trees bud, I 

And sound the merits of our marie and mud. 

. ^* Our oaks, our brushwood, and our lofty 
elms. 
No jingling tyrant's wicked rage o'er- 
whelms, 
Now this vilefdler is laid low ; 
In peace shall our stone-hedges sleep. 
Our huts, our bams, our pigs, and sheep, 
And wild fowl, from the eagle to the 
crow. 

*'They who shall see this Peter in the 

street, 
With fearless eye his front shall meet, 
And cry, * Is this the man of keen re- 
mark ? 
Is this the wight?' shall be their taunting 
speech ; 
- * A dog ! who dared to snap each artist's 
l>reech, ^ 

And bite academicians like a shark ! 

" < He whose broad cleaver chopped the 
sons of paint: 

Crushed like a marrowbone each lovely 
saint; 
Spared not the very clothes about their 
backs; 

The little duck-winged cherubims abused, 

That could not more inhumanly be used, 
Poor lambkins ! had they fallen among 
the blacks. 

He, once so furious, soon shall want re- 
lief. 

Staked through the body like a paltry thief. 

** ' How art thou fallen, Cherokee !' they 
cry; 
' How art thou fallen !* the joyful roofs 

resound ; 
* Hell shall thy body for a rogue sur- 
round ; 
And there for ever roasting may'st thou 
lie: 


Like Dives, may'st thuu stretch in fires 

along. 
Refused one drop of drink to cool thy 

tongue.' " 


> II 


Ye goodly gentlemen, repress your veil. 
Tour hearty wishes for my health re- 
strain; 
For if our vxfrks can put us into hell. 

Kind Sirs I we certainly shall meet again : 
Nay, what is worse, I really don't know 

whether 
We must not lodge in the same room to- 
gether. 


ODE II. 

Peter floggeth the Academicians and Din- 
ner — Pitieth the Prince of Wales, Duke 
of Orleans, Duke Fitzjames, Count Lau- 
zun, Lords Caermarthen and Bessborough, 
&o. and praiseth Mr Woltjie — Exculpat- 
eth the President — Condemneth Sir W. 
Chambers and the Committee for their 
bad Management — Talketh of visiting 
the French King and the Duke of Or- 
leans. 

Whene'sr academicians run astray. 
Such should the moral Peter's song re- 
claim — 
Of paint this ode shall nothing sing or 
say; 
My eagle satire darts at different game. — 
Against decorum, I abhor a sinner; 
And therefore lash the academic dinner. 

Th' Academy, though marvellously poor, 
Can once a year afford to eat : 

By means of kind donations at the door, 
The members make a comfortable treat : 

Like gipsies in a barn around their king, 

'That annual meet to munch, and dance, 
and ting. 

A feast was made of flesh, fish, tarts, 

creams, jellies. 
To suit the various qualities of bellies : 
Mine grumbled to be asked, and be delights 

ed — 
But wicked Peter's paunch was not invited. 

Yet, though no message waited on the bard, 
With compliments from academic names — 

The Prince of Wales received a civil card, 
His Grace of Orleans too, and Duke 
Fitzjames ; 

Count de Lauzun, and Count Cenflan— 

A near relation to the man, 


PETER PINDAR. 


181 


Iq whoso poor sides old Hawke once fixed 
his elaws-^ 
Were welcomed by the academic lords, 
Either by writing or by words. 

To come and try the vigour of their jaws. 

Unfortunately for the modest dokes, 
The nimble ^artists all, with greyhound 

looks," 
Fell on the meat with teeth prodigious 

able ; 
Seized, of the synagogue, the highest 

places, - 
And lefV the poor forlorn, their Gallic 

Graces, 
To nibble at the bottom of the table ! 
I 
There sat, too, my good Lord Caermarthen, 
As one of the eanmlUj not worth a farthing i 
But what can titles, virtues, at a feast. 
Where glory waits upon the greatest beast ? 


To see a stone-cutter, and mason. 

High mounted o'er those men of quality. 

By no means can our annals blazon 

V For feats of courtly hospitality. 

I've heard, however, one or two were tan- 
ners : — 

Granted-rit doth not much improve their 
manners. 

They probably, in answer, may declare. 
They thought the feast just like a hunt ; 

In which, as soon as ever starts the hare. 
Each Nimrod tries to be the first upon't; 

As he's the greatest 'midst the howling 
fuas^ 

'Who first can triumph o'er poor dying puss. 

Peters* most justly raised his eyes of won- 
der, 
And wanted decently to give them grace ; 
But bent on venison and on turbot plunder, 
A clattering peal of knives and forks took 
place : 
Spoons, plates, and dishes, rattling round 

the table. 
Produced a new edition of old Babel. 

They had no stomach oW a grace to nod. 
Nor time enough to ofier thanks to God .* — 
That might be done, they wisely knew, 
When they had nothing else to do. 

His Highness entering rather somewhat 

late, 
Could scarcely find a knife, or fork, or 

plate : 

* A respectable cler^man,an<f one of the aca- 
demtctans. 


But not one single maiden dish-^ 
Poor gentleman ! — of flesh or fish. 

Most woefully the pastry had been pawed. 
And trembling jellies barbarously clawed ', 
In short, my gentle readers to amazo, 
His Highness picked the bones of the R. 
A's. 

O Weltjie,* had thy lofly form been there, 
And seen thy Prince fio served with 
scrap and slop, 
Thou surelyVwould'st have brought him 
better fare — 
A warm beef-steak, perchanco, or mut- 
ton chop. 

Thou would'st have said, '* De Prenee of 
Wales by Got, 

Do too mush honour to he at der feast : 
Vere he can't heb von beet of meat dui's hot, 

But treated vid de bones , just like a beast. 
De PrencCf he vas too great to sit and eat 
De bones and leafings Sf de meat ; 
And munsh vat dirty loto-lifed rogues refuse^ 
By Gat ! not fit to vipe de Prenee' s shoes" 

Great Bessborough's earl, too, came off 

second best ; 
His murmuring stomach had not half a 
feast ; 
And therefore it was natural to mutter : 
To rectify the fault, with joyless looks, 
His lordship bore his belly oiT to Brookes, 
Who filled the grumbler up with bread 
and butter. 

Sirs! those manoBUvres were extremely 
coarse — 
This really was the essence of ill-breed- 
ing; 
Not, for your souls, could you have treated 
worse 
Bum^bailiiTs, by this dog-like mode of 
feeding. 

Grant, you eclipsed a pack of hounds, with 
glee 
Pursuing, in full cry, the fainting game — 
Surpassed them, too, in gobbling ddwn the 
prey- 
Still, great R. A.'s, I tell yon, 'twas a 
shame. 

Grant, each of you the wondrous man ex- 
celled, 
Who beat a butcher's dog in eating 
tripe ; 


* The Prince's German cook. 
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And that each paanchi with guttling, was 
80 swelled, ' 
Not one bit more could pase your ewal- 
, low-pipe^- 

Qrant, that you dared raeh stuffing feats 

display, 
That not a soul of you could walk away — 
Still, 'midst the triumphs of your gobbhog 

fame, 
I tell you, great R. A.'s, it was a shame. 

Grant, you were greased up to the nose 

and eyes — 
Tour cheeks all shining Uke a lantern's 

horn — 
With tearing hams, and fowls, and gtblet 

pies. 
And ducks, and geese, and pigeons newly 

born : 
Though great, in your opinion, be your 

fame, 
I tell you, great R. A.'s, it was a shame. 

This let me own — the candour-loving Muse 
Most willingly Sir Joshua can excuse, 

Who tries the nation's glory to in- 
crease ; 
Whose genius rare is very seldom nodding. 
But deep, on painting-subjects, plodding. 

To rival ItaJy and Greece. 

But, pray, Sir William,* what have yon to 

say ? 
No such impediment is in your way : 
Genius can't hurt your etiquetU'tUtm- 
tion; 
And Messieurs Tyler, Wilton, and Ri^ud, 
Have you a genius to impede you ? — >No ! 
Nor many a one besides, that I could 
mention. 

This year (God willing) I shall visit France, 
And taste of Louis {Grand Monarque!) 
the prog : 

His grace of Orleans, so kind perchance. 
May ask me to his house, to pick a frog. 

Attd yet, what right have I to viMit there. 

Who see a prince so vilely treated hero ? 

Ye royal Artists, at your future feasts, 
I fear, you'll make their graces down- 
right Daniels : 
And, as the prophet dined among wild 
beasu, 
The dukes toiU join your pointers and 
your spaniels. 


• Sir W. Chambwt. 


ODE HI. 

Peter giveth sage advice to mercenary Ar- 
tists, and telleth a most delectable story, 
of a country Bumpkin, and a peripatetic 
Razor-seller. 

Fo&BEAR, mj friends, to sacrifice your 
fame, 
To sordid gain, unless that yon are starv- 
ing! 
I own, that hunger will indulflenoe claim, 
For hard stone heads, and landscape 
carving, 
In order, to make haste, to sell and eat ;— 
For there is certainly a charm in meat : — 
And in rebellious tones will stomachs speak, 
That have not tasted victuals for a week. 

But yet there are a mercenary ere^t 
Who value fame no more than an old shoe ; 
Provided, for their daubs, they set a sale : 
Just like the man— but; stay— fll tell the 
tale." 


ODE IV. 
Peter observeth the Lex Talionis. 

Wb8t tells the world, that Peter cannot 

rhyme — 
Peter ueclares, point blank, that West 

can't paint ; 
West swears, I've not an atom of sublime — 

I swear, he hath no notion of a saint; 
And that his cross-winged cherubims are 

fowls, 
Baptized by naturalists — oids ; 
Haif of the meek Apostles, gangsof robbers; 
His Angels, sets of brazen -headed lubbers. 


The holy Scripture says, " All flesh is 

ffrass," 
With Mr West, all flesh \s*-^hrick or brass ; 
Except his horse-flesh ; — that, I freely own, 
Is often of the choicest — Portland stone, 

I've said too, that this artist's faces 
Ne'er paid a visit to the Graces : 

That of expression he can never bra|f : 
Tet, for this article hath he been studymg ; 
But in it never could surpass a pudding — 

No, gentle reader, nor a pudding-bag. 

I dare not say, that Mr West 
Cannot sound criticism impart. 

" D€C Pa VAa 
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I*m told, th« man with technicals ia blesaed; 

That he can talk a deal upon the art : 
Yes, he can talk — I do not doubt it — 

About it, goddess, and about it'* 


•t 


Thus, then, is Mr West deserving praise — 

And liet my justice the fair laud afford : 
For, lo! this far-famed artist cuts both 
ways. 

Exactly like the Angel Grabriers sword. 
The beauties of the art his converse shows ; 

His canvas, almost every thing that's 
. bad: 
Thus, at th' Academy, we must suppose, 

A man more useful never could be had ; 
Who, in himself a host, so much can do; 
Who is both precept and example too. 


ODE V. 


Great advice is ffiven to Gentlemen Au- 
thors — to Mr Webb, and Mr H. Walpole, 
particularly — Peter taketh th^ part of 
Lady Luoan — Showeth wonderful know- 
ledge in the art of Painting — Admi- 
nistereth Oil of Fool, vulgarly called 
Praise, to the Squire of Strawberry -Hill. 

Astronomers should treat of stars and co- 
mets; 
Physicians, of the bark and vomits ; 
Of apoplexies, those light troops of death, 
That use no ceremony with our breath ; 
Ague and dropsy, jaundice and catarrh. 
The grim-looked tyrant's heavy horse of war. 

Farriers should write on farcys, and the 

glanders : 
Bug- doctors, only upon bed-disorders ; 
Fanners on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, 

geese and ganders ; 
Nightmen, alone, on aromatic odours ; 
The artists should on painting solely write; — 
Like David, then they may, ** good things 

indite." 
But when the mob of gentUnun 
Break on their provi»ce, and take up the 

pen. 
The Lord have mercy on the art ! 
l*m sure their goose-quills can no light im- 
part. 
This verse be thine, 'Squire Webb*— it is 

thy due : — 
Pray, Mr Horace WaIpole,t what think 

you? 

* Author of a Treatise on Painting, who seems 
to display more erudition than science. 

t A fsntleroan well known In the Itterary 
world : an amateur in the graphic line. 


Horace, thou art a man of taste and sense ; 
Then don't of folly be at such expense ; 
Do not to Lady Lucan* pay such court — 
Her wisdom surely will not thank thee 

for't- 
Ah ! don't endeavour thus to dupe her, 
By swearing that she equals Cooper. t 

So gross the flattery, it seems to show 
That verily thou dost not know . 
The powers required for copying a pic- 
ture, 
And those, for copying Dame Nature, — 
Alas ! a much more arduous matter ! — 
So don't expose thyself, but mind my 
stricture. 

Thou'lt say, it was mere compliment ; 
That nothing else was thy intent ; 
Although it might disgrace a boy at 
school : 
I grant the fact ; and think, that no man 
Says or writes sillier things to woman : 
ISut still 'tis making each of yon a 
fool. 

Tet, Horace, think not that I write 
Throuffh spite : 
Think not I read thy works with jealous 
pain: 
Lord ! no, thou art a favourite with mo: 
I think then one of us, un hd esprit — 
By heavens ! I like the windmill of thy 
brain : 
It is a pretty and ingenious mill : 
Long may it grind on Strawberry Hill ! 


ODE VI. 

Peter still continueth to give great Advice, 
and to exhibit deep Reflection — He tell- 
eth a miraculous Story. 

Thxrb is a knack in doing many a thing. 
Which labour cannot to perfection bring : 
Therefore, however great in your own 

eyes. 
Pray do not hints from other folks despise : 

a 

A fool on something great at times may 
stumble. 
And consequently be a good adviser : 
On which, for ever, your wise men may 
fumble,' 
And never bo a whit the wiser. 

* A lady of great ingenuity in the miniature 
d<'partment. 

t A famous miniature painter in the time of 
Cromwell. 
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TeB ! I adytse you, for there's wisdom in't, 
Never to be superior to a hint — 

The genius of each man, with keenness 
view — 
A spark from this, or t'other caught, 
May kindle, qaick as thought, 

A glorious bonfire up in you. 

A question of you, let me beg — 
Of famed Columbus and his eggj 
Pray, have you heard ? " Yes.'*— O, then, 

if you please, 
I'll give you the two Pilgrims and the 
Pease.* 


His ruins may be feathers for your nest — 
The maxim's not amiss— proMtum ssti 


ODE VII. 
Peter grinneth. 

TooNo men, be cautious of each critic 
word. 

That blasphemous may much offence af- 
ford- ^ 
I mean, that wounds an ancient master's 
fame: 

At Titian, Guide, Giulio, Veronese, 

Tour lengthening phiz let admiration seize. 
And throw up both your eyes at Ra- 
phael's name. 

Even by a print-shop should yon chance to 

pass. 
Revere their effigy inside a fflass : 

Just as with papists the religious care is. 
In churches, lanes, to bend their marrow- 
bones 
To bees- wax saints, hon^dUux of stones, 
And beech, and deal, or wainscot Virgin 
Marys. 

Whatever their errors, they no more re- 
main; 

For time, like faller's earth, takes out each 
stain: 

Nay more— <)n faults, that modern works 
would tarnish. 

Time spreads a sacred coat ofr>amish» 

Spare not on brother artists' backs, the 

lash ; 
Put a good wire in't— let it slash ; 
Since every stroke with interest is re- 
paid; 
For though yon cannot kill the man out- 
right, 
Yet, by this effect of your rival spite. 
Fifty to one, if you don't spoil his trade. 

• Fee page 1.5. 


ODE VIII. 

The Poet inquireth into the state of the 
Exhibition— Lasheth^Fatlier Time, for 
making great Geniuses, and destroying 
them— Praiseth Reynolds— Fancieth a 
very curious Dialogue between King 
Alexander and the Deer, the Subject of 
Mr West's Picture— Turns to Mr West's 
Resurrection. 

Well, Muse 1 what is there in the Exhi- 
bition ? 
How thrive the beauties of the graphic 
art?— 
Whose racing genius seems in best condi- 
tion 
For Glory's plate to start? 

Say, what sly rogues old Fame cajole? 
Speak, — who haSi bribed her trumpet, or 

who stole ? 
For much is praised that ought in fires to 

mourn — 
Nay, what would even disgrace a fire to 

burn. 

What artist boasts a work sublime. 
That mocks the teeth of raging Time ? 
Old fool ! who — after be hath formed 
with painS) 
A genius rare, 
To make folks stare, 
Knocks out his brains : 
Like children, dolls creating with high 

brags; 
Then tearing all their handy works to 
rags. 

Lo! Reynolds shines with undiminished 

ray! 
Keeps, like the bird of Jove, his distant 

way — 
Yet, simple portrait^etrikes too oft oar eyes, 
Whilst history, anxious for his pencil, 

sighs. 

We don't desire to see on canvass live 

The copy of a jowl of lead ; 
When for th' original we would not give 

A small pin's head. 

This year, of picture, Mr West 
Is quite a Pata^tmian-maker^- 

He knows that bulk is not a jest ; 
So gives us painting by the acre. 
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But, ah ! this artisCa brash can never brag 
Upon king Alexander and the stag ; 
For as Uiey played at loggerheads a rub- 
ber : 
We surely oaght to see a handsome battle 
Between the monarch and the piece of 
cattle ; 
Whereas each keeps his distance, like a 
lubber. 

His Majesty, upon his breech laid low, 
Seems preaching to his homed foe ; 
Observing, what a very wicked thing 
To hurt the sacred person of a king : 

And seems, about the business, to entreat 

him 
To march, for fear the hounds should eat 

him. 

The stag appears to say in plaintive 
note, 
*' I own, king Alexander, my offence : 
True ! I've not shown my loyalty, nor 
sense; 
So bid your huntsmen come and cut my 
throat' 


>i 


The cavalry, adorned with fair stone bodies. 
Seem on the dialogue with wonder star- 
ing; 
And on their flinty backs a set of noddies, 
Not one brass farthing for their master 
caring. 

Behold ! one fellow lifts his mighty spear. 
To save the owner of the Scottish crown ; 

Which, harmless hanging o'er the gaping 
deer. 
Seems in no mighty hurry to come down. 

Another on a Pegasus comes flving! 

His phiz his errand much belymg \ 

For if he means to baste the beast so 

cruel, 
God knows, 'tis with a face of water-gruel. 

So then, sweet Muse, the picture boasts no 
merit- 
As flat as dish-water, or dead small- 
beer— 
Or (what the mark is tolerably near) 
As heads of aldermen devoid of spirit. 

Well then ! turn round — view t'other side 

the room. 
And see his Saviour mounting from the 

tomb: 
Is this piece too with painting sins so 

crammed. 
Bom to incieaae the number of the damned? 

Y 


My sentiments by no means 1 refuse — 
Was our Redeemer like the wretched 
tiling, 

I do not wonder that the cunning Jews 
Scorned to acknowledge him lor king. 


ODE IX. 

Peter Moraliseth, and giveth good Advice.' 

Envv and Jealousy, that pair of devils. 
Stuffed, like Pandora's box, with wondrous 

evils, 
I hate, abhor, abominate, detest ; 
Like Circe, turning man into a beast 

Beneath their cankering breath no bed can 
blow ; 
Their bitokening power resembles smut 

in com, 
Which kills the rising ears, that should 
adorn. 
And bid the vales with golden plenty glow. 

Yet, fierce in yonder dome each demon 
reigns ; 

Their poison swells, too, many an artist's 
veins; 

Draws from each labouring heart the fear- 
ful sigh. 

And oasts a soJlen gloom on every eye. 

Brushmen ! accept the counsel Peter sends. 
Who scorns th' acquaintance of this brace 
of fiends: 

Should any with imconraum talmU tower ; 
To any, is titKptrwr science given — 

Oh, let the weaker feel their happy pow- 

Like plants, that triumph in the dews of 
heaven. 

Be pleased, like Reynolds, to direct the 
blind ; 
Who uds the feeble faltering feet of 
youth; 
Unfolcta the ample volume of his mind, 
With genius stored and nature's simple 
truth: 

Who, though a sun, resembles not his bro- 
ther, 
Whose beams, so full of jealousy, oon- 
spire. 
Whene'er admitted to the room — to smo- 
ther 
The humble kitchen, or the parlour fire. 
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ODE X. 

Peter speaketh figrunUyely— Accommodat- 
etb himself to vulgar Readers — Lasheth 
Pretenders to Fame — Concludeth mer- 
rily. 

A MOOB8T loye of praise I do not blame — 
Bat I abhor a rave on Mistress Fame, 
Although the laoy is exceeding chaste, 
Toosg forward bullies seize her round the 
waist ; 

Swear, nolens voUnSf t(iat she shall be kiss- 
ed; 
And, though she tows she does not like 

'em, 
Nay, threatens for. their impudence to 
strike 'em, 
The saucy rascals still persist. 

Reader !— of images here's no confusion — 
Thou therefore understand'st the bard's al- 
lusion ; 
But possibly thou hast a thUkish head; 

And therefore no vast quantity of brain — 
Why then, my precious pig of lead, 

"fis necessary to explain. 

Some artists f if 1 so may call 'em ; 
So ignorant, the foul fiend maul 'em ; 
Mere driyellera in the charming art ; 
Are yastly fond of being praised, 
Wish to toe stars, like Slanchard,* to be 
raised : 
And raised they should be, reader, — from a 
cart. 

If disappointed in some Stentor's tongue, 
Upon themselyes they pour forth prose or 
9t>nf ; 

Or buy It in some yenal paper, 

And then heroically yapour. 

What prigs to immortality aspire, 
^ho stick their trash around the 

room!— 
Trash, meriting a yery different doom, — 

I mean the warmer regions of the fire. 

Heayen knows, that I am angered to the 
soul, 
To find some blockheads of their works 
so yun — 
So proud, to see them hanging cheek by 
jowl, 
With hi8,t whoee powers the art's high 
fiune sustain, 

* Ths fiuDom Aeronaut. f Tb« Praaldent. 


^ 

To wondrous merit their prelenidon. 
On such yicinity-suspension— 
Brings to my mmd a not unpleasant story. 
Which, gentle readers, let me lay before 
ye: 

A shabby fellow chanced one day to meet 
The British Roscius in the street, 
Garrick, of whom our nation justly 
brags— 
The fellow hugg'd him, with a kind em* 

braca^ 
'' Good Sir, I do not recollect your face," 
Quoth Garrick — '<No!" replied the man 
of Tags; 

''The boards of Drury you and I haye 

trod, 
Full many a time together, I am sure." 
" When ? with an oath, cried Garrick, 

" for, by God, 
I neyer saw that face of yours before !— 

" What characters, I pray, 
Did you and I together play ?" 

^* Lord !" quoth the fellow, " think not that 

I mock — 
When you played HamUtf Sir,— I played 

ike Cock:^ 


ODE XL 

Peter talketh sensibly and knowingly — 
Recommendeth it to Artists to prefer 
Pictures for their Merit — Discoyereth 
Musical Knowledge, and showeth, that 
he not Ojily hath kept Company with 
Fiddlers, but Fiddle-makers-^He satiriz* 
eUi the Pseudo-Cognoecenti — Pnisetb 
his ingenious Neighlraur, Sir Joshua. 

Bn not imposed on by a name ; 

But bid your eye the picture's merit 
trace: 
Poussin, at times, in outline may be lame, 

And Guide's angels destitute of grace. 

Yet, lo ! a picture of some famous school — 

A warranted old daub of reputation. 
Where charming painting's almost eyery 
rule. 
Hath suffered almoet eyery yiolation ; 
Oft hath been gazed at, by deyonring 

eyes. 
Where Nature, banished from the picture, 
sighs. 

• In the Ghost Scene. 
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Bo some old duchera, at a bad^r gny, 
(Her snags by Time, sure dentist, snatched 
away) 

With long, lank, flannel cheeks — 
Where age, in every wrinkled feature. 
Unto the poor, weaik, shaking creature, 

Of death unwelcome ^dings speaks— 
Draws from the gaping mob the envying 

look, 
Because her owner chanced to be a duke. 

How many pasteboard rocks and iron seas. 
How many torrents wild of still stone 

water. 
How many brooms and broomsticks meant 

for trees. 
Because ihefoMeUd labours of Salvator,* 
Whose pencil, too, most grossly may have 

bmndered, 
Have brought the blessed possessor many 

a hundred ! — 

Thus prove a crowd,f a Stainer,t or Ama- 

ti;§ 

No matter for the fiddle's sound ; 
The fortunate possessor shall not bate ye 

A doit of fifty, nay, a hundred pound : 
And though wnat^ vulgarly baptised a rep. 
Shall in a liundred pounds be deemed dog- 
cheap. 

It tickles one excessively to hear 
Wise, prating pedants, the old masters 
praise ; 
Damning by wholesale, with sarcastic 
sneer, * 

The wretched works of modern days ; 
Making at living wights such fatal pushes. 
As if not gooc^ enough to wipe their brushes. 

And yet on each wise cognoscente ass, 
Who shall for hours on paint and sculp- 
ture din ve, 

A person with fiicility may pass 

Rigaud for Raphael^-Bocon for Bernini ; 

Or— Tittle as an oven to Vesuvius, — 

Will Tyler for Palladio or Vitruvius ! 

One would imagine by the maddening 

fools^ 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient schools. 

And vilify the works of modern brains, 
They think poor Mother Nature's art is 

fled; 
That now she cannot make a head, 
Who took with old Italian nobs such 
pains ; 


Nay, to a driveller turned, her power so 

sunk is, 
Tame soul ! that nothing now she makes 

but monkeys. 

'* Look at your favourite Reynolds," is their 
strain — 
^* Allowed by all, the first in Europe's 
eye; 
One atom of repute can Reynolds gain, 
When Titian, Rubens, and Vandyke, are 
nigh P 
Can Reynolds live near Raphael's match- 
less line ?*' 
Tes, blinkards ! and with equal lustre shine ( 


* Salyator R^ia. 

A Oerman flddla-maker. 

A maker of fiddles called Cremonaa. 


i 


t A flddle. 


ODE XII. 

Peter increaseth in Wisdom, and adviseth 
wisely — Seemeth angry at the Illiberality 
of Nature in the Anair of his good Ac- 
quaintance the Lord High Chancellor of 
England, and Mr Pepper Arden — ^Peter 
treateth his Readers with Love-verses of 
past Times. 

Corr not Nature's form too closely, 
Whene'er she treats your sitter grossly : 
For when she ^rives aeformity for grace. 
Pray, show a little mercy on the face. 
Indeed 'twould be but charity to flatter ^ 
Some dreadful works of seeming-drunken 
Nature. 

As, for example,— let us now suppose 
Thurlow's black scowl, and Pepper Arden's 

nose: 
But when your pencil's powers are bid to 

trace 
The smiles of Devonshire— Duncannon's 

grace — 
To bid the blush of beauteous Campbell 

rise. 
And wake the radiance of Augusta's* eyes, — 
(Oad ! Muse, thou art beginning to grow 

loyal) — • 
And paint the graces of the Princess Royal ; 
Try all your art^and when your toils are 

done, 
Tou show a flim^ meteor for a sun. 

Or should you still attempt her face and air. 
Who fired my heart, and fixed my roving 
eye— 
The Loves, who robbed a world to maker 
her fair, 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy. 

• Second daughter of the King of England. 
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Swe^t nvinph ! — But, reader, take the iong, 
Whicn Cfvnthia'B charms alone inepired : 

That lefl, of yore, the poet*8 tongue, 
When love his raptured fancy fired. 


SONQ; 

FaoM her, alas ! whose smile was loye, 
I wander to some lonely cell : 

My sighs too weak the maid to move, 
I bid the flatterer, Hope, farewell. 

Be all her Siren arts forgot, 
That filled my bosom with alarms : 

Ah ! let her crime — a little spot, 
Be lost amidst her blaze of charms. 

As on I wander slow, my sighs. 
At every step, for Cynthia mourn ; 

My anxious heart withm me dies. 
And, sinking, whispers, '* Oh ! return. 

Deluded heart ! thy folly know— 
Nor fondly nurse the fatal flame — 

By absence thou shalt lose thy woe ; 
-And only flutter at her name. 


>> 


Readers ! I own, the song of love is sweet. 

Most pleasinff to the soul of gentle Peter : 

Your eyes, then, with another let me 

treat, 

O gentle Sin, and in the same sweet 

metre. 

SONG TO DELIA. 

Say, lone maid, with down-cast eye— 
O Delia ! say, with cheeks so pale, 

What gives thy heart the lengthened sigh, 
That tells the world a mournful tale ? 

Thy tears, that thus each other chase, 
Bespeak a boeom swelled with woe ; 

Thy sighs, a storm that wrecks thy peace. 
Which souls like thine should never 
know* 

Oh! tell me, doth some favoured youth, 
With virtue tired, thy beauty slight ; 

And leave these thrones of love and truth, 
That lip and bosom of delight ? 

Perhaps to nymphs of other shades, 
He feigns the soil, impassioned tear ; 

With songs their easy faith Invades, 
That treacherous won thy witless ear. 


Let not those maids thy envy move j ' 
For whom his hoart may seem 
pine — 


to 


That heart can ne*er be blessed by love. 
Whose guilt could force a pang from 
thine. 


ODE XIII. 

Pious Peter acknowledgeth great obliga- 
tions to the Reverend Mr Martin Luther 
— Tet lamenteth the £fi*ects of this Par- 
son's Reformation on Painting. 

We Protestants owe much to Martin Luther, 
Who found to heaven a shorter way and 
rmoother ; 
And shall not soon repay the obligation : 
Martin, against the Papists, gotthe laugh ; 
Who, as the butchers bleed and bang a calf 
To whiteness-— bled and banged unto 
salvation : 
As if such drubbings could expel their sins ; 
As if that Power, whose works with awe 
we view. 
Graced all our backs with sets of cotndy 
skins, 
Then ordered us to beat them black and 
blue. 

Well then ! we must confess for certain. 
That much we owe to Mr Martin, 

Who altered for the better our'religion— 
Tet,by it, glorious Painting muchdidlose — 
Was plucked, poor goddess ! like a ^oose ; 

Or, for the rnyme's sake, like a pigeon. 

Mad at the Whore of Babylon and Bull, 
Down from the churches men began to pull 
Pictures, that long had held a lofty station — 
Pictures of saints of pious reputation. 

For curing, by a miracle, the ills 
That now so stubborn yield not to devo- 
tions. 
But unto blisters, bolosses, and potions. 

That make such handsome 'pothecariea' 
bills. 

Down tumbled Anthony, who preached to 

sprats: 

And he* who held discourses with a hog, 

That, grunting after him so used to jog, 

Came down, by favour of long sticks and 

bats. 

The saints who grinned on spits, like ven*- 
son roisting. 
Broiling on gridirons^baking in an 
oven ; 

* Commonly known by the name of Pig An- 
thony. 
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Or on a fork like cheese of Cheohire toast- 
ing; 
Or kicked to death by Satan's hoof so 

cloven ; 
All h ambled to the froand were forced to 

fall- 
Spits, forks, and gridirons, ovens, devil, 

and alL 


Ts royal sirs, before I bid adiea, 
Let me inform you, some deserve my 
praise : 
Bat trust me, identic squires, ye are but few, 
Even saints of poor old England'sbreedingr^f Whose names would not disgrace my 


In wonders many foreign ones exceeding, 
Our hot Reformers did as roughly han- 
dle : 
In troth, poor harmless souls ! they met no 

quarter ; 
But down were tumbled, miracle and mar- 
tyr; 
Put up in lots, and sold by inch of candle. 

Had we been Papists — Lord ! we still 
had seen 

Devils and devils* mates, young pimping 
liars. 
Tempting the blushing nuns of firail fif- 
teen, 

With gangs of ogling, rosy, wanton friars : 

Which nuns so pure, no love-speech could 
cajole — 

Who starved the body to preserve the soul. 

Then had we seen St Dennis, with his 
head 
Fresh in his hand, and with afieclion 
kissing ; 

As if the nob, Uiat from his shoulders fled, 
By knife or broad-sword, never had been 
missing ; 

Then had we seen, upon their friendly 
coating. 

Saints on the waves, like gulls and wid- 
geons, floating. 

I've seen a saint, on board a ship. 
To whom, £oi a fair wind, tne P&pists 

Well flogged from stem to stern, by birch 

and whip, 
Poor wooden fellow ! twenty times a day: 
Polled by the nose, anc^* kicked— called 

lubber, owl, 
To make him turn a wind to fair from fonl ! 
And often this has brought a prosperous 

gale, 
When prayers and curses have been found 

to nU, 
This, had we Papists been, had graced our 

churches, 
Saints, seamen, nose-pulling, kicks, whips, 

and birches. 


ODE XIV. 
Peter attacketh the Exotic R. A's. 


lays. 

You'll say, with grinning, sharp, sarcastic 

face, 
" We must be bad indeed, if that's the 
case'* — 
Why, if the truth I must declare. 
So, gentle squires, you really are ! 

I'm greatly plessed, I must allow. 
To see the foreigners beat hollow ; 

Who stole into that dome^^the Lord knows 
how — 
I hope to God no more will follow : 

Who, cursed with a poor snivelling spirit, 

Wen never known to vote for merit — 

Poor narrow-minded imps. 
Hanging together just like shrimps. 
I own, (so little they have merited) 

That from yon noble dome, 

Made almost an Italian and French home, 
1 long to see the vermin ferreted. 

Tet Where's the hoose, however watched 

by cats, 
That can get rid of all its rats ? 
Or — if a prettier simile may please- 
Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 
Or if a prettier still— what London rugs 
Have not, at times, been visited by bags ? 


ODE XV. 

Peter taketh Leave— Displayeth wonderful 
Learning— Seemeth sorry to iiart with 
his Readers — Administereth Crumbs of 
Comfort. 

My dearest Readers! 'tis with grief I tell, 
That now, for ever, I must bid farewell! 

Glad, if an ode of mine, with grins can 
treat ye ; 

VaUU! 
And if you like the lyric Peter's oddity ; 

Plaudite.' 
Rich as B Jew am I in Latian lore — 
So, classic reader, take a sentence more : 
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PuUkrum ett mtmttrari digUo, et dider 

Says Javenal, who loved a bit of fame^ 
In Iliigliali— Ah ! 'tis sweet, amongst the 
thickest 
To be foond'Oat, and pointed.at by natne. 

To hear the shrinking great exclaim, 

« That's Peter ^ 
Who makes much immortality by metre ; 
Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 
And cares no more for kings than kings for 

him !" 

Yet one word more, before we part — 
Should any take it grieviously to heart ; 
Look melancholy, -pale, and wan, and 

thin, 
Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin ; 
Put on a poor desponding face, and pine, 
Because that Peter the divine * 
Resolves to give up painting odes ; — 
By all the rhyming goddesses and gods, 
I here, upon a poet's word, protest. 
That, if it is the world's request, 

That I again in lyrics should appear ; 
Lo \ rather than be guiltv of the em 
Of losing George' the Third one subject's 
skin. 

My lyric bagpipe shall be tuned next 
year. 


JOHN AND JOAN. 

A TALE. 

Hail, wedded love ! the bard thy beauty 
hails ! * 

Though mixed, at timet, with cock and 
henlike sparrings: 
But calms are very pleasant after gaUs^ 
And ^ove-like peace much sweeter after 
foanvngs. 

Pve' written — I forget the page, indeed ; 
But £)lks may find it if they choose to 

r«ad— 
'^ Thai marriage is too swut without somt 

80UT ; 

Variety oft recommends 9. flower, 

<' Wedlock should be like punch, some 

•weet, some acid ; 
Then life is nicely turbulent and placid. 

<< A picture that is all in light — 
Lord, what a thing*! a very fright ! 
No, lot some darkness be displayed ; 
And learn to balance well with shade" 


John married Joan^they frowned, they 

smiled ; 
Now parted, and now made a child : 
Now tepid showers of love, now chilling 
snotos; 
Much like the seasons of the year ; 
Or like a brook, now thick, now clear ; 
Now scarce a rill, and now a torrent 
flows. 

One day tbey had a desperate quarrel 
About a little small -beer barrel, 

Without John's knowledge silly tapped by 
Joan; 
For Joan, t' obUge her oldJrieHd Hodge, 
Thought asking leave of John was fudge: 

And so she wisely left the leave.alone. 

It happed that John and Joan had not two 
beds 

To rest their angry, frowning brace of 
heads ; 
Ergo, there was but one 
To rest their gentle jaws upon. 

" I'll have a board between us," cried the 

" With all my spirit, John," replied the 
teife : 
A board was {Placed, according to their 
plan: 
Thus ended this barrier at once the strife. 

On the first night, the husband lay 
Calm as a dock, nor once winked over — 

Calm as a clock, too, let me sav, 
Joan never squinted on her lover. 

Two, three, four nights, the sulky pair. 

Like two still mice, devoid of care. 
In philosophic silence sought repose ; < 

On the fifth morn, it chanced to please 

John's nose to sneeze — 
^' God bless vou, dear !" quoth Joan at 
John's loud nose. 


At this John gave a sudden start. 



" You did ^"■— •* Yes, Johp, upon my 

word"— 
*' Zounds, Joan, then take away the 

boardr 

Thus it will be with you and Pitt agen ; 
Love will beam forth, that every love lur- 
passes; 
The grocers be themselves, sweet-tem- 
pered men. 
And souse in a hogshead of molasses, 
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Thus will Contention take away the hone, 
And yoQ and Pitt kiss friends, like John^ 
and Joan. 


THE ROYAT. VISIT TO EXETER ; 

A POBTldAl SP18TLE, Bt JOHN PLOUOH- 

■HARS, 

^ Farmer of Matton Hampstead, in the 
County of Devon, 


Well ! In a come— King George to town, 
With douBt and zwea^ az nutmeg brown, 

The hoflset all in smoke ; 
HazsaiD, trumpetin, and dringin, 
Red coloare vleein, roarin, zingio ; 

Zo mad seemed all the voke. 


PARTI. 


I pROMisiD thee, dear zeater Nan, 
That thee ahudat hear vrom brother Jan, 

About the king toey speed : 
And now I set me down to write. 
To toll thee eyery thing outright, 

The whole that I've azeed. 

Now meend me, Nan ! all Eztertown 
Was gapin, rennin up and down, 

Vath, just leek yokes bewitched ! 
Lord ! how they langed to zee the king; 
To hear un zay zom marveloug thing : 

Leek mangy dogs they itched ! 

Leek bullocks stinged by appledranes, 
Currantin it about the lanes, 

Yokes theese way dreaved and that ; 
Zom hootin, heavin, soalin, hawlin ; 
Zom in the mucks, and pellum sprawlin ; 

Leek pancakes all zo flat. 

Hoases and mares, assnegers, moyles, 
Leapinff the* hedges, ditches, stiles, 

Hnnderds commed in at least ; 
CHUopin, trattin, spurrin, Tallin, 
Hallooin, laughin, cryin, squawlin, 

Your mounted 'pon one beast. 

The ladies vrom the winders all 

Poked Yorth their powls, both gertand small ; 

Ecod, there were a power : 
Their hair zo white I'd zezpence stake, 
That yrom their powls I'd fairly shake 

A dozen zaoks o' ylower. 

To spoil good ylower, a spendthrift crew I 
Oula Time wull whitten vast anew. 


The locks o'nm, never fear ; 
Bezides, it is a bnrnin shame. 
And making of God's gifls a game,' 

Considenn corn's so dear. 

And yet thoj>erty maids, I yow. 
Make me yorgiye, I can't tell how, 

Thoft 'tie a serious matter : 
But what wey xich haye / to do ? 
Yor Joan and Nell, and Madge and Sue, 

My mouth must only water. 

But than agan, Iss can't but zay, 
las could look at mun a whole day, 

They looked so yair and yresh, 
Iss longed to gee zome hearty smacks 
Upon &9\r little rosy chacka, 

They seemed zich wholsome ylesh. 

Well ! in a come — King George to town. 
With douat and zweat az nutmeg brown. 

The hoases all in smoke ; 
Huzzain, trumpetin, and drin^in, 
Red colours yieeing, roarin, zmgin ; 

Zo mad seamed all the yoke. 

Wipin hi8*7weaty jaws and poull, 
All oyer donst we spied 'Squire RoUe, 

Close bjr the king's coach trattin : 
Now ahoy in in the coach his head, 
Meaning, we gissed. It might be zed, 

(< The 'squire and king be chattin." 

Now good the aldermen and mayor,* 
Zum wey crapped wigs, and zum wey 
hair, 

The royal yoke to k^n ; 
When measter mayor, upon my word, 
Poked to the king a gert long a word, 

Which he poked back agen. 

Now thooee that round ould Burnet atood, 
All zweared it clumzily was dood ; 

Tet Squirt, the peepel zay. 
Brandished his ffert horse-^lysterpipe, 
To make un iivhis leaaon ripe. 

That took up half a day. 

Now down long Yorestreet did they come, 
Zum hollowin, and screechin zum ; 

Now tridged they to the dean'a, 
Becazo the bishop sent mun word, . 
A could not meat and drink ayoord, 

A hadn't got the means. 

A zaid, " that az yor he, poor man, 
A had not got a pot nor pan. 
Nor spoeui nor kniye, nor Tosk ; 


* MrBuset. 
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That he was weak, and ould, and sqaeal, 
And seldom made a heartv meal. 
And zeldom 'draed a cork." 

Indeed a was ar moderate man. 
And zo war all the dargy clan 
. That with un uzed to chatter ; 
Who if a axed mun to drink wine, 
To one the wother thej tipped the sign, 
And begged his charming water. 

" And as yor rooms, why there agen, 
A conld not lodge a cock nor hen, 

They war so small," he said ; 
" And as yor beds they wudn't do — 
In number about one or two, 

Vor zelf and Joan the maid. 

** In yoolish things a wudn't be cort ; 
'Twas stoopid to treat yokes yor nort; 

No, 'twas not his desire : 
Prefarment, too, was at an end ; 
The kinff wad neyer more yor'n send. 

To lifvn one peg higher.*' 


t» 


And yet the^ zay's a man of sense. 
Honest and just, but hoardth his pence — 

Can't peart wey drink nor meat : 
And ^en, *' what yor ?" the peepel rail, 
*< To grease a yat old pig in the tall ; 

Old Weymouth of LoAgleat !" 

Well ! to the dean's, bounce in they went. 
And all the day in munchin spent, 

And ^zlin too, no doubt ? 
And while the sentry drinked within, 
The mob wey brandy, ale, and gin, 

Got roarin drunk without. 

PART II. 

Now Vriday morning sheened so bright ; 
But zome were up beyore 'twas light ; 

Wey zounds the streets did ring : 
" Loid, lord, than sose, jrere yow so 

blessed, 
To see the show among the rest ? 

Did yow than zee the king?" 

Now droo a small back-door* wey stairs, 
King George went yorth to say his pray- 
ers; 

A pure and godly sign : 
And there he took his spyefflass out. 
Stared up and down, and all about. 

And zimmed to say, " 'Tb yine." 

* His matostydM not, ss was exptcted, enter in 
ftill proeeflBion the larfe door of the Ahbey ; but 
■lipped into a small private one, to the no email 
ihortUtcatloii of Heasieors Mayor, Aldermen, and 
Cavalcade. 


VuU as an egg was all the charch, 

Vor yoakes were mad az hares in March ^ 

And fath it was dam quare. 
To zee onld dames wey leathern chacks, 
Hoisted upon the fellows* backs — 

A penny for a stare. 

» 

The queen, she showed zuqIi wiye-leek 

care * * 

Zo kind upon un zo to stare ; 

To whisper'n, and all that ! 
And, faggins, people Jeeked it much, 
Zopleaaed to zee ner love yor'n zuch— 

Tx) watch'n leek a cat. 

Praveft oyer, now he spied the ruff, 
And looked it round and round anuff. 

And zoon beginned to speak : 
Zo zaid, ** Neat, neat— clean, yery clean > 
D'ye mop it, mop it,* Measter Dean — 

Mop, mop it eyery week P" 

** Zir," said Dean Bnller to'n agen, 
'' 'Tis not by moppin keeped zo clean, 

What streek'th your royal eye ; 
Vor, Zir, in all our Exter shops, 
We neyer meet wey zich long mops ; 

Our mops dant reach zo high." 

All people join to praise the dean, 
He did zo well his zel demean ; 

No man behayed more humbler : 
Spared no expense — bort eyery thing — 
To please forseth the oueen and king ', 

Vor which, they gid n a tumhUr, 

Vor royal yoake, eo gert withal. 

The present zimmed most merty small ; 

And zo zed all the city ; 
It was too sneaken, fath and troth— 
A poor groat glass between mun both ! 

No fath ! it wasn't yitty. 

Now to the tayem renned 'Squire Rolle, 
Toffit the names of every soul 

'That wished King George to see :t 
The 'squire most kindly tould mun too, 
How jest leek soldiers they must do^ 

Bow down, and drap the knee. 

And said it neyer shud be missed ; 

That when King George's hand they kissed. 

Leek viah they must be dum; 
And backwards crawl leek crabs away : 
Good sound advice— much as to say, 

*' Kings must not zee your bum.* 


• This obeervatlon really took place at EzeUr, 
aa well aa at Saliabury, aome year* aince. 
t To be presented. 
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Now tridged to aldermen and mayor, 
'8qaire Rolle, a speech yor to prepare, 

To thank the king vor commin : 
'' Lord !" cried the aldermen and mayor, 
** Why, Measter Rolle, yow make us stare, 

'Squire Rolle, why yow be hummin I 

** Why, we be only men in trade ; 
'Tis tru» a Tieow good pounds we've 
made — ^ 

Be tolerably rich : 
But thoff we've raked up zom vieow pence, 
It deth not vollow we've the sence 

To make the king a speech. 

*^ Zend vor rekoreder — put As too't — 
Wo'U warrant Hawtry zoon wull doo't — 

Iss, iss, he'll do the feat : 
And as the man can logic chop, 
The doul's in't if he can't cook up 

Zomethin that's short and zweet." 

Now Hawtry took a world o' pain — 
Ue did zo drash about his brain, 

That was not over-stored ; 
But vath, outleaped a speech at laste. 
That zimmed to please King George's taste, 

Spealed right in every word. 

Now to the rume, to zee the king, * 
They all marched off, a clever dring : 

And there King George a stude, 
Receiving bows and scrapes and kisses, 
Vor all the world leek handsome Misses, 

Expecting to be wooed. 

Jolly's a tinker stude 'Squire Rolle, 
Sly winking, leek an ould grey owl. 

To zee that nort went wrong ; 
Zo got behcnd, and wey a frown 
He pulled near twenty o'mun down, 

And twenty droad along. 

The king stude patient az a stock, 
Vour hours at least by Ezter clock, 

It zafely might be waagered ; 
Zom makin their vine reverence spurned, 
The king was nearly overturned, 

A Gosh ! a was so badgered. 

Tagrag and bobtail, all kissed hands, 
Vrom neighb'ring pearls and voreign 
lands ; 

Aye ! kissing was anuff — 
Had not the hand been tight put on, 
It was zo mainly smacked upon, 

The voke hao kissed it off. 

And fath, no woundy fuss was made 
'Bout dress aiiiungsL the men in trade, 
They thort o' no zich thing ; 
*Z 


Wey derty sharts and grizly beards, 
Much leek a greazy pack o' keards, 
They shuffled vore the king. 

Now Varmer Tab, I understand, 

Drode his legs vore, and catched the hand, 

And shaked wey might and main : 
" I'm glad your majesty to zee, 
And hope your majesty," quoth he, 

** Wull nere be mazed again." 

'* Mazed.' mazed! what's mazed f" than zed 

the king ; 
" I never heered of zich a thing ; 

What's mazed f — what, what, my lord ?" 
" Hem," zed my lord, and bio wed his nose ; 
** Hem, hem — Sir, 'tis, I do suppose. 

Sir, — an old Devonshire word." 

And than my lord a scratched his head. 
And, coughing ance or twiss, he zed ; 

" I'll try to vend it out ;" 
And than agen he hemmed and haad, 
And puzlin while his pate a clawed — 

King G«orge a temed about, 

PART III. 

Zom thort the king wud march about, 
And show his zelf a bit, no doubt ; 

Zee guildhall, circus, castle : 
Vor this. Lord Fosky gid'n a shove ; 
But virm's a rook, nort mad'n move, 

Zo 'twas in vain to wrastle. 

But this a did — now this was kind — 
Knowin the people's longing mind. 

And being pretty tall, 
A stude 'pon's tiptoes, it is zed ; 
And, condescending, poked his t^ead 

Over the bishop's wall. 

Zum of the Ezter voke suppose 
They plainly zeed his royal nose. 

And zum his royal eyes ; 
And, Lord ! whatever peart they zeed, 
In thiB, they one and all agreed, 

'Twas glorious, gert, and wize. 

'Tis zed, and I believe 'tis true. 
He gid (but lookin rether blue) 

The hospital a ken : 
'Twas all a gid ; but than quoth he, 
** I'll zomething goo, my lord, d'ye zee, 

When I come here agen." 

This, to be zure, looked cruel kind 
Towards the ;uck, and lame, and blind ; 

What's thy opinion, Nan ? 
But rat it, theve net zeed a doit ; 
Zo 'tes no very gert exploit 

Of oar Samaritan. 
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Zich perty promifos, egoeh ! 

Zeem words o'cause — a pack o'trosh ; 

Wind, faith ! net one crume better ; 
I leek to zee voakes dra the puss ; 
Parlaver ia not worth a cuss ; 

I hat^ to hear voakee chcUer. 

Bat now, to please the royal chops, 
Presents vall'd in as thick as hops, 

Vish, vlesh, and vowl, and vruit ; 
'Twas who shud zaj, *' I zent the king 
Zich, zich, and zich, and zich'a thing :" 

The yokes were mad to do't. 

Now let me tell thee, zester Nan, 
The king's a jolley gentleman. 

The queen not very ugly ! 
Az vor the princesses, sweet souls, 
With rosy chucks, and flaxen polls. 

They angels looked so snugly. 

Mayhap, yow wud be glad to know 
Zom more about the queen, I trow, — 
I think I've zed anuflT: 
. What vokes in general zay is this : 
'* The Oman is not much amiss, 
And tak'th a power o' snuff." 

But milliners of fixter zwear, 

That hers and all her daughters' geer 

Was shellings net worth thirty ; 
That, LK>rd ! they weared but little laces, 
Their zilks roert blish to show their 
faces, 

Quid -fashioned, stripped, and dirty. 

Now woundr mad was Measter Mare,* 
To think a shud a- veast prepare, 

Of vlesh, and vowl, and vish ; 
Of ham, and terkie, ^ooze and mustard, 
Pumplin and applc^pie, and cvstard, 

Az good az mouthe could wish. 

Vor whan unto King Gkorge a zends, 
To tell'n the aldermen, his vriends, 

Wud all be glad to zee'n ; 
The king no notice tuke, 'tis zaid, 
But, leek a pisky, laughed and played 

To push-pin wey the queen. 

Zo there the meal, vortfooth, was spoiled. 
The baked and roast, and vried and boil- 
ed; 

OhJ 'twas a dismal day : 
The zyder, brandy, wine, and ale. 
The gert gold chairt to hold his tail, 

Was money droad away. 


* Burnet, the plumber. 

t Made expressly, at a very great expense : In- 
deed It did credit to the liberality of the corporation. 


It, when Kii/g George did ieave the town, 
The aldermen, in red fur gown, 

And Mare, vore Guildhall houze, 
Vurst bavin had a little veeding. 
Leek soldiers formed toshow their breeding, 

And make their Zenday bows. 

The king, he spied mun vrom his coach, 
Wey faces il^st pleazed over much, 

That did un much delight ; 
The Bench keeped bowin up and down, 
Till all the bosses rumps, they vound, 

And king's were out o' zight. 

Than home they lerked, and drapped their 

furs 
And tails between their legs, leek curs, 

Becaze they war zo zlighted ; 
But what was ton times worse, poor sodli. 
Their wives leek devils clawed their polls, 

Becaze they did^nt get knighted, 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Now, zester Nan, by this yow zee. 
What zort of vokes gert people be ', 

What's ckeny thofl, is cloms ; 
And, zester, now I do believe. 
That afler this yow daan't much grieve, 

Becaze yow staid at home. 

Theeze once I've made myzelf a vool. 
And novit I vecl mv courage cool . 

For zeeing royal things : 
And whan my Bible next 1 rode, 
Zo leet I worship all the breed, 

ril skep the hook of Kings. 


DUPLICITY ; OR, THE BISHOP OF 

OLD. 

A BISHOP, not a British bishop, — no — 
(Ours are a sweeter set of saintly 1 trow) 
Was by his sovereign sent to rulo abroad : 
Immediately upon thn news 
Of his arrival, 6ame somo Jews 
To compliment the mitred man of God. 

** Jews !" bawled the bishop, in the direst 
passion, 

'* D*y o'think FUsee that vile apostate nation ? 

Run, Pierrot — drive them off— run faster, 
faster ; 

Tell them they enicified my Heavenly Mas- 
ter." 

" But Sir, but Sir," quoth Pierrot, stepping 
back, 
Devoutly whispering in the bishop's ear — 
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** These Jews bring presents ! Lord ! at 

least a sack. 
** Ah ! ah \" replied the bishop— 2eff9 atu- 

tare — 
'^ These people could know nothing of tlie 

sin — 
Poor creatares ! well, well, Pierrot, lU 'em 


>f 


in. 


SIMPLICITY; OR, THE CURATE. 

How difficult, alas ! to please mankind ! 
One or the other every moment muf- 
tsrs: 
This wants an eastern, that a western 
^ wind: 

Tthird, petition for a southorn, utters. 
Some pray for rain, and some for frost and 

snow: 
How can Heayen lait all palates ? — I don't 
know. 

Good Lamb, the curate, much approved, 
Indeed by all his flock belovedf 

Was one dry summer begged to pray for 
rain : 
The parson most devoutly prayed— 
The powers of prayer were soon display- 
ed; 
Immediately a torrent drenched the 
plain. 

It chanced that the churchwarden, Robin 
Jay, 

Had of nis meadow not yet saved the 
hay: 
Thus was his hay to health quite past re- 
storing, 

It happened too that Robin was from home ; 

Bat when he heard the story, in a foam 
He sought the parson, like a lion roar- 
ing. 

" Zounds ! Parson Lamb, why, what have 

you been doing !" 
A pretty storm, indeed, ye have been brew- 
ing ! 
What ! pray for rain before I saved my 
hay ! 
Oh ! you're a cruel and unc^rateful man ! 
/ that for ever help you all I can ; 

Ask you to dine with me and Mistress 
Jay, 
Whenever we hav& something on the 

. spit, 
Or ixt the pot a nice and dainty bit ; 

*' Send you a goo.<to, a pair of chicken, 
Whose bones you are so tbnd of picking; 


And oflen too a cag of brandy ! 
You that were welcome to a treat, 
To smoke and chat, and drink and eat ; 

Making my house so very handy ! 

" YoUf parson, serve one such a scurvy 

trick .' 
Zounds ! you must have the bowels of Old 

Nick. 
What ! bring the flood of • Noah from the 

skies. 
With my fine field of hay before your 

eyes ! 
A numscull, that I wer'n'tof thisaware. — 
Curse me but I had stopped your pretty 

prayer !" 
" Dear Mister Jay ?** quoth Lamb, *' alas ! 

alas! 
I never thought upon your field of grass." 

'* Lord ! parson, you're a fool, one might 

suppose — 
Was not the field just underneath your 

iiosef 
This is a very pretty losing job !" — 
*' Sir," quoth the curate, <*know that Harry 

CoKb 
Tour brother warden joined, to have the 

prayer," — 
'* Cobb ! Cobb ! why this for Cobb was only 

3 port : 
oth Cobb own that any rain can 
hurtr' 
Roared furious Jay as broad as he could 
stare. 

" The fellow owns, as far as I can 2arii, 

A few old houses only, and a barn ; 

As that's the case, zounds ! what are show- 
ers to him 9 

Not Noah's flood could make his trumpeiy 
8Wim» 

** Besides— why could you not for drizxle 

pray? 
Why force it down in buckets on the hay ? 
Would / have piayed with your hay such a 

freak ? 
No ! I'd have stopped the weather for a 

week." 

" Dear Mister Jay, I do protest, 
I acted solely for the best ; 

I do affirm it. Mister Jay, indeed. 
Your anger for this once restrain, 
I'll never bring a drop again 

Till you and all the j>ari8h are agreed.** 
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TALES OF THE HOY; 

IMTERSPKRSED WITH SONG, ODB, IRD DIA- 
LOGUE. 


ANACREO!! . 

The Muses love thee dearly Peter, 
And eke the merry pod of Metre, 

Who gracious gave thee such a charming tongue : 
We thought that Age had quenched thy fire, 
Or Law's rude hammer crushed thy lyre, 

Or Royal whisper soothed the rage of song ; 
Or Pension changed thy harp's uncourtly strings, 
And with her golden, MM«ar« clipped thy wings. 


PRELIMINARY DISCOURSE. 

It wore needless, O illarninated reader, 
to inform thee, that the hint of the Tales of 
the Hoy is borrowed from Chaucer, who 
borrowed his hint from the Decameron of 
Boccace, who borrowed his hint from the 
Cento J^ovelle ^rUiche. Thou wilt perceive 
that 1 have deviated from my merry prede- 
cessor, by omitting a prizo'supper for the 
best story-teller. I hav^e also deviated, by 
introducing Ballad, Dialogue, &c. by way 
of taking off a fatiguing monotony ; thus 
enlivening the scene by diversity, which 
possesses a charm for the world in general. 

Mine host of the Hoy also differs from 
the host of the Tabard, by delivering his 
opinions in prose, a more natural mode of 
communication, though not so difficult, and 
consequently not so ingenious; difficulty 
and ingenuity being, in the present age, 
considered as synontpnous, by a number of 
profound thinkers! It would be thought 
presumptuous, perhaps, to draw a parallel 
between Harry Baily, the host of the Tab- 
ard, and Captain Noah, our host of the Hoy ; 
but I must confess that 1 would rather be 
Captain Noah than Harry Baily -, not that 
Harry Baily was not a clever feUoio^in- 
deed he had humour, added to a shrewd- 
ness of observation ; but Harry Baily had 
scarcely ever been out of the smoke of his 
own chimney ; whereas Captain Noah has 
been, like Ulysses, a great traveller; has 
sailed to various parts of the globe ; was on 
board the very ship of war with Mr George 
Rose, our present great and exoelleiU S^- 
retary of the Treasury, when he was only 
a poor purser's mate, and was with him too 
wnen he was elevated, by parliamentary 


interest, to the rank of purser ; and well 
remembers that he has oflen damned Mr 
Rose's rotten peas, ropy small beer, hopping 
biscuit, and horse- beeh Captain Noah was 
likewise with Sir Joseph Banks at Otaheitee, 
when that great man, for the honour of his 
country, was tattooed, and lost'his breeches, 
in the hoat with Queen Obereah. Captain 
Noah also cati play a country-dance on the 
fiddle, and dance the hays at the same time 
— nay, so for from being illiterate, he has 
published an acrostic in Mr John Nichols' 
Magazine ; nay, Captain Noah has actually 
given literary hints to Messrs Rivingtons 
and their wives, of St Paul's Church-yard, 
who preside over the poetical part of a re- 
view called the British Critic, and before 
whose awful tribunal this very woE||^f 
mine. The Tales of the. Hoy, must on^P^ 
appear, and, like themselves at the day of 
judgment, be saved or damned ! 

Captain Noah possesses a moro origiiial 
cast of character, a richer vein of humour, 
anda more universal knowledge ; resembling 
too very strongly my lato ingenious friend 
Gainsborough, of painting excellence ; that 
ia to say, is desultory in his convorsation, 
despising the cold phlegmatic form of con- 
nection, and taking a hop, step, and a. jump 
over things — ^to borrow an image from the 
captain's fovourite and congenial element, 
making ducks-and- drakes with discourse. 
By the introduction of dialogue, my work 
assumes a pretty dramatic form ; and which, 
with the leave of our present Petronius 
Arbiter of plays, the accomplished Ijord 
Salisbury, may one day make its appear- 
ance on our theatres ; be honoured with the 
royal presence, and smile, perhaps; and 
prove that a piece may obtain success with- 
out the most distant obligations to flames 
and spectres. 


'TwAS in that month when Nature 

drear. 
With sorrow whimpering, drops a tear, 
To find that Winter, with a savage 
sway, 
Prepares to leave his hall of storms, 
And crush her flowers' delightful forms. 
And banish Summer's poor last linger- 
ing ray ; 

'Twas in that season when the men of 

slop. 
The Jew and Gentile turn towards their 

shop, 
In alleys dark of London's ample 

round; 
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From Margate*B handsome 8pot, and Uoop- 
erVHill, 

And Dandelion, where, with much good- 
will, 
Of buttered rolls tbej swallowed many a 
pound ; 

I too,' the bard, from Thanet's pleasant 

isle, 
Where, at a lodging- houso, I lived in style, 
Prepared with Gentilo and with Jew to 
wander ; 
So packed up. all my little odds and 071^; 
Took silent leave of all my Margate friends, | 
And sought a gallant vessel's great com- 
mander ; 
Who, proud of empire, ruled with consci- 
A ousjoy 

IB wooden kingdom* called a Margate 
Hoy! 

Lord ! how mj gaping readers long to 
know, 
Whidi gallant yessers valiant lord 

(A natural curiosity, I trow !) 
Hailed tlie great poet and his trunk on 

board ! 
If Eydd, who nicks the passage to in inch, 
Or he, his high and mighty rival, Finch. 


Or bid the skipping Jack-o'-Lantern vie 
With heaven's keen flash that lights the 
realms of air : 

Go bid the humble thorn the cedars ape, 
That to the stars their tops sublimely 
spread ; 

Go bid a curate in his tattered crape, 
Like Doctor Porte us lifl the loHy head : 

Bid Rose's' 'Sun like Sol with lustre 
shine ; 
Or bid that things misnomered the True 
Briton, 
Like brother papers, yield a decent line- 
Poor dying imps, whom Truth 1 and 
Genius spit on. 

What too thy reputation's wing will raise, 
And with a bush of laurel deck thy 
name ; 

Lo ! I, the sweetest bard of modern days, 
Admiring, turn the Stentor of thy fame. 


No matter ! Be it known to my readers, 
that, on the day of my departure, on the 

freen lap of mother earth, on II coper's- 
[ill, looking towards dearij^andelion of 
dancing memory, 1 thus broke forth into 
the praise of Margate : 

THE PRAISE OF MARGATE. 

Dkar Margate, with a tear I quit this 
isle, 
Where all seem happy — sweethearts, 
husbands, spouses : 
On every cheek, where pleasure plants a 
smile. 
And plenty furnishes the people's houses. 

What's Brighton, when to thee com- 
pared? — poor thing ; 
Whose barren hills in mist for ever weep ; 
Or what is Weymouth, though a queen and 
king 
Wash, walk, and prattle there, and wake 
and sleep ? 

Go bid the whiting's, the boiled whiting's 
eye. 
In brightness with the gem of Ind com- 
. pare; 


No sooner had I finished this pretty, 
plaintive, poetical encomium, but, in a ten- 
der dove-like strain of delicate sensibility, 
very much like the Hebrew Bard we«ping 
over his favourite Jerusalem, I thus again 
broke out : 


* A great man, who deemed it politically neces- 
sary to create a couple of newspapers to vouch for 
his good deeds, and varnish others. The consump- 
tive state of his two miserable bantlings, which 
George weakly imagined would prove to l)e a pair 
of Atlasses to support his vcrld of character, give 
birth to the following Ode of Condolence. 

AN ODE OP CONDOLENCE 

TO OBOBOB BOSK, SSq. 

On his ttDo , ^ewspaperSf most unfortunately bap- 
tited^ " The Sun," and " The trVwe-^rOon." 

Forbear thee, George, such whining, puling, si^- 

Because thy poor consumptive brats are dying-~ 
By thee begotten,— how could they be strong? 

So very like thyatlf In all their features ! 

Unhappy, miserable, dismal creatures, 
The world now wonders they have lived so long. 

What but insanity could well expect 
Perfection from such radical defect? 

A sow^s ear cannot make a purse of »ilk ; 
We cannot to a whale convert the ehrimp. 
What folly too to put out each poor imp 

To nurses yielding not one drop of milk. 

Then pr*ythee for thy papers sigh no more — 
So vortklest, for (^iivfon they are ripe ; 

Peace to their slumber, as their date is o*er— 
Peace to their a5Ae«,aa they light my pipe. 
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Wbate'er from dirty Thames to Margate 
goea ; 
However/ouZ, immediately turns/air / 
AVbatever ju^ offends the London nose, 
Acq aires a fragrance soon from Margate 
air. 

£ven Rose's news-hunters, his scandal- 
cninpSf 
Are changed to wilSj so great are Mar- 
gate-poicers ; 
Tea ! his poor trumpeters^ the noisy imps, 
Became sweet PhilomelSy in Margate 
bowers ! 

The tailor here, the port of Mars assumes, 
Who cross-legged sat in silence on his 
board — 
Forgets his goose, and rag- besprinkled 
rooms, 
And thread and tliimble, and now struts 
a lord I 

Here Crispin too forgets his end and awl — 
Here Mistress Cleaver with importance 
looks ; 
Forgets the beef and mutton on her stall, 
And lights and livers dangling from the 
hooks. 

Here*^istre88 Tap, from pewter-pots with- 
drawn, 
Walks forth in all the pride of paunch 
and geer ; 
Mounts her swoln heels on Dandelion's 
lawn. 
And at the ball-room heaves her beayy 
rear. 

Changed by their travels — mounted high 
in soul, 
Here Suds forgets wbate'er remem- 
brance shocks; 
And Mistress Suds forgetteth too the pole, 
Wigs, bob and pig- tail, basins, razors, 
blocks ! 

Here too the most important Dicky Dab, 
With puppy-pertness, pretty, pleasant 

Forgets the narrow, fishy house of crab, 
And drives in Jehu stylo his whirling 

And here 'midst all such consequence am /, 
The poet ! semper idem— just the same— 

Bidding old Satire's hawk at follies fly, 
I'o ml the shops of booksellers with 
gamz. 

Now in sorrow did I descend to the pier, 


alongside of which pier was the vessel or- 
dained to transport me from Margate. 

In sorrow let me say, 1 descended, to go 
on board the vessel, 

Which like gilt gingerbread did ride 
(Uow garish on the silver tide !) 

To whose smart ribs was golden varnish 
given ! 
Her blushing ensign proudly waving — 
Her pendant now in ocean laving, 
Now sportive floating on the breeze to 
heaven ; 
Like gaudy mortals, steady now, now trip- 
ping ; 
Now in tlie zeiti^— now to nadir dipping ! 

At length I got me on board the am, 
where Master Noah, aZuu the captain, was 
busy, amidst scores of passengers, of differ- 
ent faces, quality, and dispositions, in get- 
ting ready for the voyage. — The anchor 
was soon apeak, the sails filled, and we 
were under way. 

Now, as our immortal Milton sublimely 
would have sung : 

'' With dewy gems adorning herb and 
flower, 

Moved raeek-eye'd Evening on the west- 
tern hills 

With modest mien, and on the calm ex- 
panse ^ 

Of ocean's mirror looked, and looking 
tinged 

Its heaving bosom witli a roseate blush ; 

A blush empyreal ! — 

Or, as the no less immortal autlior of Hudi- 
bras would have quaintly said : 

'^ Now Madam Eve, with gown of pink. 
Stepped down to Neptune's tap to drink. 
Where Phoebus just before had been 
At his old famed salt-water inn, 
To end the labours of the day. 
And give his horses oats, and hay, 
And bed, and clear their hoofs from 

gravel, 
To fit tliem for next morning's travel." 

Again, as the illustrious Butler would 
have said, or sung: 

'* Night, in her weeds, with bats and owls 

(Her usual equipage of fowls) 

Came forth ; and changing colour, day, 

(Accnrdinff to her vulgar way) 

Like healthy felon's hanged, alack ! 

Turned from deep red to dismal black.*' 
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And now Captain Ntmh, with a voice 
more like that of the raveo tharTthe night- 
ingale, most audibly yet civilly vociferated, 
" Ladies and gemmen of the best cabin ! 
please to walk below !*' At such summons 
we descended y where our Palinurus thus 
began : 

''* Ladies and gemmen, you are all wel- 
come on board ; and as we shall not reach 
London till to-morrow, in God's name let 
us drown old Care in the bowl. — Here's a 
pretty little pond of punch ; and when we 
suck that dry, we'll fill another and another; 
so God prosper the vessel, and send us a 
pleasant passage ! Long may we live, and 
merry be our hearts ! Down with the 
French ! and damn Buonaparte ! Cheer 
uPfcJftds and lasses ! Wiiife wo live let us 
liimr We must all go at last to Davy Jones' 
locker — no help for it, all must go down — 
fortune de la guerre ! We shall never be a 
day younfirer! May we kiss whom we 
please, and please whom we kiss ! Love 
and opportunity ! Liberty and property ! 
Come, ladies and gemmen, take your places 
around the old table — dip your whiskers in 
the nectar ! Drown old Care, as I said be- 
fore ! A light "heart and a thin pair of 
breeches ! There's a good God over onr 
head ! Old England for over.! Come, 
ladies and gemmen, I'll be toast-master. 
Here's my chair of state, and here's my 
hammer. I'll be the mister Jupiter tonans 
of the night, as some Latin men have 
christened mo, with your leave — so, ladies 
and gemmen, please to obey my orders. A 
toast-master, ladies and gemmen, is the 
greatest man in the world — no appeal from 
a toast-master. He is despotic — like our 
prime minister, scorns to give a reason for 
what he docs. Ladies and gemmen, a 
toast-master is aUioise; let me toickedly 
say, omnipolenij for the chair must be sup- 
ported ; and therefore he can command 


every thing. " A toast-master may say, ' Moab 
shall be rov washpot,and over Edom will I 
cast my old shoe.' A toast-master is the 


first man in the world. — Were his majesty 
of England here noWy in this very cabin 
htre (God bless him,) and refused his glass, 
or contradicted me, or asked a reason j I 
would order him half a dozen bumpers ; if 
not contented with thai, a pint of salt water ; 
and were fua majesty to demand of my ma- 
jesty a reason for such proceedings, then 
should my majesty order his majesty a pot- 
tle; which if be refused, he should be sent 
to Coventry, before he could say * Peas.* " 
The captain ended ; when the dark solem- 
nity, which saddens the faces of Englishmen 
who happen to be strangers to one another. 


was converted into a smile that instantano- 
ously ran over every countenance, by a sort 
of happy contagion. 

Thus ofl it happens that the sky 
Throws horrid glooms upon the eye ; 
Breeds clouds like malkins — old, black rags 
indeed ! 
The lands below look dismal, drear ! 
When suddenly, see Sol appear ! 
He pushes boldly through the dark his 

head! 
At once the shadows to his glories yield, 
And cheerful radiance flies from field to 
field.. 

Captain Noah now mounted his larg-e 
elbow-chair, assumed his sceptre, altos 
hammer, and commanding silence, entered 
upon his song. 

SONG. 

Again we begin to be Britons, my boys : 
While united, success we command : 

Lo ! each tar on the ocean a triumph en- 
joys. 
And laurels shall cover the land. 

Though surrounded by foes that in legions 
arise. 

And cry for our ruin aloud. 
The Genius of Encrland their fury defies, 

And bursts like me sun from a cloud. 

May the king live for ever, the friend of 
our isle, 
Tliat revolts at the name of a slave ; 
Whose eye for fair Merit possesses a 
smile, * 

And a tear for the tomb of the brave 1 

No man to his mistress or wife will return, 
And say, — " I've fled from the foe ; 

My honour is gone, in the grave let mo 
mourn, 
A disgrace thit no Briton should know." 

France, the beggar shall be of the year 
fif^VfOight, 
When for mercy she put up her prayer ; 
With nought but her perfidy lefl, and her 
spite. 
And her pride, to console her despair. 

The Spaniard too late shall his folly con- 
fess. 
When his Indies no longer remain ; 
And the Dutchman, a frog in the days of 
Queen Bess, 
Shall croak in his ditches again. 
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But how needless to talk of our prowess in 

wor, 
And proclaim what a uniyerse knows 1 
Let Lan^ara, De Grasse, and De Winter, 
declare 
What it is to have Britons for foes ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Mrs Bliss, my good old acquaintance, 
here's success to you and your pretty white 
legged chicken ! A song if you please ! 
Love, almighty Love, I suppose, will be 
the subject. AH alive ! nymphs and shep- 
herds—God's lambs vriU play ! 

MISTRESS BLISS. 

Indeed, captain, my song will be a sai- 
0U8 one — nothing more nor less than an 
Epitaph on my poor dear girl, Corinna; 
the best creature in the world, as well as 
the most beautiful— she was cruelly used ! 
she died a martyr to the tender passion. 

CAPTAIZir NOAH. 

O ! I recollect her. Poor Corinna !— I 
could cry for her, Mistress Bliss— a sweet 
creature !— So kind ! so lovely ! and so good 
natured ! — she would not hurt a fly ! Lord, 
Lord ! tried to mj^ke every body happy. 
Qonel ha! Mistress Bliss? Goiiel poor 
soul ! Oh ! she is' in heaven, depend upon 
it— nothing can hinder it — O Lord, no! 
— nothing— an angel ! an angel by this 
time— for it must give God very little trou- 
ble to make her an angel, even if it were 
a first-rate— ahe was so charming.- Such 
terrible figures as my I^ord C — d — n, or 
my Lady Mary, to be sure, it would take 
at leastamonZA to make such ones any thing 
Wee angels— but poor little Corinna wanted 
very few repairs. — Perhaps the sweet little 
soul is now seeing what is going on ih our 
cabin— who knows ? Charming little Co- 
rinna ! Lord, how funny it was ! for all the 
world liketa rabbit, or a squirrel, or a kit- 
ten, playing with its tail ! Gone ! as you 
say, gone ! Well, now for her Epitaph. 

corinna's epitaph. 

Hb&e sleeps what was innocence once, but 
its snows 
Were sullied and trod with disdain ; 
Here lies what was beauty, but plucked was 
its rose. 
And flung like a weed to the plain. 

O pilgrim, look down on her grave with a 
sigh. 
Who feel the sad victim of art ! 


Even Cruelty's self must bid her bard eye 
A tear of compassion impart. 

Ah ! think not, ye prudes, that a sigh or a 
tear. 
Can offend of all nature the God ; 
Lo ! Virtue already has mourned at her 
bier, 
And the lily will bloom on her sod. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Very pretty! very clever! thank ye. 
Mistress Bliss — rather doleful — very pretty 
though — touching and tender — it would do 
for my wife Mrs Noah, very well. 1 wish 
Mrs Noah could have it. Have ye nothing a 
little more lively, Mrs Bliss ? Come, come, 
something giggish — something merrj^— 
Poor, sweet Uorinna! Yes, something ahve. 
Have not you a what-d^ye'CaU-it about ye ? 
a little bit of gaiety or so ? We must not 
be always at m funeral — must have a court' 
ship and a wedding sometimes — it would 
be a dismal world else. Come Mrs Bliss, 
let us have something in the tol-de-roll-loU' • 
way — funny — hang dismality — leave that 
to parsons. I don t admire parsons— a par- 
son in quest of preferment too is one of the 
saddest dogs in the world — you never have 
his opinion ! so sanctified too ! demure as 
an old bawd at a christening ! O, damn it i 
and then a parson on board ship is the devil ! 
I never sailed with one but we had a storm. 
Well, Mrs Bliss ! one more, and then I shall 
call on my little sprig of Parnassus, Master 
Tagg.— Silence, ladies and gemmen ! 

SONO. 

When William first wooed, I said yes to the 
swain. 
And made him as blessed as a lord — 
For ye virgins around, in my speech to be 
plain. 
That no is a dangerous word ! 
The girl that will always say no, I'm afraid, 
Is doomed by her planet to die an old maid. 

The gentlemen seem one and all to agree. 
That we're made of materials for Kiss- 
ing — 
And if so, for I really believe it, good me ! 
What joys through one no, might be 
missing 1 
Since the girl who will always say no, I m 

afraid, 
la doomed by her planet to die an old maid. 

Say yeSf and of courtehip you finish the 

toil — 
Whole mountains at once ye remove— 
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Toa brighten the ejes of the swain bj a 

For smiles are the sonshine of love ! 
Say yeSf and the world will acquit joo of 

art. 
Since the tongue will not then give the lie 

to the heart, 

9 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Very true, Mrs Bliss— very true eong— 
very good — no is a dangerous word — and 
yet vToiahop always says nOy and is never 
disappointed. Mr Buck, you are called on 
—Silence! 

BUCK. 

Mine is '* The Widow of Ephesns/' cap- 
taifF-an old tale. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

A good subject to work on — a widow — a 
nice bit of stuff— « Widow of Ephesus/' 
ha ? Ay, ay, — a Greek gentlewoman ! — I 
have been in her country when we sailed 
up the i/frcftss— pretty girls — Greek girls ! 
I used to eet their little sweet velvet skins 
cheap. Whip up their veils ! Board their 
*juicy lipe ! and give them a |[ood British 
omackf that you miffht hear a mile 1 Oh, the 
Arches beat the London market all to 
pieces ! Ladies and gemmen, " The Widow 
of Ephesos" — Silence ! 

« 

THE WIDOW OF EPHESUS ; 

A TALV. 

Balm aie the sighs for breathless husbands 

shed! 
And pearl the eye-drops that adorn the 

dead! 

At Ephesus fa handsome town of Greece) 
There lived a lady— a most lovely 

Siecet 
ort, the charming toast of all the 
town : 
In wedlock's velvet bonds had lived the 

dame- 
Yes! brightly did the torch of Hymen 
flame, 
When Death, too cruel, knocked her 
husband down. 

This was indeed a lamentable stroke ! 
Pmdentia's gentle heart was nearly 
broke ! 
Tears, pea-like, trickle, shrieks her face 
detonn'-^ 
2A 


Sighs, sighs succeeding, leave her snowy 

breast — 
Winds, called hvsterical, expand her chest, 
As though she really had devoured a 

stortn. 

Now, fainting, calls she on her poor dead 

love, 
How like the wailings of the widowed 

dove! 

All Ephesus upon the wonder gazed ! 

Men, women, children, really were amazed. 

'Tis true, a few old maids abused the po- 
ther— 

'* Heavens ! if one husband dies, why take 
another!" 
Said they — contemptuous cocking up 
their nose : 

" Ridiculous enough I and what about ? 

To make for a dead husband such a rout ! 
There are as fine as As, one might sup- 
pose. 

''A body would presume, by grief so 

mad, 
Another husband was not to be had ; 
But men are not so very scarce indeed- 
More than are rood, there are, God mend 

the breed !' 


i»» 


Such was the conversation of old maids, 
Upon this husband's visit to the shades. 
At length her spouse was carried to the 

tombf 
Where poor Prudentia moped amid the 

gloom. 

One little lamp, with solitary beam, 
Showed the dark coffin that contained 

her dear, 
And gave a beauteous sparkle to each 
tear^ 
That rill-like dropped— or rather like a 
jfrsam. 


Resolved was she amid this tomb to sigh ; 
To weep and wail, and groan, and sture, 

and die- 
No comfort ! no ! no comfort would she 

take: 
Her friends beheld her anguish with great 

nain, 
Begged her to try amusement, but in vain — 
"No ! she would perish, perish for his 

sake !" 

Her flaxen tresses all dishevelled flow- 
ed— 

Her vestments loose— her tucker all abroad. 
Revealing such fair swelling orbs of woe ! 
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Her lids in Hwiinuiiog grief, now looked on 
high, 

Now downward drooped, and now she pour- 
ed a sigh, 
How tuneful, on her dear pale apouse 
below. 

Who would not covet death fbr such sweet 

aigha, 
And be bewe^Hed by such a pair of eyes ? 

It happenned that a rogue, condemned to 
death. 

Resigned (to please the law) his roguish 
breath ; 
J^ud near the vault did this same felon 
swing ; 

For fear the rogue's relations, or a friend, 

Might stei^l him from the rope's disgrace- 
ful end, 
A smart young soldier watched the thief 

^ and string 

This son of Mars, upon his silent station. 
Hearing, at night, a dismal lamentation. 
Stole to the placo of woe — that is, the 
tomb— 
And, peeping in, beheld a beauteous face. 
That looked with such a charming tragic 

Jrrace, 
aying sorrow for a husband's doom. 

The youth most nat'rally expressed surprise. 

And scarcely could he credit his two eyes : 

« Good Uod,. ma'am !— pray, ma'am, 

what's the matter here ? 

Sweet ma'am, be comforted— you mutt, 

you shaJl / 
At times misfortunes, even the htst, befall — 
Pray stop your griefs, ma'am, aavt that 
precious tear." 

" Go, soldier, leave me !" sighed the fiiir 

again, 
In euch a melting melancholy strain. 

Casting her eyes of woe upon the youth — 

'' I eannotf toiU not live without m^ love !" 

And then she threw her glistening eyes 

above, 

That swam in tears of constancy and 

truth. 

'* Madam !" rejoined the youth, and pressed 

her hand. 
Indeed you shall not my advice withstand ; 
For heaveU's sake don't stay here to weep 
and howl I 
Prar take refreshment ! * ' Off at once he set, 
And quickly brought the mourner drink and 
meet; 
A bottle of Madeira, and a fowl ; 


And bread and beer, 
Her heart to cheer. 

**Ah! gentle youth, yon bid me eat in 
vain ! 

Leave me ! oh, leave me, soldier, to com- 
plain ! 
Tes, sympathizing youth, withdraw your 
wme! 

Mytighs and tears shall be my only food-— 

Thou Kne west not my husband kmd and 
good. 
For whom this heart shall ever, oyer 
pine !" 

And then she cast upon the youth an eye 
All tender ! saying, '* Soldier, let -me du.'** 
And then she pressed his hand with 
friendship warm. 
" Ton shall not die, by heaven '." the sol- 
dier swore ; 
'< No ! to the world such beauty I'll re- 
store. 
And give it back again its only charm I*' 

Such was th* effect of her delicious hand, 
That charmed iiis senses lika a wizard's 
wand! 

*' What! howl for ever for a breathless 

clod! 
Ma'am, you shall eat a leg of fowl, by 

God!" 
With that he clapped Wine, fowl, bread, 

beer, and all. 
Without more ceremony, on the pall, 
<< Well, soldier, if you do insist;' quoth 

she, 
All in a saint-like, sweet complying tone, 
'< I'll try if Grief will let me pick a bone,' 
Yuir health, Sir."—** Thank you kindly, 

ma'am," quoth he. 

As grief absorbs the senses, the fair dame 
Scarce knew that she was eating, or yet 
drinking ', 
So hard is it a roaring grief to tame. 
And keep the sighing, pensive soul from 
thine ing. 

So that the fowl and wine soon passed in- 
deed — 
Quickly away too stole the beer and bread 
All down her pretty little swelling throat : 
And now, whate'er philosophers may think. 
Sorrow is much obliged to meat and drink, 
Whose soothing virtues stop the plaintive 
note; 

And, says the anatomic asty 

'* The stomach's very near the heart." 
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Prodentia foond it so : a ffentler tigh 
Stole from her lovely breast— a smaller 

tear, 
Containing^ less of an|raish, did appear 
Within the prettj corner of her eye ; 
Her eye's dark cloud dispersing too 

apace, 
(Just like a cloud that oft conceals the 

moon) 
Let out a brighter lustre o'er her face, 
Seeming to indicate dry weather soon. 

Her tongue too somewhat lost its moumfal 

style ; 
Her rose-bud lips expanded with a smile ; 
Which pleased the gallant soldier, to be 

sure — 
Happy to think he saved the dama from 

death — 
Tes, from his hug preserved the sweetest 

breath, 
And to a wounded heart prescribed a 

cure. 

Now Mars' son a minute left the dame, 
To see if all went well with rogue and 

But ere he to the fatal gibbet came. 
The knave had deemed it proper to 
elope. 

In short, attendance on the lady's grief 
Had lost him his companion, the hanged 

thief, 
Whose friends had kindly filched him 

from the string. 
Quick to the lady did the soldier run : 
*' Madam, I shall be hanged, as sure's a 

gun ! 
O I^rd ! the thiefs gone off, and I shall 

swing ! 

" Madam, it was the royal declaration. 
That if the rogue was carried off, 
Whether by soft means or by rough — 

No matter — 1 should take his situation. 

O Lord ! O Lord ! my fate's decreed ! 

O Madam, I shall be hanged indeed ! 

" O Lord ! O Lord ! this comes of creep- 
ing 
To graves and tombs — this comes of peep- 
ing~ 
^This is th* effect of running from my 
duty! 
O curse my folly I Whst an ape 
Was ] , to let the thief escape ! "- 
This comes of fowls, and wine, and beer, 
and beauty ! 
Tet, Ma'am, I beg your pardon too, 
Since, i^ I'm hanged, 'twill be for ymc/" 


'* Cheer up, my gallant friend," replied the 
dame, 
Sqoeoxing his hand and smoothing down 
his faco — 

" No, no, you slia'nt be hanged, nor come 
to shame, 
My husband here shall take the fellow's 
place— 

Nought but a lump of clay can he be count- 
ed I 

Then let him mount" — and lo ! the corpee 
was mounted ; 

Made a good thief— nay, so complete, 

The people never smelt the cheat 

Now from the gibbet to the tomb again, 
Haste, arm -in arm, the soldier and the 
fair; 
T' exchange for kisses, and tlie turtle's 
strain, 
Sad hymns of death, and ditties of des- 
pair. 

CiiPTAIIV KOAB. 

There was a damned jado for you ! What 
a snivelling hussey ! It was a devil of a 
trick, to be sure ; but, " A living dog is bet- 
ter than a dead lion," as the saying is. 
The young soldier, to be sure, was not 
much to blame ; for who would not rather 
be pressing a little warm, beautiful flesh 
and blood, and ogling lilies and roses, than 

E aping in the cold all niffht, at a dead thief? 
Adios and gemmen, silence ! Now, Mas- 
ter Tagg, make roe an exUtr^tore on this* 
little drunken dog of a fly, that I have just 
helped out of the punch — ^there he is, rub- 
bing his nose with his two long arms, and 
rolhng about like a ship in a storm ! Come, 
fire away ! and I will afterwards tip you a 
specimen of my Lord Salisbury's poetry, 
on a fly that pitched on the cheek of a pretty 
woman at Hampton-court. My lord's but- 
ler, who was my passenger the last trip, 
showed it to roe as a great curiosity — The 
King and Queen have seen it, and admired 
it. All the servants agree that he is a pes- 
tilent man for a rhyme — O Lord ! there's a 
deal of genius among the quality now-^ 
much improved of late— could not road or 
write formerly, I've been told — now they 
write verse and prose like mad— and then 
there's my Lord Carlisle can tip ye a hun- 
dred rhymes in half aft hour — ^but my lady 
>]oos not like his verses : for ho scrawls the 
chairs and tables over, and walls, whenever 
the poeiry-fit is upon him— and then he 
makes up such wry mouths, and grins 
when he is going to be delivered of verses, 
as though he was bewitched. My lady 
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watches his face like a cat, and stalks be* 
hind hini| with a bit of wet sponge, to rub 
all out again, that the fornitare mayn't be 
disfigured and spoiled. The servants are 
ordered too, by my lady, to take notice of 
his rhyming tantarums, and be ready to 
mb. But Mas|er Tagg, the extempore^ the 
extempore on the fly, or you shtA't have 
your passage for nothing 1 

THC DRUVKEK FLY. 

Poor little reeling, thoughtless soul, 
To tumble drunk into the bowl ! ^ 
Death to thy thread had clapped his 
knife ; 
GrO) wide thy nose, and wings, and 

thighs, 
And briffhten up thy maudling eyes, 
And thank the captain for thy life ! 

In (riture, get not quUe so drunk ! 
Thy girl, perhaps a lass of spunk, 

May wish thy amorous powers to prove ; 
And should 'st thou, drunk, the wanton 

chase, 
Ebriety may bring disgrace; 

Ana who would look a fool in love? 

CAPTAIN NOAO. 

\vTy well, very arch. Master Tagg^— a 
sly hint — modest hint to certain young val- 
orous, braggadocio, and tippling fornica- 
tors. Now for my Lord Salisbury's fly. 

VERSES OK A FLT 

That pitched an the Cheek of a most Beavti' 
Jul Young Ludy. By Lord Salisbury. 

Happy, happy, happy, fly » 
Were I you, and you were I ! 
But you will always be a fly. 
And / remain Lord Salisbury ! 

Ladies and gemmen, a very pretty 
thought! tender, and sentimental, and 
toncbinff : you see that my lord is a dab at 
a disticn. Master Barnacle, a tale or a 
song! 

MR BARNACLE. 

Both in owe, Captain Noah, and~ set to 
music by a charming fellow. Will Shield, 
whom.every body knows, and on whom some 

Sueer genius wrote verses, Just after poor 
ihields brains were almost knocked out 
by the fall of the statue of an Apollo on his 
head, from the summit of the organ, as he 
was playing. 


CAPTAIff VO4H. 

Repeat them ! repeat them ! 

VERSES 

On the fall of the Statue of ApdUofrom the 

summit of the Organ, on the Head 

of Shield, as he was Playing, 

On a day, on Shield's crown, 

Apollo leaped down,' 
And lo, like a bullock he felled him ! 

Now was not this odd ? 

Not at all — for the god 
Was mad that a martu excelled him ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Funny, fanny, funny ! Fine man. Shield ! 
Great at the gamut — an angel in his airs — 
deep^deep musician 1 He carried me to 
the opera onoe, and told me all about the 
singers — Signor this, and Signor that, wbe 
squalled away at a most cat-like rate ! I 
was not much pleased with that; but a 
thought struck me that pleased me wonder- 
fuUv — it was to think that the descendants 
of those rogues, the Romans, who beat us 
poor Britons about like so much stockfish, 
a thoiisand or two years ago, should be 
forced— bsB '. ladies and gemmen-^come, I 
must be decent — to lose, to lose— I mean, 
to be made eunuchs ! and come a thousand 
miles to squall to us. Great change ! won- 
derful change in the world ! Whatups and 
downs ! Poor fellorrs ! I pity them too 
— never have any children, I m told— all 
dead men— blanks! blanks! cut off from 
the ladies — great misfortune that ! — all 
done when young too— infants — babies! 
Were I served the trick, I'd go to the 
world's end to cut their throats, whoever 
did it — father or mother — uncle or aunt — 
god&ther or godmother — I'd eunuch them, 
with the devil to 'em! — Hdrrid, horrid, 
horrid ! Mr Pope, the great poet, hath 
wrote upon thai Lousy weesy, or what is 
the young lady's name, and Ablard — very 
fine—but I don't understand the whole, it 
is so wrapped up; but I guess, guess — a 
very peppery poem y and yet all young la- 
dies know it by heart — jee, yes. leave them 
alone to find oat what's what ! 

Joan of Naples used to have a bath un- 
der her window for the voung men, where 
she sat and picked out those for her plea- 
sure that she liked best^bad, bad-* she 
should have been put into the pillory! 
Ladies and gemmen, to order! A song 
from Mr Barnaele ! 
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POOR TOM. 

Now the raire of battle ended, 
And the French for mercj call i 

Death no more in smoke and thunder 
Rode upon the yengefal ball. 

Tet, what brave and loyal heroes 
Saw the sun of morning bright — 

Ah .' condemned by cruel Fortune 
Ne'er to see the star of night. 

From the main-deck to the quarter 

Strewed with limbs and wet with blood. 

Poor Tom Halliard, pale and wounded, 
Crawled where his brave captain stood. 

" O, my noble captain ! tell me, 
Ere Vm borne a corpse away, 

Have I done a seaman's duty 
On this great and glorious day ? 

" ToU a dying sailor truly, 

For my life is fleeting fast ; 
Have I done a seaman^ duty ? 

Can there aught my memory blast ?" 

'' Ah! brave Tom !" the captain answered, 
'* Thou a sailor's part hast done ! 

I revere thy wounds. with sorrow — 
Wounds by which our glory's won." 

" Thanks, my captain ; life is ebbing 
Fast from this deep-wounded heart; 

But, O ffrant one little favour, 
£re rfrom the world depart : 

" Bid some kind and trusty sailor, 
When I'm numbered with the dead. 

For my dear and constant Catherine 
Cut a lock from this poor head ! 

" Bid him to my Catherine give it, 

Saying, Hers alone I die ! 
Kate will keep the mournful present. 

And embalm it with a sigh. 

''.Bid him too this letter bear her. 

Which I've penned with panting breath : 

Kate may ponder on the writing. 
When the band is cold in death." 

'< That 1 will," replied the captain, 
" And be ever Catherine's friend." 

'' Ah ! my good and kind commander, 
Now my pains and sorrows end !" 

Mute towards his captain weeping, 
Tom upraised a thankful eye— 

Giatefiil then, his foot embracing, 
Sonk, with Kate on his last sigh ! 


Who, that saw a scone so mournful, 

Could without a tear depart ? 
He must own a savage nature — 

Pity never warmed his heart ! 

Now in his white hammock shrouded, 
By the kind and pensive crew, 

As he dfepped into the ocean. 
All burst out—" Poor Tom, adieu V* 

CAPTAIN MOAH. 

Charming, charming ! a thousand pities 
such a fine fellow should be meat for the 
sharks! Brooke- Watson -legrs are good 
enough for them ! Pity ! pity ! but it can'.t 
be helped — a man is no more than a spar- 
row with God ! A Strang world this ! a 
very bad world indeed m some parts— 
hogged the moment it was launcned — a 
number of rotten timbers I I think it must 
have been built by contract — yw ! in some 
private dock or other, sure as fkte ! But 
we can't help it — if the ship be leaky, we 
must keep the pumpe a-gomg. All s one 
a hundred years hence! What business 
have we to aie ? Fine fellow Xerxes, when 
he cried 'to think that in a few years not a 
man of all his armies would be alive. Fine 
thought— pretty thought — natural too; I 
should like to have shaken a paw witli 
Xerxes, poor fellow — but then I snould not 
have been here, ladies and gemroen, to 
enjoy your good company ! "To order ! to 
order! — Master Squibb, tumble up! ex- 
amine your wallet, and give us something 
good! 

SQUIBB. 

My dear friend, my hearty honest host of 
the Hoy, principal proprietor of the Prince 
of Packets, upon my soul I have nothing to 
offer — not a bit of a ballad — not a slice of a 
song — ^nor a tittle of a tale to enliven the 
evening, aqd conjure up conviviality. 

CAPTAIN MOAH. 

What ! not you, Squibb ? the Prince of 
Paragraph-makers! the Nabob of News! 
the Imp of Invention ; the Lion of Learn- 
ing ! and the very Paper- kito of Politics ! 
What, you a -ground ? 

SQUIBB. 

Let me perish, my dear friend, if I pos- 
sess a particle of power ; I really, my aear 
friend, am as stupid as that stupid stock, 
my humdrum chum, Barnaby Bufflehead, 
who never so much as blundered on a bon- 
mot! 
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CAPTAIir HOAR. 

Come, come, no palavering me over, with 
my dear friend, and dear friend ; I hate the 
word, there's so mach hjpocrisv in the 
world Friendship is a silent gentlewoman 
— makes no parade. The true heart dances 
no hornpipes on the tongue — a pox on pa- 
laver, say I — so give us something. Mister 
Modesty, if you please. 

squiBB. 
Upon my honour, captain Noah. 

CAPTAIN HOAR. 

A bumper of salt water for Master 
Squibb ! 

sqviBB. 
Captain Noah ! Captain Noah ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Two bumpers of salt waiter to Master 
Squibb ! 

SQUIBB. 

Upon my soul. Captain Noah, this is a 
Yery serious affair, damme ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Three bumpers of salt water to Master 
Squibb— and then bey for Coventry ! 

squiBB. 
Well, rU sing ! 1*11 sing ! 

SONG. 

Dearest creature. 

Of all nature; 

Oh! I die, I faint! &c. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Stop, for God*s sake, Squibb ! I excuse 
the rest. No pig in a gate ever made a 
more dismal noise — no dog over bayed the 
moon so frightfully ! Why, zounds ! my 
cor Dumplin should howl more musically ,; 
and then the words, they put me in mind 
of thai most mawkish of all mawkish stuff, 
The Sorrows of the Heart, baptized a norol. 
O the cursed trash ! Poor Squibb ! Why, 
what a difference between thee and a 
brother Quid-nunc that sailed with me last 
trip^ mean Brass Wildfire, a piece of an 
editor — a fine news- hunter— would spin 
ten paragraphs out of one. Oh ! a dare* 


devil— he told me all the secrets of his 
Pandemonium. He showed me his pocket- 
book — rich lessons of roguery ! 

SQUIBB. 

Then he was a rascal. ^ 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

He was, he was, Squibb; but this ^nst 
be said in his favour, he had candour 
enough to confess it. No hypocrite, no- 
no hypocrito. He never wanted a bit of 
scandal — nor a breakfast — nor a dinner — 
nor tea — nor supper. He was a pensioner 
upon almost every profession ; he kept his 
feet dry by puffing a shoemaker ; his legs 
warm by puffing a hosier ; his rump and 
back by puffing a tailor and mercer ; his 
head by puffing a hatter; and, being able to 
swill porter with the gullet of a whale, he 
had always a pot ready for his maw, by im- 
mortalizing an alehouse. Liord, Lord ! he 
frightened all the actors and actresses out 
of their senses, and got half their salaries 
for puffs ! and then for the singer^, he 
made their notes tremble again, poor little 
nightingales \ 


squiBB. 


A scoundrel ! 


CAPTAIN irOAH. 

True, Squibb — He used to get away all 
their trinkets from them — watch-seals, 
rings, etwees, and sometimes a whole 
watch— orders for the play and opera, which 
he either made presents of for future din- 
ners, or sold for ready money. 


A villain ! 


S^DIBB. 


CAPTAIN NOAH. 


True, Squibb— Ho never wanted news at 
a pinch ; would spring from Dan to Beer- 
sheba in a twink. To enliven the paper 
he would fly to Constantinople, rouse the 
Janissaries, hang up a bashaw of three tails, 
poison the Grand Mufli, set fire to the 
seraglio, make the ladies scamper forth in 
their smocks, and the Grand Seignior run 
like a lamplighter in his shirt. 


Si^UIBB. 

Fie ! Captain Noah. 
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Troe a« the gospel, Squibb^ At another 
time he would jump to Algiers, put out the 
eyes of a joun^ Doy,8tep a hundred miles 
into the country that refused tribute, and 
bring home a hundred hogsheads of ears — 
step away into £gypt and overturn a pyra- 
mid with an earthquake — then hey for 
Smyrna, and kill a million or two with a 
plsgue. 

squiBB. 
Captain Noah ! Captain Noah ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

True, Squibb — If he wanted a piece of 
Indian news — presto, be gone! He mur- 
dered a whole ship's crew in the Straits of 
Malacca — put a snip for a fortnight on her 
beam ends in the Straitif of Sundy — then 
faced about to Bengal and Madras ; hopped 
to Seringapatam, shook down the palace 
about Tippoo's ears, tumbled Tippoo over 
the Gauts, and pat oat his eyw amongst 
the Marettaa. 

8<IVIBB. 

Shamefal, Captain ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

All his own confessions, Sqaibb^Then 
be would let off for Bombay, sink the 
island of Elephanta in a volcano, dart 
through the Straits of Babelmandel, cut 
through the Red Sea, murder a few hordes 
of Arabs on the banks, demolish Suez, dash 
through the Desert, plunge into the Medi- 
terranean, and set all the islands of the 
Archipelago in open rebellion. 


S^OIBB. 


O! Captain. 


CAPTAIIT NOAH. 

True, Squibb—If he wanted to fill up, 
and wished for a bit of news from Jamaica, 
he would conjure up his old friend, the 
yellow -fever, and lay you dead thirty thou- 
sand pounds worth of officers In one room 
the council, assembly, and governor. 


by the ears, and transfer the seat of go- 
vernment from Spanish Town to Kingston 
— hop up amongst the Blue Mountains, in- 
fect youiiff King Cudjoe with rebellion, 
and give Uie island to the Negroes. 


SQUIBB. 

Captain Noah, fie ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

TTrue, Souibb— A rare fellow ! He put a 
fine parcel of money into the pockets of 
the propretors — quite a filch ! Oh, ablesMod 
babe of grace ! Did a family refuse to take 
in the paper to which he was a hack, he 
would make the father a bankrupt, the 
mother a bawd, the sons swindlers, and (he 
daughters bastards, big with child by Uio 
footmen or stable-boys. 

squiBB. 

Such a fellow ought to be hanged, my 
dear fellow. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

He did, Squibb^If an author did not ad* 
vertise in his paper, he was sure to be 
loaded with abuse — was a dull hound — a 
thief; — then, as for scandal, he would in- 
vent a vile tale — put it into his paper — get 
the abused parties about him — ** It could 
not be helped, he had a handsome sum for 
inserting it He must live — family of 
children — hard times^-Open to all parties 
— nothing could be fairer ; but if an answer 
were wished, it should be put in." Well, 
an answer is inserted — he answers the 
answer with blacker inventions; goes to 
the house of the scandalized party, sympa- 
thizes, promises, dines, sups, tries to de- 
bauch tne wife or daughter, empties their 
pockets, moves off, and laughs at them as 
fools for not suspecting him to be a villain ! 


squiBB. 


Ib it possible ? 

CAPTAlir ITOAH. 

Tea, very possible, Squibb. It is sur- 
prising that justice Colquhoan, who has 
written so much upon abuse, should omit 
this giant of nuisances, this damned plague 
to society ; but he was afraid, afraid, I sup^ 
pose, of being stung to death by a hornet 
or two. 

squiBB. 
But we are not all alike, Captain ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

No, no, God forbid 1 God forbid ! some 
pigeoDB, and many crows, I plesame. — 
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My little lovely Lucy Langaish, a aoug 
from thj sweet lipe ! Ladies and gemrnen, 
Miss Langaisb's song— Silence ! 

THS shepherd's PIPE. 

Lo ! the pipe of poor Colin, mute, mote, 

how it lies 1 
No more to be swelled by his hopes, or his 

sighs ! 
" Go leave me !" said he, " since unprized 

by the fair. " 
Then he wbtfully flung it away in despair. 

Who, like Colin, could givQit of rapture the 

sound, 
Which the echoes with rapture repeated 

around.^ 
Or give it, like Colin, a soul to complain ? 
And who like the shepherd e'er gave it in 

vain.^ 

'Twas here, at the peep of the mom^ that 

he strayed 
To sooth with its music the ear of the maid ! 
'TwBs here that he waked its sweet voice, 

to delight 
(Not PhilomeTs sweeter I) her slumber at 

night 

But vain were his vows, and the voice of 

his reed ; 
The heart of poor Colin was fated to bleed ! 
See his grave ! near yon tree his pale relics 

are laid, 
Mid the bower that he planted, of silence 

and shade. 


Ah ! blame not the nymph who was deaf 

to his tale. 
Since her heart was betrothed to a youth of 

the vale. 
Come, virgins, we'll gather the flowers of 

the grove. 
And strew on the victim of sorrow and love. 

CAPTAIN KOAH. 

Poor fellow ! poor fellow ! terrible disor- 
der, love I I think I see him now, just like 
Patience on a monument, snulUn^ at Grief, 
as the Scotsman said — yes, drooping, sleep- 
ing, nodding, like the swallows in winter on 
the bushes of the Thames, preparing to take 
a journey under water. Strange f strange ! 
that men and women only should die for 
lave ! Dogrs, and cats, and other animals, 
never feel the passions so sensibly. — Ladies 
and gemmen, suppose we adjourn the court 
for a handful of minutes, take a peep at 
Mistress Moon, and put a few questions to 
the weather. 

To this proposal we all agreed, Captain 
Noah leading the way up to the dock. 

Thus, as the flocks amid the valley feed, 

Behold ! the bellweather, the rover. 
Like mortals, fickle, takes it in his head 

To taste a neighbouring field of clover ! 
He dares th' opposing hedge, he beats it 

hollow — 
Mounts, leaps, and all the tribes of fleeces 
follow ! • 
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NOW FIRST PDBLI8H1D 


BY SYLVANUS URBAN 


TO THE PUBLIC. 

LiTTLv did I think, that a man of my 
mild and peaceable diapoaition, that would 
not hurt a cat, should be forced out to bat- 
t]e*~but such is the audacit? of the times 
-»( O tempara ! o mores !) I nave ventured 
forth to attack this Goliath of ode and im- 
pudence ; and I hope, with Godja assist- 
ance, like little David, to cut off lis head. 
I communicated with mj good friend Mr 
William Hayley, who is a constant com- 
municant to my Gentleman's Magazine, 
both in yerse and prose, that is to say, in 
rhyme and criticism ; — whom I may rightly 
term one of the great pillars of my Gentle- 
man's Magazine, which every gentleman 
in the kingdom, I hope, reads — wfaich^ if 
he doth not, I hope he will read, as it is not 
only the greatest favourite with our most 
gracious sovereign, who is the greatest 
monarch upon earth, — but also with his no- 
bles, who are men of judgment i^nd learn- 
ing ; also with foreign parts, who translate 
it constantly into their language :~so that, 
if I may be permitted to versify the praise 
of my monthly publication (for, indeed, I 
must own I have a great itch for poetry^, I 
will do it in this poetical distich : 

My Mansine all Magnislnes excels : 

And, what*! stlU better, too, for Joka, It mIIi. 

I aakjsd Mr Hayley , paying him the com- 
pliment first, if he would be the champion 
to encounter this great Mr Peter Pindar. 


* So« a Poetical Answer to Mr Peter Pindar's 
Beneroleot Epistle to John Nichols, p. 143. 
2B 


To this, Mr Hayley replied, after lonM 
hesitation, and pondering, and blowing his 
nose in his handkerchief, that he did not 
much admire a public exhibition ; that it 
would wear the aapectof a bruising match, 
too much like a set-to of Johnson and Big 
Ben ; but added, that I might do it, if I 
thought proper. <' But," savs my good 
friend, ** I will privately attack him, under 
a fictitious signature ;" — wHich he did in* 
deed, and gave the audacious fellow mMny 
a gooid thump, in verse and urose : — ^but this 
was only small shot, with deference to Mr 
Hayley ; the grand artillery was reserved 
for me. 

Kind reader, wilt thou permit ma to say 
something of myself in simplicity and can- 
dour, before I go to work with this Caliban ? 
When I first took the chair of criticism, I 
own that I trembled ; for I am not ashamed 
to confess, that so great was my ignorance, 
that when a correspondent sent me an ac- 
count of an ancient coin, 1 did not know a 
syllable about it— neither the meaning of 
reverse^ exergiUf or legend: but now, thank 
God, I know every Uiing a]9pertaining to 
numiemaUif if I may be indulged with a 
Latin expression . Indeed , the legends used 
to perplex me much, inasmuch as I exposed 
myself greatly ; for I am not ashamed to 
confess my ignorance. I thought that 
AUG. upon a Roman medal, meant the 
month in which it was struck off; and 
therefore I deemed it August : and G. P. 
R. which I now know to be Gewio Pojmii 
Romani, I verily thought to be a coin struck 
by one George Peter Richardson. The 
figures of Romulus and Remus sucking a 
she -wolf, I took to be two chiMren milking 
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a oow. D. M. for'Diu Mami^Wf I took to 
be David Martin, or Daniel MnagrroTe. 
The half word HEL. signifying Hdumdu, 
I imagined to be no other than the uouae 
of Satan. JAN. CLU. that is to say, Ja- 
nam ClusUf I took to be the name of a man. 
LUD. SJEC. F. I verily thooght to be 
do^nriffht filthv, and blushed for the Ro- 
mans : bnt, lo, I aAerwards discovered it to 
be Ludot wtBCulares fecit, COS. I thought 
to be Cos Lettuees, which only moaneth 
Comsul; M. F. Mr Ford, which meaneth 
Mmrd FUita. N. C. (wonld'st thou think 
it, reader?) I translated Nincompoop; when, 
lo, it meaneth JflMissimus Ctuar. P. P. 
which signifieth Pater Patrue, I thought 
might mean Peter Pounce, or Philip Pump- 
kin. R. P. I also thought might mean 
Robert Penruddock, or Ralph Pigwiggin, 
or any other name beginnin||^ with those 
initials : but, lo, its true meaning I find to 
be RmmUUaf signifying, in English, the 
Republic— Thus it will appear, Uiat I am 
not ashamed to confess my error, wtiich 
this enemjrof mine dareth not. 

TRIB. POT. which onljr meaneth 7Vi&- 
umitM PoUttate, I actually imagined meant 
a 7H^ of Potatoes, and that the coin was 
struck on account of a plentiful year of that 
fruit S. P. Q. R. which meaneth only 
Semaius Popniuaque Bomamu, unwisely, 
yet funnily, did I make out to be Sam Pad- 
don, a Queer Rogue ; forasmuch as I was 
informed that the Romans struck coins on 
eveiT trifling occasion. SCIP. AS. which 
slgQifieth no more than Sdjno 4fricantUf I 
read ^terally, Skip Ass; but for why, I 
could not say — such was my ignorance. 

Many were the impositions upon me : — 
rings for piga' noses were sent me for nose- 
jewels worn by the Roman ladies ; a piece 
of oizycroceum, just made in a druggist's 
shopi for the pitch that surrounded the 
body of Julius Cesar; a large brown jor- 
den, for a laorymatory ; a broken old black 
sugar-basin, for a Druid urn ; a piece of 
a wBiehman's old lantern, for a Roman 
lamp. The wig of the famous Boerhave 
was also sent me as a cariosity ; the roguery 
of which I did not discover till an engrav- 
ing of the wig was -nearly finished, costing 
roe upwards of thirty-shillings :— for lo ! 
reader, this great man never wore a wig in 
his life. — In my Obituary, too, I made great 
- mistakes, from imposition ; as I gave the 
deaths of many tnat were not dead, and 
others that never existed. Sometimes the 
wickedness of correspondents was such, 
that I have perpetuated the deaths of bull- 
dogs, grey-hounds, mastifis, horses, hogs, 
<ke. in my obituary, under an idea that they 


were people of consequence* Indeed, I 
have not stflck to the letiar of my assertion 
at the head of ooy Obituarv, that declares it 
to be a record ofconsiderable persons ; for- 
asmuch as I have sometimes put a scaven- 
Ser over a member of parliament, a pig- 
river over a bishop, a lamp 'lighter over an 
alderman, and a chimney*8weeper over a 
duke : bnt as I was desired by the friends 
of the deceased to do it (for wno is not am- 
bitious ?) and as I was paid for it too, (and 
who can withstand a fee ?) I have in some 
little measure disgraced my Journal, and 
forfeited my word. — My present antiqua- 
rian knowledge, ^titude maketh me con* 
fess, that I owe it all to Mr R. Oough, of En- 
field, who some years aco was also an igno- 
rant and illiterate geqUeman, like myself; 
but, by hard study, hath attained to his 
present perfection, as may be seen in our 
TopograpMa BritannUaf which is not, as 
that arch enemy Peter Pindar hath asserted 
it to be, the idle production of a couple of 
fellows that want to make a fortune by a 
history of cob- walls, old chamber-pots, and 
rusty nails. My friend Mr Qough's zeal 
for toe promotion of antiquarian knowledge 
cannot be bettor proved than by bis running 
the risk of being well trounced, for borrow- 
ing one of Kinjf Edward's fingers, as he 
lay exposed, a lew years since, in West- 
mmstet^lAbbey ; which finger, my friend| 
aAer having gently put it in his pocket^ 
was, hy order of the Bishop of Rochester, 
who, unluckily seeing the deed, did, to the 
disgrace of the science, order him to be 
searched, and forced hiin to refund. Had 
it not been for this impertinent and hawk- 
eyed attention of the bishop. Sir Joseph 
AylofFe, and other antiquarians present at 
the opening of the monarch's comn,— such 
was the intrepidity of my antiquarian friend 
Gough, that he would have attempted tho 
head, instead of a pitiful finger, as he had 
on a large watchman's coat &r the purpose. 
Nor must I omit the zeal of my friend Sir 
Joseph Banks on the occasion; who, on 
hearing what was goinff on, and suspecting 
that King Edward mignt have been lodgeid 
in pickle, galloped ofi^with a irallon iog, in 
a hackney-coach, in order to fill it with the 
precious liquor, as a sauce for his future 
Attic entertainments in Soho-square : but 
unfortunately no pickle was found. 

I confess that an impudent fellow sent 
roe for my Obituary the following, which 
was really printed off (but cancelled) be- 
fore I was informed, by a friend, <^ the 
fallacy— to wit : " On Sunday night last 
died Mrs Margery Moaser, a widow lady, 
beloved in lite, and lamented in death ; 
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th« WIS the only daaghtar of Roger Grim- 
•Ikiiiy Eaqnire, of Ratlej."— Ignorant^ in- 
deed, wae I that it was an impoaition ; for, 
gentle reader, it was a dead cat! — Many a 
good coslomer have I gained by my Obitn- 
ary, who liked to see theniselyes dead in 
my Magasine — I mean their relations liked 
to see their deaths displayed in a work 
of so much respectability as mine.-^Bot 
enough of myself; and now for Master 
Peter. 

In the falness of my passion, I at first 
sat me down, and said to my8elf,/aci< in- 
dignatio verwM—vrhen, behold ! in leas 
than two hours I knocked off the following 
poem.* Some time after, howcTer, after a 
deal of deep thought on the subject, it 
struck me that I might fight this poet Peter 
against himself; make him, like some 
game-cocks, cut his own throat with his 
own spurs. Accordingly I set about it, 
and collected from every quarter his manu- 
script Terses of every denomination ; some 
written in Cornwall, others in Devon, 
others in the West Indies, others in Bath, 
others in London ; as also some of his let* 
ters, perticularly those to the King of the 
Mosquitoes, who was sent for by the Ck>- 
vernor of Jamaica, soon after that gentle* 
man arrived at his government. 1 have 
also collected some of his observations, and 
sayings, and speeches : — I may verily say, 
observations on men and manners, ii^ithout 
any manners at all, or, in plainer phrase, 
much ill manners. Peter must not com- 
plain of my 8howin|r him no mercy by this 
publication, as he is the most merciless 
Mohawk that ever scalped. 

J Vec Ux eHjuatior uUa 
QiMm Rscu artijiceg arts perire su&. 


- [Mr Peter Pindar^s Apology for the 
variety of entertainment in nts pretty Poeti- 
cal Olio, is the first thing I shall present to 
.the Public] 

PETER'S APOTX>GT. 

« 

Ladiss, I keep a rhyme-shop— mine's a 

trade; 
1 sell to old and young, to man and maid ; 
AH enstomers must be i%iiged ; and no man 
Wishes more universally to please : 
I'd really crawl upon my hands and 
knees, 
T* oblige— particularly lovely woman. 

* flee a ftowlaad Ibr aa OUrsr, p. 143. 


Yet some (the devil take such virtoous 
times), 

Fastidious, pick a quarrel with my 
rhymes, ^ 
And beg I'd only deal in love -sick son- 
net^ 

How easy to . bid others cease to 
feedi 

On beauty I can quickly dis, indeed, 
But, trust me, can't Uve long upon 
it. 

[If there is not a deal of impudent dmMe 
entendre in this Sonnet, I do not know what' 
purity me^neth— sweetly wrapped up, in- 
deed, 'Squire Pindar! 

Instead of a formal commentary on svcry 
composition, I shall make short work with 
them, by giving them their true character 
in a few words, as for example : 

Impudence, egotism, and conceit] 


rThe expulsion of a most excellent set of 
pivjrers from Kingsbridge, in Devonshire, 
with the asylum offered them by the 
author's barn, in an adjoining parish, is the 
foiipdation of the following Ode.] 

ODE TO MY BARN. 

SwxRT haunt of solitude and rats, 
Mice, tuneful owls, and purring cats ; 
Who, whilst we mortals sleep, the gloom 
pervade, 
And wish not for the son's all-seeing 

eye. 
Your mousing mysteries to spy ; 
Blessed, like philosophers, amidst the 
shade ; 

When Persecution, with an iron hand, 
Dared drive the moral-menders from the 

land. 
Called players, — friendly to the wandering 

crew. 
Thine eye with tears surveyed the mighr 

ty wrong. 
Thine open arms received the moumftil 

throng — 
Kings without shirts, and queens with half 

a shoe. 

Alas! what dangers gloomed of late 

around — 
Monarohs and queens with halters nearly 

bound — 
Duke, dukelin|r, princess, prinee, eon- 

signed to jail 1 
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And, whftt the very aonl of Pity thocks. 
The poor old Lear wu threatened with 
the stocks, 
CorUelia with the cart's unfeeling tail. 

Still cherish such rare royalty forlorn — 
A Qarrick in thy bosom may be born, 
A Siddons too, of future fair renown : 
For Love is not a sqaeamish god, they 

As pleased to see his rites performed on 
hay. 
As on the goose's soft and yielding down. 


^The same impudence, egotism, and con- 
ceit, as in the first Ode.] 

TO MT BARN. 

By Laeodemon men attacked, 

When Thebes, in days of yore, was 

sacked, 
And nought the fury of the troops could 

hinder ; 
What's true, yet marvellous to rehearse, 
So well the common soldiers relished 

verse. 
They scorned to bum the dwelling-house 

of Pindar. 

With awe did Alexander view 
The house of my great cousin, too, 
And, |[asing on Uie building, thus he 
sighed — 
** General Parmenio, mark that house be- 
fore ye ! 
That lodging tells a melancholy story : 
There Pindar lived, (great bard !) and 
there he died. 

^* The king of Syracuse, all nations know 

it, 
Was celebrated by this lofty poet, 
And made immortal by his strains : 
Ah I could I find lifte him a bard to sing 

me; 
Would any nian, like him, a poet bring 
me, 
I'd giye him a good pension for his pains. 

"But, ah! Parmenio, 'mongst the sons 

of men. 
This world will never see his like agen ; 
The greatest bard that ever breathed is 
dead! 
(General Parmenio, what think yon ?'*— 
" Indeed, 'tis true, my liege, Mtis very 
true," 
Parmenio cried, and, sighing shook his head. 


Then from his pocket took a knife so nice, 
With which he chipped his cheese and 
onions, 
And from a rafler cut a handsome slice, 
To make rare toothpicks for the Mace* 
donians ; 
Just like the toothpicks which we see 
At Stratford, made from Shakspeare's mul- 
berry tree. 

What pity that the 'squire and knight 
Knew not to prophesy, as well as fight; 
Then had they known the future men of 
metre ; 
Then had the general and the monarch 

spied. 
In Fate's fair book, our nation's equal 
pride, 
That very Pindar's cousin Peter ! 

Daughter of thatch, and stone, and mud, 

When I, no longer flesh and blood, 
Shall join of lyric bards some half a doien ; 

Meed of high worth, and, 'midst th' 
Elysian plains, 

To Horace and AIcsbus read my strains* 
Anacreon, Sappho, and my great old cousin; 

On thee shall rising generations stare. 
That come to Kingsbridge and to Dod« 
brook fair :* 
For such thy history, and mine shall 
Jeam; 
Like Alexander, shall they every one 
Heave the deep sigh, and say, " Since 
Peter's gone. 
With reverence let us look upon his bam." 


ODE TO AFFECTATION. • 

Ntmpb of the mincing mouth, and languid 

eye. 
And lisping tongue so soft, and head 

awry, 
And fluttering heart, of leaves of aspen 

made. 
Who were thy parents, blushful yirgin? 

■ay— 
Perchance Dame Folly gave thee to the 

day, 
With Gafier Ignorance's aid. 

Say, virgin, where dost tfaoa delight to 

dwell ? 
With maids of honour, startful yirgin? 
toll— 
For I have heard a deal of each fiiir 

* Hsid annually at tboae plaaea. 
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How wiokad lords have whispered wicked 

things 
Beneeth the noses of ffood qaeens endkingi, 
And sighed for pTeasares far beyond a 
kiss! 

Great is thy delicaoy, dainty maid ; 
At slightest things thy cheek with crim- 
son glows. 
Say, art thoa not ashamed, abashed, afraid, 
Whene'er thoa stealest forth to pluck a 
rose? 
Or hast thou lost, O nymph, thy pretty 

( So never pluckest any rose at all ? 

Vm told, thoa keepest not a single male ; 

Nothing bat females, at thy board to 
cram; 
That no he-lapdog near thee wagrs his tail, 

Nor cat by vulgar people called a ram. 

I've heard too, that if e'er, bv dire mishap, 
Some ravishers should make thy favour- 
ites whores. 
Staring, as stricken by a thunder-clap. 
Thy modesty hath kicked them out of 
doors. 

'Tis said, when wagtails thou behold'st, and 

doves, 
And sparrows, busy with their feathered 

loves ; 
Lord ! thou hast trembled at their wicked 

tricks ; 
And, snatching up thy bl ash-concealing 

fiin, 
As if it were a lady and a man. 
Hast only peeped upon them through the 

sticka. 

And yet so varionsly thou'rt said to act, 
That I have heard it uttered for a fact, 

That often on old Thames' sunny banks, 
Where striplings swim, with wanton 
pranks, 
On bladders some out-stretched, and 
some on corks, 
Thou squinting, most inditferont girl art 

seen, 
In contemplation of each youthfbl skin. 
Admiring God Almighty's handy-works. 

Prim nvmph, thou art no favourite with 

the world : 
I hear the direst cnrses on thee hurled ! 

Sorrjr am I, so ill thy manners suit : 
'Tie said, that if ^ mouae appear to view. 
We hear a formidable screech ensue. 

As if some huge devouring brute : 


And if beneath thy petticoat he run. 
Thou bellowest as if thou wert undone, 

And kickest at a cow-like rate, poor soul ! 
When, if thou wert to be a little quiet. 
And not disturb the nibbler by a riot. 

The mouse would go into his proper 
hole. 

I've heard it sworn to, nymph, that in the 

streets, ^ 
When running, dancing, capering at thy 

side. 
Thy Chloe other dogs so brazen meets, 
"That, wriggling, ask thy bitch to be their 

bride ; 
Quick hast thou caught .up Chloe in thy 

arras, 
From violation to preserve her charms ; 

And, bouncing wildly from the view 
Of those same saucy canine crew, 
Hast oped so loud and tunefully thy throat. 
Seeming as thou had'st learnt to scream by 

note. 
Loud as the Sabine girls that tried to 'scape. 
The Bpeechless horrors of a Roman rape. 

No novels readest thou, O nymph, in sight ; 
And yet again I'm told, that every night, 
In secret, thou art much inclined to dote 
On rhymes that Rochester so warmly wrote. 

Oft dost thou wonder how thy sex, so 

sffeet. 
Can fellows, thoae great two-legged mon- 
sters, meet. 
And swoon not at each Caliban ; 
And wonder how thy sex can fancy blisses 
Contained within the black roagh- bearded 
kisses 
Of such a bear-like thing as man. 

'Tis also said, that if a flea at ni^t, 
Port rogue, hath dared thy luscious lip to 
bite, 
Or point his snout into thy snowy breast, 
At once the house hath been alarmed— the 

maids 
Called idle, nasty good-for-nothing jades : 
Who, £ve-like, rushing to thy room un- 
dressed. 

Have tbouffht some wicked raviaher, so 

dread, 
On love's delicious viands to be fed, 
Had seisod thee, to obtain forbidden 
joys; 
Which had he done, a most audacious thief. 
Of every maid it was the firm belief, 
Thou would'st not, nymph, have inade a 
greater noise. 
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And yet 'tii Mid, afain, O n/mph ao bright, 

Thou ileep'al with John the coachman 
eYerjr night- 
Vile talea! invented to deatroy thy fame; 

For wert thon, fearfol lua, thia matant mar- 
ried, 
At night thy modeat cheek wonld bom 
with abame, 

Nor woold'at thon ^, bnt to the bed be 
earrM. 

There, when thy Strephon mifaed, in white 

arrajred, 
To elaap, with kiaaea aweet, hia white-atoled 
maid, 
And riot in the Jnxnry of charma ; 
Flat aa a flounder, aeeing, hearing gone — 
Mute aa a fith, and fairly tamed to etone— 
O damsel ! thou woald'et die within hia 
anna. 


[More impndence, with a lick at one of 
the Ten Commandmenta.] 

TO FORTUNE. 

Ah ! loitering Fortune, thou art come too 
late: 
Ah ! wherefore give me not thy emilea 

before, 
When all my youthlul paaaiona in a roar, 
Rare hnntera, fearleaa leaped each'five-bar 
gate? 

Unknown by thee, how often did I meet 
The loveUeat forma of nature in the atreet. 

The fidr, the black, and laating brown ! 
And, whilat their charma enraptured I eur- 

▼eyed, 
Thiapretty legend on their lipa I read — 

*' Kiaaea,0 gentle ehepherdjfor a crown." 


How oft I looked, and aighed, and looked 
agen 
Upon the charma of every Fhillie ! 
How wiahed myself a cock, and her a 
hen. 
To crop at once her roaea and her liliea ! 
Indeed, not only without paying— 
But ibr her liberty without once ataying. 

« At Otaheit^,*' I have aaid with teara, 
<• No gentleman a jail ao horrid feara 

For taking Ubertiea with leases : 
Soon aa they heard how love in England 

ftred. 
The glorioua Otaheitans all were aoared, 

And called ua Englishmen a peek of 


** But they, indeed, are healhena, have no 

aoula 
But auch aa muat be fiied on homing 
coab. 
But I'm a Christian, and abhor a rape ; 
Yet if a lass would sell her lean and fat, 
Vm not so great an enemy to that— 
Though that might whelp a litUe kind of 
scrape; 
Since 'tis believed that simple foraiqation 
May step between a man and his salva- 
tion." 

Damned Fortune! thus to make me 
groan! * 

To offer now thy shining pieces — 
For now my paaaiona all are flown. 

Gone to my nephewa and my niecea. ^ 


G Sl 


ODE TO MADAM SCHW- 

CO. 


Oir TRXIR IMTSHDID VOTAOB TO eXRNAICr. 

WriaemmduYmrl7S». 

Wb wish you 'a good voyage to that 
ahore, 

Where all your flriends are impudent and 
poor. 
Oblige ua, Madam— don't again come 
over — 

To uae a cant phraae, we've been finely 
fobbed, 

Indeed, have very dezteroualy been rob- 
bed— 
Ton've lived Jnat eight and twenty yeara 
in clover. 

Pray let ua breathe a little— be ao good— 
We cannot apare auch quantitiea o? blood : 
At leaat for eome ten yeara pray cross the 
main; 
Then, crael, ahould you think upon return* 

To put ua Britona all in aecond monra- 

We may aupport phlebotomy again. 

To you, and your lean gang, we owe th' 

exoiae: 
Pitt cannot any other acheme deviae, 
To pay the nation's debt, and fill your 

purses, 
With great reapeot I here aaaure you, 

Ma'am, 
Tour name our common people loudly 

damUt 
Oenteeler Iblka attack with ailent euraea. 
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Mftdain, «an ym ipeak Latin ?— No, not 

intich— 
I think yon prinoipdly ipew* High 
Dutch : / 

Bat did yon Latin undentand (God bless 

it) 
I*d oier op the pithiest, prettiest line. 
Unto your AYarioe's sacred shrine — 
" CreacU tamar nummi quanhtm ^^ptemuA 

eretcU,** 

The which translation of this Latin lino 
Is this— "Alfli! that maw profound of 
thine 
May like the stomach of a whale be reckon- 
ed; 
Throw Into it the nation's treasoiy, 
Bat for a mioute it will pleasure ye ; 
That gnllet would be gaping for a second." 

Madam, we wish you a long, long adieu- 
Good riddance of the snun and diamond 
crew. 
Tear absence, all, alone the state re- 
lieves; 
For, hungry ladies, as I'm here alive, 
A house can never hope to thrive, 
That harboureth a nest of thieves. 


[An insupportable apology for keeping 
mistresses, and a laugh at that most respect- 
able state nuOnmany,} 

ODE. 

Tbat I have often been in love, deep 

love, 
A hundred doleful ditties plainly prove. 
By marriage never have I been disjointed ; 
For matrimonjr deals prodigious blows : 
And yet for this same stormy state, God 
knows, 
I've groaned— and, thank my stars, been 
disappointed. 

With love's dear passion will I neyer war: 
Let eyery man for ever be in love. 

Even, if he beats, in age, old Parr : 
lis for his chilly veins a good warm 
glove ; 

It bids the blood with brisker motion start, 

Thawing time's ioides around his heart 

Wedlock's a saucy, sad, familiar state, 
Wliere folks are very apt to scold and hate : 

* The author thinks tbii expreMtoo, thoogh a 
dirty one, more descriptive than any other or the 
gnttnial Gennan. and therefore ehooeee not to sac- 
rifice tralh to a Ittilo kisn»Minca. 


LoTo keeps a modest distance, is divine, 
Obliging, and says every thing that's fine. 

Love writes sweet sonnets, deals in tender 

matter : 
Marriage, in epigram so keen, and satire, 

Love seeketh always to oblige the fair ; 
Full of kind wishes, and exalted hope : 

Marriage desires to see her in the air. 
Suspended, at the bottom of a rope. 

LoTO wishes^ in the vale, or on the down. 
To give his dear, dear idol a green gown :. 
Marriage, the brute, so snappish and ill 

bred. 
Can kick his sighing turtle out of bed ; 
Turns bluffly from the charms that taste 

adores. 
Then pulls his night-oap o'er his eyes, and 

snores. 

Wedlock, at first, indeed, is vastly pleasant, 
A very showy bird, a fine cook-pheasant. 
By time it ohangeth to a different fowl ; 
Sometimes a cuckow, oftner a horn-owl. 

Wedlock's a lock, however large and thick. 
Which every rascal has a key to pick. 

O love ! for Heaven's sake, ne'er leave my 

heart: 
Oh ! thou and I will never, never part — 
Go, wedlock, to the men of leaden brains. 
Who hate variety, and sigh for chains. 


[A bare-faced Apology for leaving a lov» 
ing wife.] 

TO CHLOE. 

AN APOi«er roB ooivo ihto thb covirTRr. 

Chloi, we must not always be in heaven, 
For ever toying, ogling, kitaing, billing ; 
The joys for which I thousands would have 
given. 
Will presently be scarcely worth a shill- 
ing. 

Ti^ neck is ftirer than the Alpine snows, 
And, sweetly swelling, beats the down of 
doTes; 

Thy cheek of health, a rivol to the rose ; 
"f hy pouting lips, the throne of all the 
loves; 

Tet, though thus beautiful beyond express- 
ion. 

That beauty fodeth by too much 
sion. 
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Economy in love ii peaee.to natnrey 
Much like economy in worldly matter : 
We should be prumnt, never live too £ut : 
Profbfion will not, cannot alwaya last 

Loven are really apendthrifUi-— 'tis a 
shame — 

Nothing their thoughtless, wild career can 
tame, 
Till penury stares them in the faee ; 

And when they find an empty purse, 

Grown calmer, wiser, how the fault they 
curse, 
And, limping, look with such a sneaking 
grace! 

Job's War-horse fierce, his neck with thun- 
der hung, 

Sunk to an humble hack that carries dung. 

Smell to the queen of flowers, the fragrant 

roee^ 
Smell twenty times^-and then, my dear, 

thy nos^ 
Will tell thee (not so much for scent 

athirst^ 
The twentieth drank less flavour than the 

Love, doubtless, is the sweetest of all fel- 
lows; 

Yet oflen should the little god retire — 
Absence, dear Chloe, is a pair of bellows. 

That keeps alive the sacred fire. 


, [In the same impudently ironical style.] 
ODE TO LAIS. 

O Ntmpb with all the luzurv of skin. 

Pea- bloom breath, and dimpled chin, 
Rose cheek, and eyes that beat the black- 
est sloe ; 

With flaxen ringlets thy soft bosom shad- 
ing, 

So white, so plump, so lusciously-persuad- 
ing; 
And lips that none but mouths of cherubs 
know! 

t 

Oh, leering, lure me not to Charlotte 
Street, 

That too, too fair, seducing form to meet : 
Warm, unattired, and breathing rich de- 
light; 

Where thou wilt practise every roguish 
art. 

To bid my spirits all unbridled start. 
Run off with me full tilt, and steal my 
eight. 


Then shall I trembling fidl, for want of 

grace. 
And die perhaps upon my fiMse ! 

Ah I cease to turn, and leer, and smile, 
My too imprudent senses to beguile ! 

Ah ! keep that leg so taper from rae, 
Ah I formed to foil a Phidias' art ; 
So much unlike that leg in every part 

By me abhorred—and chrutened gvmmy. 

In vain I turn around to run away : 
Thine eyes, those basilisks, command 

my stay ; 
Whilst through its gauxe thy snowy bosom 

peeping, 
deems to that rogue interpreter, my eye. 
To heave a soft, desponding, tender 

sigh- 
Like gossamer, my thoughts of goodness 

sweeping. 

Pity my dear religion's dread debility. 
And hide those orbs of sweet inflamni^i- 

lity! — 
Abound, 1 say, abound in grace, my feet, 
And do not follow her to Charlotte Street 

Alas ! alas ! you have no grace I see. 

But wish to carry off poor struggling 

iR«; 
Tes, the wild bed of beauty wish to 

seek !-^ 
.Tet, if you do— to make your two hearts 

ache, 
A sweet, a sweet revenge I mean to take ; 
For^ curse me, if you shall not stay a 

week. 

But let me not thus pondering, gaping, 

stand— • 
But, lo, I am not at my own command : 
Bed, bosom, kiss, embraces, storm my 

brains, 
And, lawless tyrants, bind my will in chains* ' 
lovely lass ! too powerful are thy charms, 
And fascination dwells within thy arms. 

The passions join the fierce invading 


passu 
host, 


And I and virtue are o'erwhelmed and 
k)st— ♦ 

Passions that in a martingale should move ; 

Wild • horses, loosened by the hands of 
Love. 

I'm off— alas I unworthy to be seen — 
The bard, and' Virtue a poor captive queen ! 
O Lais, tthould our deeds to sins amount. 
Just Heaven will place them all to thy ac- 
count. 
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[The following Stanza, on the death of 
Lady Mount E a favourite Pig Cupid, 
ii verily exceeded by nothing in the annals 
of impertinence.] 

A CONSOLATORY STANZA TO 
LADY MOUNT E , 

OH THE DEATH OF BBH PIO CUPID. 

O DRY that tear, bo round and big, 
Nor waste in sighs your precious wind ! 

Death only takes a single pig — 
Your lord and son are still behind. 


[Superlatively impudent, and I hope, un- 
true ; sent to roe two days after my publi- 
cation of my Q^ten Elizabelh*s Progresses^ 
one of which is now actually in His Ma- 
jesty's glorious library, at Buckingham- 
house.] 

TO MR J. NICHOLS, 

OM HIS HI8TORT Af THS PROOAKMES OF 
QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

JoBV , though it asks no subtilty of brain 
To write Queen Bess* Progress through 
the land, 
Excuse the freedom, if I dare maintain 
The theme too high for thee to take in 
hand. 

On Vanity's damned rock what thou- 
sands split ! 
Thoushould'st have laboured on some hum- 
bler matter — 
On somewhat on a level with thy wit — 
For instance — when her majesty made 
water. 


TO DELIA. 

Whilst poets pour their happiest lays. 
And call thee every thing divine ; 

Not quite so lavish in thy praise, 
To censure be the province mine. 

Though bom with talents to surprise, 

Thou seldom dost those powers display ; 
Thus seem they trifling in thy eyes ; 
Thus Heaven's best gifts are thrown 
away. 
2C 


Though rich in charms, thou know'st it 
' not; 

Such is thine ignorance profound ; 
And then such cruelty thy lot, 

Thy sweetest smile inflicts a wound. 


TO FORTUNE. 

Ybs, Fortune, I have sought thee long, 
Invoked thee oft, in prose and song ; 

Through half Old England wooed thee : 
Through seas of danger, Indian lands. 
Through Afric's howling, burning sands : 

But, ah ! in vain pursued thee 1 

Now, Fortune, thou would'st fain be kind ; 
And now I'll plainly speak my mind — 

I care not straws about thee : 
For Delia's hand alone I toiled ; 
Unbribed by wealth, tho nymph has smiled ; 

And bliss is c^rs without thee. 


TO CHLOE. 

Chlob, a thousand charms are thine. 
That give my heart the constant sigh : 

Ah ! wherefore let thy poet pine, 

Who can'st with ease his wants supply ' 

Oh, haste, tliy charity display ; 

With little ril contented be : 
The kisses which thou throw'st away 

Upon thy dog, will do for me. 


[I cannot, however, conclude this first 
part of Mr Peter's lucubrations, without a 
severe reprehension of his want of loyalty, 
as well as want of respect, for that nrst of 
courts, St James* : and, moreover, to prove 
that disloyalty and disrespect, I give the 
following Ode, which he, witli all his im- 
pudence, dares not deny tiiat he wrote. I 
suppose it was written in tho last reign, 
since it is impossible that it should be in 
the present.] 

TO A FRIEND IN DISGRACE. 

So then, thy sovereign turns away his face ! 
Thank God, with aU thy soul, for the dis- 
grace. 

This instant down upon thy knee, 
And idolise the man who makes thee 
free; 
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No more eDdeavour Folly's hand to k|88 : 
At first I looked with pity on thy state ; 
But now I humbly thank the foot of 
Fate, 

That kindly kicks thee into bjiss. 

I*Te been disgraced, too— felt a mon- 
arch's frown, 

And consequently quitted town :•— 
Bat have my fields refused their smiles so 
sweet ? 

Say, have my birds grown aulky, with 
the king ? 

My thrushes, linnets, larks, refused to 
sing ? 
My winding brooks to prattle at my feet ? 

No ! no such matter ! — Each unclouded 

day 
On dove-like pinions gaily glides away : 
In short, all nature seems disposed to 
please — 
Then pr'vthee quit thy Qualms, look up 

and laugh. 
The rural pleasures let us largely quaff, 
And make our conge to the gods of ease. 

By day, shall Nature's simple voice 
Our walks and rides of health rejoice. 
Far from an empty court where tumult 
howls ; 
And should at night, by- chance, an hour 
Be with eniutt inclined to lower. 
We'll go and listen to the owls ; 
Birds from whose tifroats 'tis said that tois* 

dom springs — 
How very aifferent from the throats of 
kings ! 


ADVICE TO THE FUTURE 
LAUREAT. 

AR ODI. 


Bo IttUe C«tBr*i bumoar claims my care, 
I knew not if tbe man be black or nir. 


Who shall resume St James' fife, 
And call ideal virtues into life ? 
On tiptoe gaping, lo, I stand. 
To see the future Laureat of the land ! 

Dread rivals, splashing through the dirty 

road. 
With thundering specimens of ode, 
Tiie lyrio bundles on each poet's back. 
Intent to gain the stipend and the sack, 


See Mason, Hayley , to the palace scamper, 
Like porters sweating underneath a ham- 
per 1 
And see the hacks of Nichols' Magaiine 
Rush loyal, to berhyme a king and aueen ; 
And see, full speed, to j^et the tuneful job, 
The bellman's heart, with hopes of victory 
throb. 

O thou, whate'er thy name, thy trade, thy 

art, 
Who from obscurity art doomed to start, 
Called, by the royal mandate, to proclaim 
To distant realms a monarch's feeble 

fame — 
For fame of kings, like cripples in the gout, 
Demands a crutch to move about— 

Whoe'er thou art, that winn'st the envied 

prize, 
O, if for royal smile thy bosom sighs, 
Of pig-economy exalt the praise \ — 
O, flatter sheep and bullocks in thy lays ! 
To saving wisdom boldly strike the stnngs, 
And just^ the grazier-trade in kings. 

Descant on ducks, and geese, and cocks, 

and hens, 
Hay-stacks, and dairies, cow-houses, and 

pens; 
Descant on dung-hills, every sort of kine. 
And in the pretty article of swine : 

Inform us, without loss, to twig 
The stomach of a feeding calf, or cow } 
And tell us, economic, how 

To steal a dinner from a fattening pig : 

And, bard, to make us still more blessed, 
declare 

How hogs and bullocks may grow fat on air . 

Sing how the king of Ns pies sells his fish. 
And from his stomach cribs the daintiest 

dish; 
Sing to hu subjects, how he sells his game, 
So fierce for dying rich the monarch's 
/ flame: 

Sing of th' economy of Qerman quality, 
Emperors, electors, dead to hospitality ; 
Margraves, and miserable dukes. 
Who squeeze their subjects, and who starve 

their cooks : — 
Such be the burden of thy birth-day song. 
And, lo, our court will listen all day long. 

Tom proved unequal to the lanreat*s place ; 
He warbled with an Attic grace : 
The language was not understood at court, 
Where bow and courtesy, grin and shrug, 
resort; 
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Sorrow for tiekness, joy for healthy lo oivil ; 
And love, that wished each other to the 
devil I 

Tom was a leholar — luckless wight ! 
Lodged with old manDers in a mosty 

college ; 
He knew not that a palace hated know- 
ledge, 
And deemed it pedantry to spell and write. 
Tom heard or royal libraries, indeed. 
And weakly fancied that the books were 
read. 

He knew not that an author's sense 
Was, at a palace, not worth finding ; 

That what to notice gave a book pretence, 
Was solely paper, print, and binding ! 

Some folks had never known, with all their 
wit, 
Old Pindar's name, nor occupation. 
Had not I started forth— a Ineky hit, 
And proved myself the Theban bard's 
relation. 

The names of Dnimmond, Boldero, and 
Hoare, 

Though strangers to Apollo's tuneful ear, 
Are discords that the palace-folks adore. 

Sweet as sincerity, as honour dear ! 

The name of Homer, none are found to 

know it, 
So much the banker soars above the poet ; 
For courts prefer, so classically weak, 
A guinea's music to the noise of Greek. 
Menin aeide tkea, empty sounds, 
How mean to^" Pay the bearer fifty 

pounds !" 
Angels, and ministers of grace, what's 

nere ! 
See suppliant Salisbury to the bard appear ! 
He siffbs — upon his knuckles he is down ? — 
His lordship begs I'll take the poet's 

crown! 

Avannt, my lord ! Solicitation, fly ! 
I'll not he zany to a kins — ^not I : 
r\l be no monarch's humble thrush. 
To whistle from the laurel bush ; 
Or, rather, a tame owl, to hoot 
Whene'er it shall my masters suit. 

1 have no flatteries cut and dried— no var- 
nish 
For royal qualities, so apt to tarnish, 
Exposed a little to the biting air : 
I've got a soul, and so no lies to spare ;— 
Besides, too proud to sinff for hire, 
I scorn to touch a venallyre. 


Avaunt, ye sceptred vulgar— pnrplod, er- 

mined ! 
The muse shall make no mummies, I'm 

determined. 
World, call her prostitute, bawd, dirtv bitch, 
If meanly once she deals in spice and pitch ; 
And saves a carcass, by its lyric balm, 
So putrid, which the very worms must 

damn. 

Again to thee I turn, from dear digression ; 
To thee, ambitious of the sack-possession ! 
O thou, the future laureat, yet unknown. 
The nightingale or magpie of a throne ! 

Reveal the situation of thy brain, 
Or clear, or muddy is its fountain ? 
Of molehills can it make a mountain, 

So strong the magic of its wizard strain ? 

Laureats should boast a bushel of invention. 
Or yield up all poetical pretension— 

llo, flatteries form a monarch's first de- 
lights ! « 
A solar microscope the bard should be, 
That to a camel's size can swell a flea. 

And give the guts of aldermen to mites. 

PART II. 


Mv soul assumes a loftier wirig ; 
I'm changed, I feel myself a king ! 
I'm sceptered— on my head ue 


crown 


ptered— on my 
descends ! 
To purple turned my coat of parson's gray. 
Now let my majestjr itself display , 
And show that kings and glory may be 
friends. 

Tet, though I feel myself a king, 
I hope, nntainting, that the crown de- 
• scends — 
Not on my people's shoulders bids me 
spring ; 
And cry, forgetful of myself and friends, 
*' Blood of the gods within my reins I find — 
Not the mean puddle of that mob, man- 
kind." 

Low at my feet the spaniel-courtiers cower; 
Curl, wheedle, whine, paw, lick my shoe, 

for power; 
Prepared for every insult, servile train. 
To take a kicking, and to fawn again ! 

Ofl*, Pitt Mid Grenville !— you are not' yet 

men — 
Go, children, to your leading-strings agen ; 
Make not a hobby-horse of this fair 

isle : — 
Yet, were no danger in the childish sway, 
A kingdom might permit a baby's piny, 
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And at its weaknesseB indulge a smile. 
Off, then ! — once more upon jour letters 

look — 
Go, find of politics the lost horn-book. 

Off with Excise your imp, with lengthened 

claws, 
And fangs deep-rooted in his hydra- jaws ; 
That monster, damping Freedom's sacred 

joys, ' 
Fed by your hands, ye pair of foolish boys ! 
My soul, to Freedom wedded. Freedom 

loves ; 
Then blast me, lightnings, when, so 

coldly cruel, 
I to pomatum sacrifice the jewel. 
Rouge, pigtail, and a pair of gloves. 

Off, J— ^-! some demon did create thee : 
Oh, formed to fawn, to kneel, to lie, to 

flatter ! 
" Perdition catch my soul, but I do hate 

thee! 
And when I hate thee not," I war with 

Nature. 
Sueh reptiles dare not 'midst my radiance 

sport — 
Cnrsed be such snakes, that crawl about a 

court. 

Disgrace • not, simpering sycophants, my 

throne ! — 

E , snd pigmy V 1, be gone ! 

Br , thou stmkest! weazel, polecat, 

fly! 
Thy manners shock, tliy form offends my 

eye. 
As for thy principles— they're gone long 

since — 
Lost when a poor deserter from thy prince. 


, avaunt !— thou'rt cowardly and 

mean ; 
Thy soul is sable, and thy hands unclean. — 
Yet, to minutiiB to descend, what need P 
Enough, that thou art one of Charles' breed. 

Out with that Salisbury !— Dundas, avaunt! 

Off, water- gruel Westmoreland, and 
Leeds! 
You, verily, are not the men I want — 

My bounty no such folly feeds. 

Off, Harcourt! who would'st starve my 

kine. 
Or make them, poor lean devils, dine 
On vile horse-chestnuts — 'tis a cursed 
meal — 
Instead of turnips, corn, and hay : 
Thou shalt not, dv this avaricious way, 
Into my royal nvour steal. 


Off, Uzbridge ! — Leeds, too, once more get 

along ! 
You shall not be lord-presidents of song ; 

You throw poor 6t Cecilia into fits : 
You've ears, but verily they do not hear. 
Just as you've tongues that cannot speak, 
I fear; 
And brains that want their complement 
of wits. 

Off, Walsingham! thou putt'st mo in a 
sweat : 

I hate a jack-in-office martinet — 

For ever something most important brew- 
ing; 

For ever Dusy, busy, nothing doing. 

Thou plague of post-office, the teaser, fret- 

ter; 
Informing clerks the way to seal a letter ; 
Who, full of wisdom, hold'st thyself the 

broom, 
Instructing Susan how to sweep the room ; 

The letter-man, to hold his bag ! 
The mail'guard, sunk in ignorance forlorn ! 
To load his blunderbuss, and blow his horn : 

Off, off! — of conset^uence thou rag! 
Go to tlie fields, and gam a nation's thanks — 
Catch grasshoppers and butterflies for 

Dsnks. 

I want not fellows that can only prate ; 
I want no whirligigs of state — 
No jack-a-lanterns, imitating fire. 
Skipping, and leading men mto the mire. 

Thou servile copyist, West, begone ! 
With nought worth saving of thy own ; 
Phillis and Chloo, dancing dogs, 
Pinetti, and the fortune* telling bogs; 
Toymen and conjurors, from my presence 

fly! 
I have no children to amuse— not I. 

Off, Sw g ! thou lean, old, wicked cat ; 

Restless and spitting, biting, mewing, 
mean. 
Thou shalt not in my chimney-corner squat, 

Thou shalt not, harridan, be queen : 
Off to thy country, by the map forgot, 
Where tyranny and uimine curse the spot ! 

Yet empty first thy bags of plundered gain, 
Wages of vile political pollution ; 

Then vanish, thou oldfialida, ! a drain 
Enervating our glorious constitution ! 

Off, H gs' wife !— thy diamonds bode 

no good ; 
They shall not taint us— lo, they smell of 

blood! 
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Off, off, old G *B spawn !— now E 's 

fary. 

In manners coarser than the dames of 
Drary ! 
O, formM for ugliness itself a foil! 

Sprang from the cbnrch, the world might 
well suppose, 

Thy hlood with some few drops of meek- 
ness flows- 
No, ▼itriol ! — not one particle of oil ! 

ril have no laareat — sacred be the ode ', 

Unsullied let its torrent roll ! 
Few merits mine, the muse's wing to load ; 

Small grace of form, and no sublimb of 
soul : 
And yet, whate*er the merits that are mine, 
By verse unvarnished shall they shiqe. 

The real virtues dare themselves display, 
And need no pedestal to show away : 
Each from herself her own importance 

draws. 
And Bcoms a chattering poet*s mock ap- 
plause. 

Have niggard Nature, and my stars, un- 
kind, 

Of sense and virtues stripped my desert 
mind ; 

My name let Silence, with her veil, invade. 

And cold Oblivion pour th' eternal shade. 

Obliged not to an author's rhyme, 
Important, down the stream of time, 

O let me sail, or not at all ; 
Too proud for bards to take in tow my name. 
Just like the Victory, or Fame,* 

That drag along the jolly-boat or yawl. 

Away, the little snivelling spirit — 
Away the hate of rising merit — 

Thy heaven-ward wing, aspiring genius, 
wave; 
I will not, levelling with a jaundiced eye, 
The secret blunderbuss let fly, 

To give Ihee, O thou royal bird! a grave. 

I'll have no poet- persecution — no ! 
Proud of its liberty, the verse shall flow ; 

The mouth of Pegasus shall feel no curb : 
If, idly wanton, poets tax me wrong. 
Theirs is the infamv, for theirs the song — 

Such blasts shall ne'er my soul's deep 
calm disturb. 

Bnt, should fur truth to satire lend an edge, 
Bid with more force descend her thunder- 
ing sledge, . 

* ShipaortlicUne. 


My justice dares not break that poet's 
pipe; 
And, like a school -boy, to the tiger's den, 
Who, wanton, flings a cat, a cock, or hen, 
I will not give him to Macdonald's* 
gripe. 

Wise let me hush of prejudice the storm, 
Disarm him for the future, and reform : — 

Tes ; 'stead of giving him a law-jobation, 
Revenge the blow by reformation. 

To Teos, which of yore was reckoned far, 

Hipparchus really sent a man of war. 

To bring Anacreon, honeyed bard, to 

court; 
So Plato says, a man of good report. 

How different monarchs of the present 
day! 
From modern kings each bee- like min- 
strel sculks. 
Whose love would clap the bards on board 
the hulks, 
Or send them out to warble at Thieves' 
Bay.t 

Come, science, and the arts, around me 
bloom — 

Thrice welcome, half my empire claim — 
The eye of genius shall not wear a ffloom. 

Nor Boydell dash my cheek with uiame. 

Historians^oets, painters, every merit. 
Shall feel King Peter's fostering spirit. 

Tes, men of genius, be my equals, free — 
Imperious consequence you shall not 
feel ; 
For show collected, just to bend the knee. 
And grace, like slaves of yore, a chariot- 
wheel. 

Avaunt, the parasitic dedication, 
A trap to catch my smile, deceive the nation. 
And make the wide-mouthed million 
bless my name ; 
Ah ! let my deeds alone, instead of lies. 
Proclaim me open, generous, good, and 
wise — 
Those manly heralds of a virtuous fame. 

Hero, from your hovels, sons of Science, 

come : 
Oh, haste ! and call King Peter's house 

your home : 
Tour huts, your solitary mountains, quit, 
And make my court a galaxy of wit. 


* The Attorney-Genera]. 

f Commonly called Botany-Bay. 
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Come, Virtaei thoa^h a dnngeon hide thy 
ftce, 
(For to thy lot too oft roisfortane falli) 
l^hoee angel-form from jails can bl6t die- 
grace. 
And east a sacred splendour o'er the 
walls. 

Tlias shall our moments glide on golden 
win^ ; 
Thos will we triumph with expanded 
hearts ; 
At times be merry upon thrifty kings. 
And smile at majesty that starves the 
arts. 
Ambitious, if with wisdom thus we wed, 
A farthing shall not blush to bear our head ! 


A COMPLIMENTARY EPISTLE TO 
JAMES BRUCE, ESQ. 

THE ABTSSINIAir TRATKLLER. 


>JVbii Pmhila mendaz. 


3¥ooderi !— Wonders ! !— Wonden ! ! ! 


Sweet is the tale, however strange its air, 
That bids the public eye astonied stare ! 
Sweet is the tale, howe*er uncouth its 

shape. 
That makes the world's wide mouth with 

wonder gape ! 
Behold our infancies in tales delight, 
That bolt, like hedge-hog quills, the hair 

upright. 
Of ghosts how pleased is every child to 

hear! 
To such is Jack the Giant-killer dear ! 
Dread nfonsters issuing from the flame or 

flood, 
Charm, though, with horror clothed, they 

chill the blood ! 
What makes a tale so sleepy, languid, dull ? 
Things as they happened — not of marvel 

full - 
What gives a zest, and keeps alive atten- 
tion? 
A tale that wean the visage of invention : 
A tale of lions, spectres, shipwreck, thun- 

der; 
A wonder, or first cousin to a wonder. 
Mysterious conduct ! yet 'tis Nature's plan 
To sow with wonder's seeds the soul of 


man. 


That every where in sweet profusion rise, 
And sprout luxuriant through the mouth 
and eyes ! 


What to the vasty deep Sir Joseph* gave. 
As of the world, the sport of wind and 

wave ? 
What bade the knight amid those scenes 

remotJB, 
Sleep with Queen Oborea in the boat ? 
What, unconfounded, leap to Newton's 

chair P 
What, but to make a world with wonder 

stare? 
What bids a king on Wimbledon, Black- 
heath, 
So oft rejoice the regiments of death ; 
While Britain's mightier bulwark slighted 

• lies. 
And, vainly groaning, for its Cesar sighs ? 
What, with the vulffar pigs of Ascot tuen^ 
Devour on Ascot- Heath his annual bacon ? 
What bade that great, great man, a goodly 

sight. 
Watch his wife's diamond petticoat all 

night ; 
And what that wife of great, great, great 

renown, 
Make her own caps, and dam a thread-bare 

gown? 
What tMde the charming Lad^ Maryt fly 
Marchesi's squeeze for Pacchierotti's si^h ? 
What Master Edgecombe deal in rhymmg 

ware, 
What, but to put all Cawsandt in a stare ? 
Sweet child of verse, who, with importance 

Pleased its own self, and eternized a 

pifif >§ 
Whilst, mad an equal weight of praise to 

share. 
Old Mount plays Punchinello to a hair. 
What makes a girl the shops for novels 

rove ? 
The sweet impossibilities of love ? 
Quixotic deeds to catch the flying fair ; 
To pant at dangers, and at marvels stare. 
What prompteth Chloe, conscious of the ' 

charms 
That crowd the souls of swains with wild 

alarms. 
To give the swelling bosom's milk-white 

skin 
A veil of gauze so marvellously thin ? 


I 


• Bit Joseob Banki. f Lady Mary Duneao. 
A dinall fishing town near Mount Edgecumbe. 

, This pig, Cupid, who many years ago fell in 
love with the Earl, has a monument erected tp his 
memory, with an inscription on it by Lord Vaile- 
tort, the EarPs son.—It Is said, that his Majesty, 
when at Mount Edgecumbe, happening to be grave- 
ly pondering, near his grave, the Uueen who was 
at some distance, asked him, what he was looking 
at so seriously ? His Majestv, with a graat deal of 
humour, immediately replied, " The ikmUy vault, 
Charly } family vault, &mily vault.*' 
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What, bat a kind iotention of the fair 
To treat the eyes of ahepherds with a stare ? 
Behold ! Religion's self, celestial dame, 
Founds on the rock of miracle her fame : 
A sacred building, that defies decay, 
That ein'e wild waves can never wash 

away : 
What made John RoUe* (except for Exon's 

stare) 
Drill'Seijeant to the alderman and mayor : 
£ro from the hall he led his chosen bands, 
To view tiie King of Nations, and kiss 

hands ? 
How rarely man the haunts of wisdom 

seeks. 
Pleased with the life of cabbages and leeks ! 
Though formed to plough the soil, divinely 

strong, 
'Tis famine goads him, like an ox, along : 
But Bruce, on curiosity's wild wings. 
Darts, hawk-like, where the game oi mar- 
vel springs; 
Let envy kindle with the blush of shame, 
That dares to call thee, Bruce, a thief of 

fame. 
Pleased to thy wonder's vortex to be drawn, 
A thousand yolames could not make me 

yawn : 
And (O, accept a salutary hint)— 
The world will read as fiwt •■ thou canst 

print. 

Coned by the goose's, and the critic's 

quill, 
What tortures tear as, and what horrors 

thrill I 
Thus, that small imp, a tooth, a simple 

bone. 
Can make fair ladies and great heroes 

groan; 
Tear hopeless virgins from their happy 

dream, 
And bid for doctors, 'stead of sweethearts, 

scream; 
In tears the tender tossing infant steep. 
And from its eyelids brush the dews of 

sleep; 


* Mr John Bolle's dread of Adiura in the eti- 
quette of preeentment to bis majesty, when at Exe- 
ter, prevailed on him to talse a deal of trouble witb 
Sratiemen wbo were to be introdaced at the levee, 
ut, in spite of all bis intellectual powers, wbicb, 
like his corporeal, are of more than ordinary tez- 
tttre, much disorder happened j indeed, the best of 
kings was three or four times nearly overturned. 
Many were the sentlemen that MrRoile was forced 
to place himself behind, to poll down properly on 
their Icnees, and many were the gentlemen he 
was obliged to ran, after, and make them fbce to 
the right about, woo uncourteously. though un- 
wittingly, in quitting the presence, baa turned their 
onpolishod tails on majesty. 


Where, witli a cheek in cherub blushes 

dressed, 
It seeks, with fruitless cries, its vanished 

rest 
Far different* thou, erect in conscious pride. 
Colossal dar'st, the critic host bestride ; 
Like yelping coward curs canst make them 

skip. , 

And tremble at the thunder of thy whipi 

How hard that thou, a basy working bee, 
Shoald'st range from flower to flower, from 

tree to tree : 
Fly loaded home from shrubs of richest 

prime, 
Egyptian, Nubian, Abyssinian thyme, 
And plundering drones * upon thine honey 

thrive, 
Who never gave an atom to the hive ! 
Huge whale of marvel-hunters, further 

say. 
And glad the present and the future day ; 
Speak ! did no ansel, proud to intervene, 
Bear thee, like Habbakuk, from scene to 

scene ? 

Lo ! moon-eyed Wonder opes her lap to 
thee: 

How niggardly, alas ! to luckless me ! 

Where'er through trackless woods thy 
luckier tray, 

Marvels, like dew-drope, beam on every 
spray, 

Blessed man I whate'er thou wiahest to be- 
hold, 

Nature as strongly wishes to unfold ; 

Of all her wardrobe offers every rag^ 

Of which thy skill hath formed a conjuror's 

l>A£r* 
Thy deeds are giants, covering ours with 

shame! 

Poor wasted pities 1 skeletons of fame ! 

To thee how lundly hath thy genius given 

The massy keys of yonder star-clad heaven; 

With leave, whene'er thou wishest to un- 
lock it. 

To put a few eclipses in thy pocket ! 

Nature, where'er thou tread'st, exalts her 
form; 

The whispering zephyr swells a howling 
storm; 

Where jpebbles lay, and rivulets purled be- 
fore* 

Huge promontories rise, and oceans roar. 

Thrice envied man (if truth each volume 
singf), 

Thy life how happy ! hand and glove with 
kings ! 

« Alludhig to an abridgment of Mr Brace's 
Travels. 
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A limple swain, a stranger to a throne, 

I ne'er sat down with kings to pick a 
bone ! 

For smiles I gaped not, cfoached not for 
assistance ; 

Bat paid my salutations at a distance : 

Yet uve, O kings, to see a distant date. 

Because I've got a pretty good estate ; 

A comely spot near Helicon, that thrives ; 

A leasehold, though, that hangs upon your 
lives ; 

Let to George Kearsley, at a moderate rent ; 

Enough for me, poor swain, it brings con> 
tent. 

Were heaven to place a crown npon my 
head 

So meek, so modest, I should faint with 
dread ; 

And, like some honest bishop, with a sigh, 

** Pity my greatness, Lord !' would be my 
cry. 

Poets, like spiders, now-a-days must spin, 

Even from themselves, the threads of life 
so thin. 

Nought pleaseth now the rulers of great na- 
tions, 

But books of wonder, and sweet dedica- 
tions. 

Kings, like the mountains of the moon, in- 
deed. 

Proud of their stature, lift a lofty head ; 

Heads, like the mountains also, cold and 
raw. 

That, ice-enveloped, seldom feel a thaw. 

O, may the worst of ills my soul betide, 

For tne if ever love -sick lady died ! 

If fatal darts from these two eyes of mine, 

Played havoc with fair ladies hearts, like 
thine : 

No, no! I ever a hard bargain drove, 

And purchased every atom of my love. 

O Bruce, I own, all candonr, that I look 

With envy, downright envy, on thy book ; 

A book, like Psalmanazar's, formed to last. 

That gives th' historic eye a sweet repast ; 

A book, like Mandeville's, that yields de- 
light. 

And puts poor probability to flight; 

A book that even Pontopidan would own ) 

A book most humbly offered to the throne ; 

A book, how happy, which the king of isles 

Admires (says rumour), and received with 
smiles! 

The fool, with equal gape, astonished 

sees, 
Through Wonder's glasses, elephants and 

fleas; 
But thou, in Wonder's school long bred, 

fiili grown. 
Art pleased, indeed, with elephants alone : 


Hadst thou been God, an insult to thj 
sight. 

Thy majesty had scorned to make a mite. 

Enow, where th' Atlantic holds th* on- 
wieldly whale, 

IVIy heart had panted at the monster's tail : 

Had Bruce been there, th' invincible, the 
brave. 

How had he dashed at once beneath the 
wave ! 

Bold with his dirk the mighty fish pursued, 

And stained whole leagues of ocean with 
his blood ; 

Then rising glorious from the great attack, 

Graced with the watery tyrant on his back ! 

'Midst those fair isles,* the happy isles of 

old. 
Plains that the ghosts of kings and chiefii 

patrolled. 
These eyes have seen ; bat, let me truth 

confess. 
No royal spectre came these eyes to bless : 
To no one chieftain-phantom, too, I vow, 
With reverence did i ever make my bow : 
Grone to make room, poor ghosto, so fate 

inclines, 
For gangs of lazy Spaniards and their 

vines. 
But had thy foot, illustrious traveller, trod, 
Like me, the precincts of th' Elysian sod, 
Full of inquiry, eaay, nnconfounded. 
By sceptres hadst thou quickly been sur- 
rounded ; 
Then had we heard thy book of wonder 

boast. 
How Bruce the brave shook hands with 

^ every ghost ! 
In vain did I phenomena pursue. 
For Wonder waits upon the chosen few. 
Whate*er I saw required no witeh's storm — 
Slight deeds, that Nature could with ease 

perform! 
Audacious, to purloin my flesh and fish. 
No golden eagles hopped into my dish. 
Nor crocodiles, by love of knowledge led, 
To mark my figure, left their ooiy oed ; 
Nor loaded camelsj to provoke my stere, 
Sublimely whirled, like straws, amid the 

air; 
Nor, happy in a stomach formed of steel, 
On roarmg lions have I made a raeal. 
Unequal minfi with lions' bones to cope : 
Thy jaws can only on such viands ope. 
O hadst thou trod, like me, the happy isle, 
Whose mountaint treats all mountains with 

a smile : 


* The Canaries, or the Insuln FortunaUB of the 
Anctonts. 
t TenerilTe. 
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Bold hadst thoa climbed th' aacent, an easy 

matteri 
And, nobly darin||r, louved into the crater ; 
Then oat Bgain hadet vaulted with a hop. 
Quick as a iweeper from a chimney-top. 
O, had thy cnrioui eye beheld like mine^ 
The lalo* which glads the heart with rich- 
est wine ! 
Beneath its yinee^ with common clusters 

crowned, 
At eve my wandering steps a passage foand, 
Where rose the hut, ana, neither rich nor 

poor, 
The 'wife and husband seated at the door. 
Touched, when the labours of Uie day were 

done. 
The wire of mnsio to the setting sun ; 
Where, blessed, a tender offspring ranged 

around, 
Joined their small Yoices to the silver 

sound: 
But had thine eye this simple scene ex- 
plored, 
The man at once had sprung a sceptered 

lord; 
Princes and princesses the haims had been ; 
The hut a palace, and the wife a qneen ; 
Their golden harps had ravished thy two 

ears. 
And beggared all the music of the spheres ; 
So kino IS Nature always pleased to be, 
When visited by favourites like thee ! 
Strange ! thon liast seen the land, that, to 

its ahame, 
Ne*er heard onr good king's virtues nor his 

name !' 
I've only seen those regions, let me say, 
Where his great virtaes never found their 

way. 

Alas ! I never met with royal scenes! 
No vomits gave to Abyssinian queens I 
Drew not from royal arms the purple 

tide, 
Nor scotched with fleams a sceptered lady's 

hide ; 
Nor, in anatomy so tery stont^ 
Ventured to tarn a princess inside out ; 
Nor, blushing, stripped me to the very 

skin, 
To give a royal blackamoor a grin. 
I never saw (with ignorance I own) 
Mule-mounted monarchs seek th' imperial 

throne ; 
Which mule the carpet spoiled — a dirty 

beast I 
First stalled ; — then— What ? — Oblivion 

cloud the rest. 


2D 


* Madeira. 


1 saw no king, whose subjects formed a riot. 
And, imp-like, howled around him for his 

quiet 
Nor have f been where men (what loss, 

alas !) 
Kill half a cow, and turn the rest to grass. 
Where'er, great traveller, thon art pleased 

to tread, 
The teeming skies rain wonders on thy 

head: 
No common birth to greet thy eye appears. 
But sacred labours of a thousand years. 
Where'er the Nile shall poor the smallest 

sluice. 
The rills shall curl into the name of Bruce. 
And, lo ! a universe his praise shall utter, 
Who, first of mortals, found her parent 

gutter ; ^ 

And, let me add, of gntters, too, the queen. 
Without whose womb the Nile had never 

been. 
Thus, many a man, whoee deeds have made 

a pother. 
Has had a scurvy father or a mother. 
O, formed in arts and science to surpass. 
To whom even Valour is an arrant ass ; 

Bruce, meet surely Travel's eldest son, 
Tell, pr'ythee, all that thou hast seen and 

done ! 

1 fear thou hideet half thy feats, unkind ; 
A thousand wonders, ah ! remain behind ! 
Where is the chariot- wheel, with Pharaoh's 

name, 
Fished from the old Red Sea, to swell thy 

fame ? 
Where the horse-shoe with Pharaoh's arms, 

and found 
Where wicked PharA>h and his host were 

drowned ? « 
Where of that stone a slice, and fresh ac* 

count. 
Given by the Lord to Moses on the Mount? 
And where a slice of that stone's eldest 

brother, < 

That, broken, forced th' All- Wise t' en- 
grave another ? 
Where of the cradle, too, a sacred rush? 
Where a true charcoal of the burning bush ? 
And, O, the jewel, curious gem, mj^^^^ 
That dangled from the Queen <^3heba's 

nose. 
When, with hard questions, and two roguish 

eyes, 
She rode to puzzle Solomon the Wise f 
Sagacious terrier in Discovery's mine. 
Shall Nature form no more a nose like 

thine ? 
No more displayed the pearls of wonder 

beam, 
When thou, great man, art past the Stygian 

stream? 
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To Afric wilt thoa never, Brace, return ? 
Htiwl, Britain ! Europe, Abyssinia, mourn ! 
Droop shall Discovery's wing, her bosom 

■igh. 
And Marvol meet no more the ravished 

eye; 
Nature outstep her modesty no more ; 
Her cataracts of wonder cease to roar. 
Forced to a common channel to subside, 
And pour no longer an astounding tide ? 
O bid not yet thy lucky labours cease : 
Still let the land of wonder feel increase : 
Thy loads of dung, delightful ordure, yield, 
And blossom with fertility the field : 
Gates, hedges mend, that ignorance polled 

down. 
And bring in triumph back each kidnapped 

town. 
Though envy damns thy volumes of sur- 
prise, 
Blessed, I devour them with unsated eyes ! 
What though sour Johnson cried, with 

cynic sneer, 
*' I deemed at first, indeed, Bruce bad been 

there : 
But soon the eye of keen investigation. 
Proved all the fellow's tale a fabrication." 
But, who, alas ! on Johnson's word relies. 
Who saw the too kind North with jaun- 
diced eyes ; 
Who rode to Hawthomden's fair scene by 

night. 
For fear a Scottish tree might wound his 

sight ; 
And, bent from decent candour to depart. 
Allowed a Scotsman neither head nor heart ! 
Grant fiction half thv volumes of surprise, 
Hlffh in the scale of^erit shalt thou rise : 
Still to Fame's temple; dost thou boost pre- 
tension ; 
For thine the raraavis of invention ! 
And, lo! amidst thy work of labonring 

years, 
A dignity of egotism appears ; 
A style that classic authors iHionld pursue *, 
A style that peerless Katerfelto* knew ! 
Thou dear man-mountain of discoveiy, run; 
Again attempt an Abyssinian sun : 
Yes, gtt $ a second journey, Bruce, pursue ; 
More volumes of rich history bring to 

viow. 
O, run ere Time the spectered tombs in- 
vade, 
And seize the crumbling wonders from the 

shade ; 
Crowd with fair columns, struck by Time, 

tliy page, 
And snatch the falling grandeur frop his 
rage: 

* A late celebrated philosopher and conjuror. 


Give tliat old Time a vomit, too, and draw 
More of Egyptian marvels from his maw ', 
Bid him disgorge (by moderns called a 

humj) 
Scratched by ten thousand travellers, Mem- 

non's bum ; 
And, what all rarities must needs surpass. 
The tail, the curious tail, of Balaam's ass. 
Say, what sliould stop, O Bruce, thy grand 

career ; 
Of Fame the ikvourite, and no child of fear ? 
Danger's huge form, so dread to' vulgar 

eyes. 
Pants at thy preeence, and a coward flies. 
Where other travellers, fraught with terror, 

roam, 
Lo ! Bruce in wonder-land is quite at homo ; 
The same cool eye on Nature's forma looks 

down ; 
Lions and rats, the courtier and the down. 
Whate'er thine action, wonder crowds the 

tale ; 
It smells of Brobdignag — it boasts a scale ! 
Fond of the lofly, Bruce no pigmy loves — 
Who likes a pigmy, that a giant moves ? 
Again— what pigmy with a form of lath, 
Lost in his shadow, likes the man of Gath f 
I be bowerly hostess, for a cart-horse fit. 
Scorn Daphne's reed -like shape, and calls 

hor chit ; 
Whilst on the rough robustious lump of na- 
ture. 
Contemptuous Daphne whispers, ** What 

a creature !" 
Pity, ^pursuits like thine should feel a pause, 
More than half smothered by fair Fame's 

applause \ 
I see thee safe returned from Marvel's 

mine. 
Whose gems in every rock so precious 

shine ; 
Proud of the product of a world unknown, 
Unloading all thy treasure at the throne; 
While courtiers cry aloud with one ac- 
cord, 
" Most marvellous is the reign of George 

the Third I" 
How like the butchers' boys wo sometimes 

meet, 
Stuck round with bladders, in a London 

street : 
In full blown majesty who move, and drop 
The bloated burden in an oilman's shop ; 
Whilst country bumpkins, gazing at the 

door, 
Cry, " They ne'er zeed zo vine a zight he- 

«we." 

I see old Nile, the king of floods, arise, 
Shake hands, and welcome thee with happy 
eyes J 
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Otters and alligalura in his train. 

Made by thy five immortal volumee yain ; 

Weasel* and polecats, sheregrig^, carrion- 

crows. 
Seen and smelt only by thine eyes and 

nose. 
" Son of the arts, and consin of a kin^, 
Loudaa a kettle-dram whose actions nng," 
Exclaim the king of floods, "thy books 

I've read, 
And for thy birth-place, envy brother 

Tweed." ' 
O Bruce, by Fame for ever to be sung ; 
Job's war-horse fierce, thy neck with thun- 
der hung; 
When enviouaDeath shall pnt thee in his 

stable. 
Snipped life's fine thread, that should have 

been a cable ; 
Lo ! to thy memory shall the marble swell, 
Mausoleum huge, and all thy actions tell ! 
Here, in fair sculpture, tke recording 

stones 
Shall give thee gloriona, crackin|^ lions' 

■bones : 
There, which the squeamish souls of Bri- 
tain shocks. 
Rich steaks devouring from the living ox ; 
Here, staring on thee from the realm of 

water, 
Full many a virtuoso alligator; 
There, Bruce informing queens, in naked 

pride, 
The feel and colour of a Scotsman's hide ; 
Here of the genealogy a tree, 
Branching from Solomon's wise trunk to 

thee : 
There, with a valour nought could dare 

withstand, 
Bruce fighting aq hyena hand to hand : 
Which dread hyena (what a beast un- 
couth !) 
Fought with a pound of candles in his 

mouth : 
Here temples bursting glorious on the view, 
Which History, though a gossip, never 

knew: 
There columns starting from the earth and 

flood, 
Just like the razor-fish from sand and 

mud; « 

Here a wise monarch, with voracious looks. 
Receiving all thy drawings and thy books ; 
Whilst Fame behind him all so solemn 

smgs 
The liberal spirit of the best of kings. 

Man says, O Bruce, that thou wert hardly 
used ; 
That oar great king at first thy book re- 
fused ; 


indeed, looked grimly 'midst his courtier 

crew, 
Who, gentle courtiers! all looked grimly 

too! 
Thus, when in black the lofly sky looks 

down. 
The sympathizing sea reflects a frown ; 
Vale, cattle, reptile, insect, man and maid. 
All mope, and seem to sorrow in the shade. 

Steep is th' ascent, and narrow is the 

road, 
Ah me ! that leads lo Fame's divine abode : 
Yet thick (through lanes, like pilgrimaging 

rats, 
Unawed by mortals, and unscared by cats,) 
What crawling hosts attempt her sacred 

faue, 
And dizzy, drunk-like, tumble back again ; 
Fast as the swains, whose arms the damsels 

fill. 
Embrace of elegance down Greenwich 

Hill; 
Whilst thou, Briareus-like, with dauntless 

air, 
Resolved to ravish Fame, immortal fair ; 
Just like our Iiondon bullies with the 

whores, 
Hast scaled the doud-capt height, and 

forced her doors ! 
O^ formed the travellers of the east to 

scare, 
Although thy powers are mighty, learn to 

spare : 
Dog should not prey on dog, the proverb 

says: 
Allow, then, brother travellers crumbs of 

E raise; 
ee, let others reap applause, and 

rise 
By daring visits to Egyptian skies : 
But, calmly, lo ! thou canst not see them 

pass ; 
" This is a rogue or fool, and that's an 

ass." 
Thus on a tree, whene'er the weather's 

fine, 
Jack Ketch, the spider, weaves the fatal 

line ; 
Beneath a leaf he hides, with watchful e^e, 
Now darts, and roping hangs the travelling 

fly. 
Again, most tiresome, let me say. Go, go. 
Proceed, and all about it let us know : 
Led safely by thine enterprising star. 
Hyenas shall not with thy journey war : 
Un-eat by tigers, dare the rorest's gloom. 
To bid the barren field of knowledge bloom : 
Wave o'er new pyramids thine eagle wings, 
And, hound- like, scent fresh tombs of an- 
cient kings, 
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Which time had buried with the mighty dead , 
And cold oblivion swallowed in her ihado : 
And mind ('tis History's province to sur- 

prive) 
That tales are sweetest, that sound most 

like lies. 


As the confessed superioritv of Mr Bruce 
to Mr Bos well entitles him to a more 
eminent mark of distinction^ I have add> 
ed an Ode, in my best manner, to this 
Complimentary Epistle, which the Con- 
gratulatory Kpistle of Mr Boswell cannot 
biiast. 

ODE TO JAMES BRUCE, ESQ. 

O Brucc, for this bis short and sweet epistle, 
Thou bidd'st, perhaps, the gentle bard " go 
whistle 'j* 
Or somewhat worse, perchance, that 
rhymes to knight ; 
That is to say, knights of the blade, 
One time so busy in the dubbing-trade, 
That, like to silYer, it was shouldered 
bright 

Pity by hungnr critics thou should'st fall, 
So clever, and so formed to please us all ! 
Again 1 — by roval favour all-surrounded, 
Abalm so rich, like cloves and nutmegs 

pounded ! 
Thus the bag fox, (how cruelly, alack !) 
Turned out with turpentine upon his back. 
Amidst the war of hounds and hunters flies ; 
Shows sport; but, luckless, by his frag- 
rance dies ! 

Safe flrom the fury of the critic hounds, 
O Bruce, thou troadest Abyssinian grounds : 

Nor can our British noses hunt thy foil : 
Indeed, thou need'st not dread th' event ; 
Surrounding clouds destroy the scent. 

And mock their most sagacious toil : 
Yes, in thy darkness thou shalt leave the 

dogs; 
For hares, the hunters say, run best in fogs. 

Of thee and me, two great ph;|rsicians, 
How different are the dispositions ! 
Thy soul delights in wonder, pomp, and 
bustle ; 
Mine in th' unmarvellous and placid scene, 
Plain as the hut* of our good king and 
queen ; — 
I imitate the stationary muscle. 

* A bouse close by the ^orioiu castle of Wind- 
sor. 


Yet, boldly thou, O Bruce, again pro- 
ceed; 
Of Wonder ope the fountain head ; 

Deluge the land with Abyssinian ware ; 
Whilst I, a simple son of peace. 
The world ofbagattUe increase, 

By love-aick sonnets to the fair : 

Now to Sir Joseph, now a duke, now 

wren, 
Now Robin Red-breast, dedicate the pen ; 
Now glow-worm, child of shade and 

light, not flame ; 
To whom, of wicked wits, the tuneful 

art. 
So very apt, indeed, from truth to start. 
Compares the nightly street-meandering 

dame. 

Mild insect, harmless as myself, I ween ; 
Thou little planet of the rural scene. 
When summer warms the valleys with her 

rays; 
Accept a trifling sonnet to thy praise. 


ODE TO THE GLOW-WORM. 

Bright stranger, welcome to my field, 

Here feed in safety, here thy radiance 
yield ; 
To me, O nightly be thy splendour giv- 
en: 

Oh, could a wish of mine the skies com* 
mand. 

How would I gem thy leaf with liberal 
hand, 
With every sweetest dew of heaven I 

Say, dost thou kindly light the fairy 

train, 
Amidst their gambols on the stilly plain. 
Hanging thy lamp upon the moistened 
blade ? 
What lamp so fit, so pure as thine. 
Amidst the gentle elfin band to shine, 
And chase the horrors of the midnight 
shade P 

Oh ! may no feathered foe disturb thy bow- 
er, 

And with barbarian beak thy life devour : 
Oh! may no ruthless torrent of the 
sky, 

O'erwhelming, force thee from thy dewy 
seat; 

Nor tempests tear thee from thy green re- 
treat. 
And bid thee 'midst the humming my- 
riads die ! 
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Qoeen of the insect- world, what leaves de- 
light ? 
Of such these willing hands a bower 
shall form, 
To gvard thee from the rathing rains of 
night, 
And bide thee from the wild wing of the 
storm. 

Sweet child of stillness, 'midst the awfnl 
calm 
Of pausing Nature, thou art pleased to 
dwell ; 
In happy silence to enjoy thy balm. 
And shed, tbroogh life, a lustre round 
thy cell. 

How different man, the imp of noise and 
strife. 

Who courts the storm that tears and dark- 
ens life ; 
Blessed when the passions wild the soul 
invade ! 

How nobler far to bid those whirlwinds 
cease ; 

To taste, like thee, the luxury of peace, 
And shine in solitude and shade ! 


THE GHOST! 

▲ RXAI* ACOOUirT or TBB APPEARAKOB 
or BAACLAY THB APOLiOOIST TO THE 
BANKRUPT BAKKBR, ALIAS THB DSri- 
CIBNT DISCOUNTER, ALIAS THE PRIMI- 
TIVE QUAXBR ! rAITHFUIiLY REPORTED 
BY PXTBR PINDAR, EB^ 


<«I have nsed BimUiCodes.»* 


Tlie cause of the Supematarsl Resanecdon. 

The spirit of the sophistical Apologist hath 
arisen to reproach his collateral descend- 
ant (the Bankrupt Banker) with audacity, 
extravagance, and profusion, when his 
cash ought to baj^ppropriated to the pay- 
ment of his pillaged creditors — ^instead 
of supporting an equipage, &c. &c. — 
after the very miserable dividend of six- 
pence in the pound. — His late partners 
are not alluded to in this spiritual visita- 
tion, they being absolutely insolvent; 
while he is striding in the road to frau- 
dulent opulence — u fame says true ! 


*TwAS at the darksome midnight hour, 

When all were fast asleep, 
In stalked sage Barclay's grimly ghost, 

And stood at Tretton's teet. 

His face was like a brumal morn. 

Clad in December's cloud ; 
His withered trembling hand upheld 

A solemn sombre shroud. 

" Awake," he cries, ** perturbed I come 

From out jd^ m'idnight ffrave, 
To paint thy sins, thou pallid wretch. 

Let mo thy black soul save ! 

Oh ! oh ! degenerate quaker ! 

** I come to warn thee of great guilt; 

In fraud hath been thy gain ; 
Think of thv follies, vices, crimes — 

And dread eternal pain ; 

Oh ! oh ! degenerate quaker ! 

" How canst thou hope to prosper here, 

And basest steps to take ; 
To pay with sixpence in the pound ; 

Awake, thou nend, awake ! 

Oh ! oh ! degenerate quaker ! 

" And sell thy chariot, turn from fraud ; 

Ah ! well may'st thou look pale ; 
Creditors wronged, and footmen kept— 

To the gallows, or the jail I 

Oh ! oh ! degenerate quaker ! 

"But, hark ! the cock hath warned me hence, 

A long, a last adieu ! 
Discharge thy debts, thy harlot leave !* 

I groan thy end to view ! 

Oh ! oh ! degenerate quaker l" 

The lark sung out, the morning smiled. 
She raised Tier glittering head ! 

Pale Tretton quakes in every limb, 
And Barclay shook the bed ! 

And vanished ! — Now, all jrhastly pale, 

He dreads the coming night ; 
Neglects his twisted hair and boots, 

Spruce clothes and ruffles white ! 

Repent and pay, apostate quaker ! 

God prosper long our noble king. 
Our lives and safeties all ; 


* See the Tete-a-tete of the town and Coantrjr 
Magazine for April ; the Attic Bf lacellany for July 
1791 , under the article " Primitive Ouaker ;*> ** Mo- 
dem Pn^naltka,*' p. 38 ; and most of the morn- 
ing prints.— le it nut a great disgrace to the (mak- 
ers, not to dlaown such a miscreant, becauae he Is 
connected with wealthy jndivldaala f 


S80 


PETER PINDAR. 


And grant that we may warning take 
By Johnny Tretton's call ! 


ODE TO A WELCH MOUNTAIN. 

Near yonder solitary tower, 

'Lone glooming 'midst the mo.ony light, 
I roarn at midnight's spectred hour, 

And climb tlie wild majestic height : 
Low to the mountain let me rererent 

bow, 
Where Wisdom, Virtue, taught their founts 
to flow. 

Pale on a rock's aspiring steep, 

Behold a, Druid sits forlorn, 
I see the white-robed phantom weep, 

I bear his harp of sorrow mourn. 
The vanished grore provokes his deepest 

sigh, 
And altars opened to the gazing eye. 

Permit me, Druid, here to stray. 
And ponder 'mid thy drear retreat ; 

To wail the solitary way 

Where Wisdom held her hallowed seat; 

Here let me roam, in spite of Folly's 
smile, 

A pensive pilgrim, o'er each pitied pile. 

Poor ghost! no more the Druid race 
Shall here their sacred fires relume : 

No more their showera of incense blaze ; 
No more their taper? gild the gloom. 

Lo! snakes obscene along the templea 
creep, 

And foxes on the broken altars sleep. 

No more beneath the golden brook 
- The treasures of the grove shall fall ; 
Time triumphs o'er each blasted oak. 
Whose power at length shall crush the 
ball. 
Led by the wrinkled power, with gladdened 

mien, 
Gigantic Ruin treads the weeping scene. 

No more the bards, in strains sublime, 
The actions of the brave proclaim. 

Thus rescuing from the rage of time 
Each glorious deed approved by fame. 

Deep in the dust each lyre is laid unstrung,. 

While mute for- ever stops each tuneful 
tongue. 

Here Wisdom's, Virtue's awful voice 
Inspired the youths of ComwaH's plains ; 

With such no more these hills rejoice, 
But sullen, death-l^e, silence reigns, 


While - Melancholy, in yon mouldering 

tower. 
Sits listening to old Ocean's distant roar. 

Let others, heedless of the hill. 

With eye incurious pass along ; 
My muse with grief the scene shall fill. 
And swell with soflest sighs ber song. 
Ah! pleased each Druid mansion to de- 
plore, 
Where Wisdom, Virtue dwelt, but dwell 
no more. 


ODES TO MR PAINE, 

AUTHOR or " RIGHTS OW MAH.^ 


jSwU aliquid brnibu* OyoriSf vel caretn dignnvHf 
Sft frit «M« oii^M.— Jttvenal. 


ODE I. 


O Pains I thy vast endeavour I admire I 
How brave the hope to set a realm on fire ! 
Ambition, smiling, praised thy giant 
wish : 
Compared to thee, the man, to gain a 

name. 
Who to Diana's temple put the flame, 
A simple minnow to the prince of fish. 

Say, did'st thou fear that BrUain was too 

blessed 
Of peace, thou most delicions pest? 
How shameful that this pin's-head of an 

isle, 
Whilst half the globe's in grief, should 

wear a smile ! 
How dares the wren amidst his hedges 

sing. 
Whilst eagles droop the beak, and flag the 

^ing ? 

O must the scythe of Desolation sleep. 
So keen for carnage, stay its migt^ty sweep. 
And Havoc on his hunter drop his 
lash ; 
Spurred, armed, and ripe to storm with 

groans the sky, 
To chase an empire, and enioy the cry. 
The cry of millions — what a glorioui 
crash ! 

What pity thy combustibles were bad ! 
How Death had grinned delight, and Hell 
been glad, 
To see our liberties o'erturning ; 
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And War, whose expectation tiptoe stood, 
Ready for hills of slain, and seas of blood, 
Who drops his death's-head flag, and 
puts on mourning. 

Why, cur-like, didst thou sneak away, nay, 

fly? 
Dread'st thon of angered Justice, the sharp 

eye ? 
Return, and bring Mesdames Possardes 

alon?: 
And lo, with friendship's squeeze and fire 

to meet them ; 
And oaths of everv hue to greet them. 
The sisterhood of Billingsgate shall 

throng. 

The jails itoay open all their dreary 

cells. 
Where Horror, brooding on damnation, 
dwells, 
And vomit forth their ffrisly bands ; 
Surrounded by this squalid host, 
Paine shall their leader be, and boast ; 
Paine, Gordon, and Rebellion, shall 
shake hands. 

Importance, in a nut-shell hide thy 
head! 
I deemed myself a dare-devil in rhymci 
To whisper to a king of modern time. 
And try to shake a royal foible dead ; 
Whilst, dauntless, thou of treason mak*st 

no bones. 
Bat strik'st at kings themselves upon their 
thrones ! 


ODE II. 

Hkll hears our prayer ! — all is not loet — 

Behold a chosen few, a host. 
Stand forth the champions of the glorious 
cause ! 

The jails are opening !— hark ! the iron- 
doors! 

Chains clank ! — the brazen throat of Tu- 
mult roars ; 
And, lo, the destined victims of the 
laws! 

Disgorged, they pour kx darkening tribes 
along, 

And mingle with our democratic throng ! 

Bedlam unlocks her melancholy cells ! 
Forth rush the maniacs grim, with joyful 

yells ; 
They tear their blankets, clap their 

frenzied hands ; 


I'hey grind their teelh, they dance, they 

foam, they stare ; 
They rend with bursts of laughter wild the 

air; 
And join, they know not why, our 

thickening bands. 

Thou (tun, withdraw thy hated day ; 

'To Elhiop darkness yield thv reign ; 
And hide in clouds, O moon, thy ray, 

Nor peep upon our spectre scene !— 
Though faint thy solitary light. 
We feel thy feeble beam too bright. 

, Ah ! Peace, thy triumph now is o'er ! 

Thy cheek, so cheerful, smiles no more: 
Thine eye with disappointment glooms ! 

Our music shall be Nature's cry ; 

Our ears shall feast on Pity's sigh — 
Lo, haggard Death prepares his tombs ! 

Hot with the fascinating grape, we reel ; 

The full proud spirit of rebellion feel ; — 
Son of Sedition, daring Paine, 

Whilst speech endues thy treason tongue. 

Bid the roof ring with damned song, 
And Erebus shall echo back the strain. 


SONG, BT MR PAINE. 

Come, good fellows all — Confusion's the 
toast, 
And success to our excellent cause : — 
As we've nothing to lose, lo, nought can 
be lost ; 
So, perdition to monarchs and laws ! 

France shows us the way— an example how 
great I 
Then, like Frwice, let us stir op a 
riot; • 

May our names be preserved by some dam- 
nable feat, 
For what but a wretch would lie qniet ? 

As we all are poor rogues, 'tis most certain- 
ly right 
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder ; 
Like the thieves who set fire to a dwelling 
by night. 
And come in for a share of the'plunder. 

Whoever for mischief Invents the best 
plan. 
Best murders, sets fire, and knocks 
down. 
The thanks of our club shall be given to 
that man. 
And hemlock shall form him a crown. 
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Our empira hast towered' with a Inatre too 
Ions; 
Then blot ont this wonderful san ; 
Let OS arm then at once, and in confidence 
strong, 
Complete what dark Gordon began. 

But grant a defeat — we are hanged, and 
that's all, 
A panishment light as a feather ;— 
Tet we triumph in death, as we Catilines 
fall. 
And go to the devil together. 


THE REMONSTRANCE. 


JiUtg0r vitm »eel0ri»qu9pwu»f ^e. ^c. 


Hor. 


The man of dove-like Innocence a nmple, 
Bo eweet ! so mild ! mytelf now, far example, 
Disdalneof goeelp Ame the tittle tattle ; 
He begi no newepeper to fight hie battle— 
Unmoved, with equal eye on all lie looks ; 
The Lord's anointed, and his lousy cooks. 

I deemed mde Clomoar, in my days ofyoath, 
The solemn voice of all-commanding Truth ; 

Bat now, no more creating awe and wonder ; 
Old empty hogsheads, rumbling in a cart, 
Tliat make m«« people gape, and stare, and start. 

As well maytell me, " If^sVs the noble thunder." 


WiDB gapes the thonghtless mouth of 

moon-eyed Wonder, 
Whilst '* gun, dram, trampet, blunderbuss, 

and thunder,*' 
With Calumny's dark hounds the bard 

pursue : 
** Bring on his marrow-bones th' apostate 

down, 
The turncoat is a flatterar of the crown ; 
Burn all his verses, biAn the author too." 

Such is the sound of millions, such the 

roar 
Of billows booming on the rocky shore ! 

'* How chan^d his note !" they cry, " now 

spinning rhymes 
In compliment to monarchs of the times. 
Who lately felt no mercy from his ran- 
cotir: 
The star-bedizened sycophants of state. 
Blue-ribboned knaves have bribed his 
pliant hate ; 
Behold him at St James' snug at anchor." 

Thus on my ears, so patient let me say, 
They pour their rough, rude peals of 
groundless clamour ; 


Battering, pell-mell, upon my head away, 
Just like on anvils the smith's sledge and 
hammer ! 

Howe'er the world in scorn may shake its 
head. 
Nor knave nor fool through me shall 
current pass ; 
Too honest yet, J thank my stars, to spread 
The Muse's silver o'er a lump of brass. 

I own the voice of Censure very proper : 
Greatly resembling a tobacco-stopper ; 
Confining all the seeds of fire so stout, 
And quick in growth, when left to run 
about : . 

But possibly I'm hardened — yes, I fear 
Her frequent strokes have formed a callous 
car. 

There was a time when Peter, ghost-like 
stared 
When Censure thundered— staiod with 
awe profound ; 

With sighs, to deprecate her wrath, pre- 
pared ; 
So chilled with horror at the solemn 
sound ! 

But hardened, soon he gave his ague 
o'er. 

Looked up, and smiled, and thought of her 
no more. 

Thus, when an earthquake bids Jamaica 
tremble. 

On Sunday all the folks to church assem- 
ble. 
To soothe Jehovah, so devoutly studying— 

Prostrate they vow to keep his holy laws : 

Returning home, they smite their hungry 
craws, • 
And scarce indulge them with a slice of 
pudding — 

Deeming, in earthquake-time, a dainty 
board 

A sad abomination to the Lord ! 

Ere Sunday comes again, their hearts re- 
cover ; 
The tempest of their fears blown over. 

Fled every terror of the burning lake. 
They think they have no business now with 

church ; 
So, calmly leave th' Almighty in the 
lurch. 
And sin it—till he gives a second shake. 

The ladies, too, have joined the general 

crv * 
What ! those divinities in Peter's eye ! 
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Angela in petticoats ! — ^it ill behoyes 'em : 
What ! bite the constant Stenlor of their 

praise, 
Who robbed the Moses of their sweetest 
lavs, 
To tell the world how much be loves *em ! 

The bard, who vouches for their harmless 
souls, 
And like another Cicero persuades. 
The frenzied e^e of admiration rolls — 
Ready to kneel and worship !em — O 
jades ! 

Ladies and gentlemen, 
Know, that 1 scorn a prostituted pen : 
No royal rotten wood my verse veneers — 

yield me, for a moment, yield your ears. 

Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fools 
indeed, 

Though kings may be, we must support 
the breed : 

Tet join I issue with you — ^yes, 'tis grant- 
ed. 
That through the world such royal folly 

rules, 
As bids us think thrones advertise for 
fools; 

Tet is a king a utensil much wanted — 

A screw, a nail, a bolt, to keep together 

The ship's old leaky sides in stormy wea* 
ther: 

Which screw, or nail, or bolt, its work per- 
forms. 

Though downright ignorant of ships and 
storms. 

1 knuckle not — ^I owe not to the great 
A thimble- full of obligation : 

Nor luscious wife have I, their lips to treat. 
To lift me to preferment's sunny station ; 

Like many a gentleman whom love pro- 
motes, 

Whose lofty front the ray of gold adorns ; 
Resembling certain most ingenious goats, 

That climb up precipices by their horns. 

I'm not obliged (believe my honest word) 
To kiss — what shall I call't? — of any lord : 
Not pepper-corn acknowledgment I owe 

'em; 
Nay, like the God of truth, I scarcely know 

'em. 

By me unpraised are dukfes and earls : 
At such most commonly my satire snarls — 
My pride, like theirs, the high-nosed elves, 
Who love what's equal only to themselves. 
2£ 


As for court virtues, wheresoe'er they lie, 
I leave them all to MiaUr Laureat Pye, 
The fashionable bard, whom courts revere ; 
Who trotteth, with a grave and goodly 

pace. 
Deep laden with his sovereign, twice a-year. 

Around Parnassus' old famous base : 
Not only proving his great king alive. 
But that, like docks, the royal virtues 

thrive. 

But I'm not qualified to be a hack ; 
Too proud to carry lumber on my back ; — 
Too dainty is my lady muse, I hope. 
Into a coal -shed to convert her shop ; 
Her shop, indeed, a very handsome room, 
Filled with rioh spices and Parnassian 
bloom. 

Court poets must create— K)n trifles rant— 
Make something out of nothing — l^td I 
can't ! 

Bards must bid virtues crowd on kings in 
swarms. 
However from such company remote ;— 
Just as good-natured heralds make up 
arms 
For nabob-robbers born without iPcoat. 

I'm a poor botching tailor for a court, 
Low bred on liver, and what clowns call 
mugget;* 
Besides, what greatly too my gains would 
hurt, 
I cannot sew gold lace upon a drugget. * 

Say not I'm turned towards the sceptred 

great ; 
Talk not of kings — I deem one half a 

cheat: 
Felt is their weakness — husks, mere husks 

of men ! 
Yes, thej create noHLUy — I know it ; 
The veriest idiot of them all can do it. 
And on the falcon's perch can place the 

wren. 

But can a king command th' ethereal flame 
That clothes with immortality a name ? 
Oh, could the race that fire ethereal 
catch ! 
But no such privilege to kings is given : 
So very low their interest lies in heaven, 
They can't command enough to light a 
match. 

No, Sirs, and therefore pray be civil ; 
I've not yet bargained with the devil. 

* Part of the entrails of certain cattle. 
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Tet fftant me sold — I've precedents n store ; 
Besides, we poets are confounded poor ! 
And, ah ! how hard to starve, to please 

Morality ! 
For Hunger, though a fairourite of old 

saints, 
Whose pinching virtue pious history paints, 
Is reckoned now a fellow of had quality : 
Not deemed a gentUman'—CBn*i show his 

face. 
Even where Saint Peter's children* give 

the grace ! 

A ros]^ sinner Luxury ycleped. 
Long in his place hath eat, and drunk, and 
slept 

Tes (as Tve said) we bards are mostly poor. 
Can scarcely drive gaunt Famine from the 

door ! 
That Helicon's a hellish stream, Ood 

knows ! 
Ah mo ! most rarely it Pactolian flows : 
Though sharp as hawks, and hungry too, 

and thick. 
Few are the golden grains that poets pick ; 
Aild yet each new adventurer of the Nine, 
Think ^11 Parnassus one mere golden mine. 

All tills by way of wild digression — 
And now for my political confession. 
Again, ye Crown •and-Aiichor sinners, 
I reprobate your revolution-dinners. 

Nature at times makes wretched wares ; 
(Amongst the smiling com like tares) 

Men with such miserable souls ! 
Nought pleases, from the moment of their 

birth; 
With horror for a while they blot the earth, 
Then, crab like, crawl into their bnrying- 
holes. 

How like a dreary dull December day, 
That shows his muddy discontented head, 

Lowers on the world awhile, then moves 
away 
In gloom and sullenness to bed. 

Have not our revolution host a few, 
Of souls of this same Ethiop hue ? 

Permit me. Sirs, to tell you, ye are mad ; 
Our case, althoagh not mortal , yet quite bad ; 

An ugly inflammation of the brain. 
Although a dull physician, I could find 
Something to calm the hurry of tlie mind, 

And bnng you back to common sense 
again — 

• Archbishops, bishops, &c. 


The stocks would do it, gentlemen, or jails ; 
A heavy nostrum— yet it rarely fails. 

Lo, Drunkenness, a blustering, bullying 

blade. 
The oocked-hat covering half one eye so 

brave. 
As though dread valour were his meat, his 

trade. 
Nature a driveller, and the world his 

slave ; 
He rants, roars, prays, howls, swears, on 

boldly goes, 
To seize sun, moon, and planets, by the 

nose; 

When, lo, Night's long-staffed guardian to 
him steals. 
Squints with one eye on him, and then 
the other : 
To pillow well his head, trips up his heels. 
And lays him on old earth, our common 
mother- 
Thence at the round-house, in about an 

hour. 
Renews his poor debilitated power 
Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, .see- 
ing — 
Tet is tins watchman, too, a heavy being.* 

Keel up lies France ! — Long may she keep 
that posture ! 

Her knavery, folly, on the rocks have toss- 
ed her ; 
Behold the thousands that surround the 
wreck ! 

Her cables parted, rudder gone, 

Split all her sails, her main-mast down. 
Choked all her pumps, broke in her 
deck; 

Sport for the winds, the billows o'er her 
roll ! 

Now am I glad of it with all my soul. 

France lifls the busy sword of blood no 

more; 

Lost to its giant grasp the withered 

hand : 

O say, what kingdom can her fate deplore. 

The dark disturber of each happy land ? 

To Britain an insidious damned lago— 
Remember, Englishmen, old Cato'scry, 
And keep that patriot model in your 
eye — 

His constant cry, " Delenda est Carthago," 

France is our Carthage, that sworn foe to 
Irtilh, 
Whose perfidy deserves th' eternal chain ! 
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And now she's down, our Britisk books 
forsooth 
Would lift the stabbing strumpet up 
again. 

Love I the French ?— By heavens, 'tis no 
such matter ! 

Who loves a Frenohman, wars with simple 
nature. 
What Frenchman loves a Briton? — 
None: 

Tet by the hand this enemy we take ; 

Yes, blundering Britons bosom up the 
snake, 
And feel themselves, too late indeed, un- 
done. 

The converse chaste of day, and oke of 

night, 
The kiss-clad moments of supreme delight. 

To Love's pure passion only due ; 
The seraph smile, that soft-eyed Friend- 
ship wears, 
And Sorrow's balm of sympathizing tears, 
Those iron fellows never knew. 

For this I hate them.— Art, all varnished 
art! 
This doth Experience every moment 
prove : 
And hollow must to all things be the heart. 
That foe to beauty, which deceives in 
love. 

Hear me, dame Nature, on those men of 

cork- 
Blush at a Frenchman's heart, thy handy- 
work; 
A dunghill, that luxuriant feeds 
The ^udy and the rankest weeds : 
Deception, grub-like, taints its very core. 
Like flies in carrion-^pr'ythee, make no 
more. 

Not but a neighbouring nation to the 
French 

Have morals that emit a stronger stench. 
That Christian noses scarcely can with- 
stand: 

The heart a dungeon, hollow, dark, and 
foul. 

The dwelling of the toad, snake, bat, and 
owl. 
Demons, and all the grimly spectre band. 

Mad fools ! — And can we deem the French 
profound, 
And, pleased, their infant politics em- 
brace. 
Who drag a noble pyramid to ground, 
Without one pebble to supply its place P 


Tet are they followed, praised, admired, 

adored, 
Be with such praise these ears no longer 

bored ! 
This moment could I prove it to the nation 

all, 
That verily a Frenchman is not rational. 

Tes, Frenchmen, this is my unvarying 

creed, 
" Tou are not rational indeed ; 
So low have fond conceit add folly sunk 

ye: 
Only a larger kind of monkey !" 

'< What art thou writing now," the World 
exclaims, 
"Thou man of brass?" 
Good World, no names, no names~I beg, 
no names, 
Writing ? — an ode to my old favourite ass. 

Not making royal varnish — no ! 
My ass* virtues bid my numbers flow : 
Peter his name, my namesake, a good 
beast; 

A servant to my family some years*— 
To me is gratitude a turtle feast ; 

It is a virtue that my soul reveres ; 
And therefore I've been fabricating metre 
All in the praise of honest Peter. 

This RsMonsTRAHOB is designed as an 
answer to those who have attributed his 
late apparent change of sentiments to the 
all-powerful influence of a pension. The 
charge he repels with pleasantry, or with 
indignant sarcasm. 


ODE TO MY ASS, PETER. 

O THOU, my solctoin friend, of man despised, 
But not by me despised— respected long ! 

To prove how much thy qusliiies are 
prized. 
Accept, old fellow-traveller, a song. 

My great, ereat ancestor, of lyric fame. 
Immortal! threw a glory round the 
horse ; 

Then, as I lieht my candle at his flame, 
That cand& shall illumine thee of course. 

For why not thou, in works and virtues 

rich. 
In Fame's fair temple also boast a niche ? 

How many a genius, 'midst a vulgar pack, 
Oblivion stuff's into her sooty sack, 
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Calmly as Jew old*clolhea* men, in their 

Mix some great man's laced coat with dirty 

rags ; 
Or satin pelticoat of some sweet maid, 
That o'er her bealnties cast an envions 

shade ! 
And what's the reason ? — Reason too ap- 
parent : 
Ah I " quia vote saero eareni,** 
As Horace saySi that bard dirine, 
Whose wits so fortunately lamp with mine. 
Ah, Peter, I remember, oft, when tired. 
And most unpleasantly at times bemired. 
Bold hast thou said, "I'll budge not one 

inch further ; 
And now, younar master, you may kick or 

murder.* 
Then have I cudgelled thee— a fruitless 

matter ! 
For 'twas in vain to kick, or floff, or chatter. 
Though, Balaam-like, I cursed thee with a 

smack; 
Sturdy thou dropp'dst thine ears upon thy 

back, 
And trotting retrogade, with wriggling tail. 
In vain did 1 thy running rump assail : 

For lo, between thy legs thou putt'dst thine 

head, 
And gavest me a puddle for a bed. 
Now this vjM fair — the action bore no guile : 
Thou duck'dst me not, like Judas, with a 

smile. 
O, were the manners of some monarchs 

such. 
Who smile even in the close insidious 

hour 
That kicks th' unguarded minion from 

his power ! 
But this is asking p'rhaps of kings too much. 

Peter, little didst thou think, I ween. 
When I a school-boy on thy back was seen, 
Riding thee ofl, in attitude uncouth ; 

For bndle, an old garter in thy mouth ; 
Jogging and whistling wild o'er hill and 

dale. 
On sloes, or nuts, or strawberries to re- 

gale— 

1 say, O Peter, little didst thou think, 
That I thy namesake, in immortal ink 
Shonld dip my pen, and rise a wondrous 

bard, 
And gain such praise, Sublimity's reward ; 

But not the Laurel — honour much too 

high, 
Given by the King of Isles to Mister 

Pye, 


Who sings his Sovereign's virtues twice 

a-year. 
And therefore cannot chronicle small beer. 

Yet simple as Montaigne, I'll tell thee true ; 
There are, who on my verses look askew, 

And call my lyric lucubrations stuff: 
But I'm a modest, not uncormyingB elf. 
Or I could say such things about myself— 

But God forbid that I should puff ! 

Yet natural are selfish predilections ! 
Like snakes they wreathe about the heart's 
affections, 
And sometimes too infuse a poisonous 
spirit ; 
Producing, as by naturalists I'm told, 
Torpid insensibility, so cold 
To every brother's rising merit. 

Wits to eaeh other just like loadstones act. 
That do not always like firm friends attract; 
Though of the same rare nature, (strange 

to tell !) 
The little hardened rogues as oft repel. 

But lo, of thee I'll speak, my long-eared 
friend ! 
Great Were the wonders of thy heels of 
yore, 
Victorious, for laced hats didst thou con- 
tend ; 
And ribbons graced thy ears — a gaudy 
store. 

Buff breeches too have crowned a proud, 

proud day. 
Not thou, but which thy rider wore awav ; 
Triumphant strutting through the world he 

strode, 
Great soul ! deserving an Olympic Ode. 

Thy bravery often did I much approve ; 
Raised by that queen of passions, Love. 
Whene'er in Love's delicious frenzy crossed 
By long-eared brothers, lo, wert thou a host! 
Love aid tiiy lion-heart with courage steel ! 
Quicker than that of Vestris moved thy 

heel :^ 
Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou 

didst smite ! 
And then no alderman could match thy 

bite! 


And 
Indeed 


is thy grace no more revered ? 
ad 'Us greatly to be feared ! 


Yet shalt thou flourish in immortal song. 
To me if immortality belong ; 
For stranger things than this nave come to 
pass — 
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Posterity th^ history shall devour, 
And read with pleasure how, when ver- 
nal shower 
In gay profusion raised the dewy grass, 
I led thee forth, thine appetite to please, 
And 'mid the verdure saw thee up to knees ! 

How, ofi I plucked the tender blade ; 
And happy, how thou cam'st at my com- 
mand, / 
And wantoning around, as thou^rh afraid, 
With poking neck didst pull it from my 
hand. 
Then scamper, kicking, frolicsome, away, 
With such a fascinating bray ! 

Where oft I paid thee visits, and where 

thou 
Didst cock with happiness thy kingly ears. 
And grin so 'witcbio^ly, I can't tell how, 
And dart at me such Iriendly leers ; 

With such a smiling head; and laughing 
. tail; 
And when I moved, how, grieved, thou 

seem'dst to say, 
^* Dear Master, let your humble Ass pre- 
vail. 
Pray, Master, do not go away** — 
And how (for what than friendship can be 

sweeter ?} 
I gave thee grass again, O pleasant Peter. 

And how, when Winter bade the herbage 
die. 

And Nature mourned beneath the stormy 
sky ; 

When waving trees, surcharged with chil- 
ling rain. 

Dropped seeming tears upon the harassed 
plain, 

I gave thee a good stable, warm as wool. 

With oats to grind, and hay to pull : 

Thus, whilst abroad December ruled the 

How Plenty showed within the blooming 
May! 

And lo, to future times it shall be known. 
How, twice a-day, to comb and rub thee 
down, 
And be thy bed-maker at ni^ht, 


What though no dimples thou hast got^ 
Black sparkling eyes (the fashion) are thy 
lot, 
And oil a 'witching smile and cheerful 
t laugh ; 
And then thy cleanliness ! — *tis strange to 

utter ! 
Like sin, thy heels avoid a pool, or gutter ; 
And then the stream so daintily dost 
quaff! 
Unlike a country alderman, who blows. 
And in the mug baptizeth mouth and nose ! 

What though I've heard some voices 

sweeter. 
Yet exquisite thy hearing, gentle Peter ! 
Whether a judge of music,! don't know — 

If so. 
Thou ' hast th' advantage got of many a 

score 
That enter at the opera door. 

Some people think thy tones are rather 
coarse ; 
Even love-sick tones addressed to Lady 
Asses— 
Octaves, indeed, of wondrous force ; * 

And yet thy voice full many a voice sur- 
passes. 

Lord Cardigan, if rightlv I divine. 
Would very gladly give his voice for thine : 

And Lady Mount,* her Majesty's fine foil, 
For whom perfumers, barbers, vainly toil. 
Poor lady! who has quarrelled with the 

graces. 
Would very willingly change faces. 

How honoured once wert thou ! but ah, no 

more ! 
Thus, too, despised the bards — esteemed of 

yore! 
How rated once, the tuneful tribes of 

Greece ! 
Deemed much like diamonds — thousands 

worth a-piece ! 

How ^at was Pindar's glory !--On a day, 
Entering Apollo's church, to pray, 
The lady or the sacred fane, or mistress, 
Or, in more classic term, the priestess, 


Thy groom attended, both with hay and | Addressed him with ineffable delight— 

oat, " "^ ' "* 

By which thy back could boast a handsome 

coat, 
And laugh at many a fine court lord and 

knight, 
Whose strutting coats belong p'rhaps to the 

tailor. 
And probably their bodies t» the jailor \ 


*< Great Sir (quoth she), in pigs, and 

sheep and calves. 
Master insists upon't that you go halves ; 
To beef his godship also gives you right" 

* Her Majesty la alwtya btppy to have Lady 
Mount E — by her aide, aa being one of the 
n(^iest women in England-^n abort, hia Lordablp 
in petticoata. 
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Thus did the twain most hearty dinnera 

make; 
Pindar and Phoebus eating steak and steak; 
When, too, (Pausanias says), to please the 

god — 
Between each mouthful Pindar sung an 

Ode! 

Thus, half a deity was this great poet ! 
Now this was grand in Phosbus— vastly 
civil — 
How changed are things ! the present mo- 
ments show it ; 
For bard is now synonymous with devil. 

Just to three hundred years ago, 1 speak— 
How simple scholarship was wont to 

rule ! 
A man like Doctor Parr, that mouthed but 

Greek, 
Was almost worshipped by the sage and 

fool ; 
Deemed by the world, indeed, a first-rate 

star. , 
How different now the fate of Doctor 

Parr! 

Unknown he walks !— his name no infants 
lisp — 

Not only reckoned not a first-rate star ; 

Is this our Greek man, Doctor Parr, 
But, gods I not equal to a Will-o'- Wisp ! 

Plagtie on*t! how niggardly the tmmp of 
Fame, 
That wakes not BdUndmus* on the 
shelf! 
The world so still, too, on the Doctor's 
name, 
The man is really forced to praise him* 
self! 

'' Archbishops, bishops," so says Dr Parr, 
'* By alpkaj beta, merely, have been 

made; 
Why from the mitre then am 1 so far ; 
So long a dray-horse in this thundering 

trade? 
O Pitt, shame on thee 1 —art thou still to 

seek 
The loul of Wisdom in the sound of 

Greek?" 

Peter, suppose wo make a bit of style, 
And rest ourselves a little while ? 

• The pieftee to Btllndetiua was a e<mp d> 
wai of the Doctor's for a biBbopric— It was the 
child of his dotage. The pap of party supported 
It some little time ; when, alter several struagles 


IN CONTINUATION. 

Thus ended Doctor Parr ; and now again. 
To thee, as good a subject, flows the strain. 
Permit me, Peter, in my lyric canter. 
Just to speak Latin — '* tempara mtUantur .'** 

Kings did not scorn to press your backs of 
yore; 
But now, with humbled neck and patient 
face. 
Tied to a thievish miller's dusty door, 
1 mark thy fallen and disregarded race. 

To chimney-sweepers now a common hack ; 

Now with a brace of sand-bags on your 
back ! 

No gorgeous saddles yours — no ivory cribs ; 

No silken girts surround your ribs ; 

No royal hands your cheeks with pleasure 
pat; 
Cheeks by a roguish halter prest — 
Tour ears and rump, of insolence the 
jest; 

Dragged, kicked, and pummelled, by a beg- 
gar's brat. 

Thus, as Tve said, your race is much de- 
graded! 
And much, too, is the poet's glory faded ! 

A time there was, when kings of this fair 

land, 
So meek, would creep to poets, cap in 

hand,- 
Begginff, as 'twere for alms, a grain of 

fame, 
To sweeten a poor putrifying name — 
But past are those rich hours I ah, hours of 

yore! 
Those golden sands of Time shall glide no 

more. 

Yet are we not in thy discarded state, 
Whate'er may be the future will of Fate ; 
Since, as wo find by Pye (what still must 

pride us), ' 
Kings twice a year can condescend to ride 

us. 


>f 


tu remain amongst as, It paid the last debt of na- 
tore. 




This is a very pretty poem, full of bene- 
volent regard to the long-eared friend of his 
Jouth, and glowing with a fond remem- 
ranee <of the pleasures and pastimee of his 
earlier days. Ay ! Peter Pindar's ass shall 
Uot down tft posterity, with his honest 
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brethren, the an of Sterne, and the Dapple 
of Sancho Panza. 


AN AFTER REFLECTION. 

Now, World, thou eeest the stuff of which 

I'm made ; 
Firm to the honour of the tuneful trade *, 
Tjeaving with high contempt the courtier 

class, 
To sing the merits of the humble Ass. 

Tet should a miracle the palace mend, 
And high-nosed Salisbury to the Virtues 
send, 
Commanding them to come and chat 
with kings ; 
Well pleased repentant sinners to support, 
So help me, Impudence, I'll go to court ! 
Besides, I dearly love to see strange 
things. 


THE MAGPIE AND ROBIN RED- 
BREAST. 

TRB PROBNItriC. 

How yaried are our tastes ! Dame Nature's 

plan. 
All for wise reasons, since the world began : 
Tea, yes, the good old lady acted right : 
Had things been otherwise, like wolves and 

bears. 
We all had fallen together by the ears- 
One object had produced an endless 
fight 

Nettles had strewed life's path, instead of 
roses; 

And multitudes of mortal faces. 
Printed with histories of bloody noses. 

Had taken loave of absence of the Graces. 

Now interrupting not each other's line, 
Tott ride your hobby-horse, and I ride 

mine — 
Yoa press the blue-eyed Chloe to your 

arras. 
And I the black-eyed Sappho's browner 

charms : 
Thus situated in our different blisses, 
We squint not envious on each other's 

kisses. 

Yet are thero some exceptions to this rule : 
Wo meet witli now and then a stubborn 
foolj 


Dragooning us into his predilections ; 

As though there was no difference in affec- 
tions, 

And that it was the booby's firm belief, 

Pork cannot please, because he dotes on 
beef! 

Again — how weak the ways of some, and 

sad! 
One would suppose the man-creation mad. 

Lo ! this poor fellow, folly-drunk, he ram- 
bles. 

And flings himself into Misfortune's bram- 
bles. 
In full pursuit of Happiness' treasure : 

When, with a little glance of circumspec- 
tion, 

A mustard-grain of sense— a child's reflec- 
tion — 
The fool had coursed the velvet lawn of 
Pleasure. 

Idly he braves the surge and roaring gale ; 

When Reason, if consulted with a smile. 

Had towed through summer seas his silken 

sail. 

And saved a dangerous and Herculean 

toil. 

Tea, as I've somewhere said above, I find, 
That many a man has many a mind. 

How I hate Drunkenness, a nasty pig ! 
With snuff stained neckcloth, without hat 
or wig, 
Reeling, and belching wisdom in one's 
face! 
How I hate Bully Uproar from m^ soul. 
Whom nought but whips and prisons ciin 
control, 
Those necessary implements of grace ; 

Tet altars rise to Drunkenness and Riot — 
How few to mild Sobriety and Quiet ! 

Thou art my goddess, Solitude— to thee, 

Parent of dove-eyed Peace, I bend the 
knee! 
O with what joy I roam thy calm re- 
treat. 

Whence soars the lark amid the radiant 
hour. 

Where many a varied, chaste, and fragrant 
flower, 
Turns coyly from rogne Zephyr's whis- 
per sweet I 

Blest Imp! who wantons o'er thy wide 

domain, 
And kisses all the beauties of the plain : 
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Where, happy, 'mid the all-enlivening ray, 
^be insect nations spend the bnsy day, 
Wing the pure fields of air, and crawl 
the ground ; 
Where, idle none, the Jew-like myriads 

range. 
Just like the Hebrews at high 'Change, 
Diffusing hum of Babel notes around ! 

Where Health, so wild and gay, with bo- 
som bare. 

And roe^ cheek, keen eye, and flowing 
hair. 

Trips with a smile the breezy scenes along, 

And pours the spirit of content in song ! 

Thus tastes are various, as I've said be- 
fore — 

These damn most cordially, what those 
Adore. 


THE TALE. 

A MAOPis, in the spirit of romance, 

Much like the famed reformers now of 
France, 
Flew from the dwelling of an old Poiss- 
arde; 

Where, sometimes in his cage, and some- 
times odt, 

He justified the revolution rout, 
That is, called names, and got a sop for 
his reward. 

Red-hot with monarch-roasting^ coals, 

Just like his old fish -thundering dame. 
He left the queen of crabs, and plaice, and 
soles, 
To kindle in Old England'^ realm a 
flame. 

Arrived at evening's philosophic hour, 
He rested on a rural antique tower, 
Some Baron's castle in the days of old : 


We must congratulate Peter on his re- 
turn home again : he is in his own element, 
pleasant, playful, and satirical— but whe- 
ther these events happened in the late or the 
former royal tour, history is silent, and we 
cannot explain. We should add a word or 
two about decorum ; but it is, we find, to 
no purpose ; for Peter will laugh on ; and 
as we seldom found him so entertaining on 
other subjects, we should be a little incon- 
sistent, it we precluded him from one which 
is 80 congenial to his talents. 


When furious wars, misnomered civil, 
Sent mighty chiefs to see the devil, ~ 
Leaving behind their bodies for rich 
mould, 
That pliable from form to form patroles, 
Making fresh houses for new souls. 

Perched on the wall, he cocks his tail and 
eye. 
And hops like modern beaux in country 
dances ; 
Looks devilish knowing, with his head 
awry. 
Squinting with connoisseurship glances* 

All on a sudden. Maggot starts and stares. 
And wonders, and for somewhat strange 
prepares ; 
But lo, his wonder did not hold him 
long- 
Soil from a bush below, divinely clear, 
A modest warble melted on his ear, 
A plaintive, soothing, solitary song — 

A stealing, timid, unpresuming sound. 
Afraid dim Nature's dbep repose to wound ; 
That hushed (a death-like pause) the 
rude sublime. 
This was a novelty to Mag, indeed. 
Who, pulling up his spiodle-shanks with 
speed, 
Dropped from his turret, half devoured 
by time, 
A la Francaise, upon the spray 
Where a lone Red-breast poured to eve hie 

Staring the modest minstrel in the face, 

Familiar, and with arch grimace, 

He conned the dusky warbler o*er and 

o'er. 
As though he knew him years before ; 
And thus began, with seeming great 

civility, 
All in the Paris ease of volubility — 

** What — Bobby ! damme, is it you. 
That thus your pretty phix to music screw, 
So far from hamlet, village, town, and 

city, 
To glad old battlements with dull psalm 

ditty ! 

*^ 'Sdea^th ! what a pleasant, lively, merry 
scene ! 

Plenty of bats, and owls, and ghosts, I 
ween; 

Rare midnight screeches, Bob, between you 
all: 

Why, what's the name on't, Bobby ! Dis- 
mal Hall ? 
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'* Come, to be serioiui— curse this queer old 

spot, 
And let thj owlish habitation rot ! 

Join mO) and soon in riot will we revel : 
ru teach thee how to curse, and call folks 

names. 
And bo expert in treason, murder, flames, 
And most divinely play the devil. 

** Yes, thou shalt leave this spectrod holo, 
And prove thou hast a bit of soul : 
Soon shalt thou see old stupid London 
dance ; 
There will we shine immortal knaves ; 
Not steal unknown, like cuckoos, to our 
graves. 
But imitate the geniuses of France. 

** Who*d be that monkish, cloistered thing, 

a muscle ? 
^ Importance only can arise from bustle ! 
Tornado, thunder, lightning, tumult, strife, 
Those charm, and add a dignity to life. 
That thou shouldst choose this spot, is 

monstrous odd ; 
Poh, poh ! thou canst not like this life, by 

God!" 

** Sir !" like one thunder-stricken, staring 

wide— 
"Can you be serious, Sir?" tho Robin 

cried, 
" Serious !" rejoined the Magpie, '* ay, my 

boy— 
So come, let's play the devil, and enjoy." 

" Flames !" quoth tho Robin — ** and in riot 

revely 
Call names, and curse, divinely play the 

devil ! 
I cannot, for my life, tho fun discern." 
"No!— blush then, Bob, and follow me, 

and learn." 

" Excuse me, Sir," the modest AsrfiiiJf cried — 
'* Hell's not the hobby-horse I wish to ride." 
"Hell!" laughed the Magpie, "hell no 

longer dread ; 
Why, Bob, in France the devil's lately dead : 

« Damnation vulgar to a Frenchman's 

hearing — 
The word is only kept alive for swearing. 
Against futuritv they all protest : 
And God and heaven are grown a standing 

jest. 

" Brimstone and sin are downright out of 

fashion : 
France is quite altered — now a thinking 

nation : 
2F 


No more of penitential tears and groans I 
Philosophy has cracked Religion's bones. 

" As for your Saviour of a wicked world, 
Long from his consequence has he been 

hurled, 
They do acknowledge suck a man, d'ye 

see; 
But then they call him simple Monsieur 

Christ. 
Bob, for thy ignorance, pray blush for 

shame — 
Behold, thy Doctor Priestley says the same. 

" Well ! now thou fully art convinced— let's 

go. 
'' What cursed doctrine," quoth the Robin, 

"No— 
1 won't go — no ! thy speeches make me 

shudder." 
" Poor Robin !" quoth the Msgpie, " what 

a pudder ! 

" Be damned then, Bobby" — flying ofi^, he 

raved, 
" And," quoth the Robin, " Sir, may you 

be saved !" 
This said, the tuneful sprite renewed his 

lay; 
A sweet and farewell hymn to parting day. 


In Thomas Paine the Magpie doth appear : 
That I'm Poor Robin is not quite so clear. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

TO THE CAXrOlD RIADBR. 

I really think that this tale of the Mag- 
pie and Robin ought immedialdy to have 
followed the Remonstrance : but as disor- 
der, instead of order, is the leading feature 
of my sublime lyric brethren of old, I shall 
tako the liberty of sheltering myself under 
tho wing of their sacred names. The fable 
was written in consequence of a strenuous 
application of a red-hot revolutionist to a 
poet in the country, pressing him to become 
a member of the Order of Confusion. 

■ 

The wicked Magpie is Mr Paine, the 
Prince of Democratic Writers ; and if the 
character of tbe Robin ("sweet Robin !") 
be referred to the poet himself, he will not 
be offended by the application ; though he 
modestly appears to evade it, by the last 
couplet, or moral of tho fable : 
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'* In Thomas Paino the Magpie doth ap- 
pear ; 
That I'm Poor Robin is not quite so clear,*' 


AN APOLOGY FOR KINGS. 

As want of candoar really is not right, 
I own my satire too inclined to bite : 
On kings behold it breakfast, dine and sap — 
Now shall she praise, and try to make it up. 

Why will the simple world expect wise 

things, 
From lofly folk, particalarlv kings? 

Look on their poverty of education I 
Adored and flattered, taught that they are 

gods, 
And by their awful frowns and nods, 
Jove-like, to shako the pillars of creation 1 

They scorn that little useful imp called 

mind, 
Who fits them for the circle of mankind ! 
Pride their companion, and the world their 

hate; 
Immured, they doze in ignorance and state. 

Sometimes, indeed, great kings will con- 
descend 
A little with their subjects to unbend ! 
An instance take : — A king of this great 

land, 
In dajs of yore, we understand, 
Did visit Salisbury's old church so fair : 
An Earl of Pembroke was the Monarch's 

guide ; « 
Incog, they travelled, shuffling side by 
side; 
And into the cathedral stole the pair. 

• 

The verger, met them in his blue silk 
gown, 

And humbly bowed his neck with reve- 
rence down. 
Low as an ass to lick a lock of hay : 

Looking the frightened verger through 
and through. 

All with his eye-glass — '' Well, Sir, who 
are you P 
What, what, Sir ?~hey, Sir ?" deigned the 
king to say. 

'^I am the verger here, most mighty 

king :* 
In this cathedral I do every thing ; 

« The reader will b;; pleased tu observe, that 
the veriier, of all the sous of the chuir.h. was the 
only one entrusted with the royal intoiition ! 


Sweep it, an't please ye. Sir, and keep it 
clean." 
" Hey ? verger ! verger ! — ^you the ver- 
ger ? — hey ?'* 
" Yes, please your glorious majesty, I fte,V 
The verger answered, with the mildest mien. 

Then turned the king about towards the 

peer, 
And winked, and laughed, then .whispered 

in his ear, 
" Hey, hey— what, what— fine fellow, 'pon 

my word : 
I'll knight him, knight him, knight him — 

hey, my lord?" 


[It is a satire-royal : and if any thing 
were yet wanting to convince us that Mas- 
ter Pindar is no turncoat, here is proof suf- 
ficient :] 


Then with his glass, as hard as eye could 

strain. 
Ho kenned tlie trembling verger o'er again. 

'< He*8 a poor verger, Sire," his lordship 
cried : 
" Sixpence would handsomely requite 
him." 
** Poor verger, verger, hey ?" the king re- 
plied : 
'* No, no, then, we won't knight him — 
no, won't knight him.'* 

Now to the loily roof the king did raise 

His glass, and skipped it o'er with sounds 
of praise ! 
For thus his marvelling majesty did 
speaic : 

'' Fine roof this. Master Verger, quite com- 
plete ; 

High — high and lofly too, and clean, and 
neat: 
What, verger, what ? mop, mop it onco a 
week ?" 

** An't please your majesty," with marvel- 
ling chops. 

The verger answered, *' we have got no 
mops 
In Salisbury that Will reach so bigh." 

'' Not mop, no, no, not mop it," quoth tho 
king — 

" No, Sir, our Salisbury mops do no such 
thing ; 
They might as well pretend to scrub the 
sky.^' 
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MORAL. 


This little anecdote doth plainly aho.w 
That ignorance, a king too oflen larches : 

For, hid from art, Lord I how should mon- 
orchs know 
The nataral history of mops and churches ? 


STORY THE SECOND. 

From Salisbu^ church to Wilton House, 

so grand. 
Returned the mighty ruler of the land — 
" My lord, yoirve got fine statues," said 

the king. 
" A few ! beneath your royal notice, Sir," 
Replied Lord Pembroke — " Stir, my lord, 

stir, stir ; 
Let's see them all) all, all, all, every 

thing. 

«* Who's this ? who's this ?— who's this fine 

fellow here ?" 
*' Sesoetris," bowing low, replied the 

peer. 
** Sir Sostris, hey ? — Sir Sostris ? — *pon ray 

word ! 
Knight or a baronet, my lord ? 
One of my making ? — what, my lord, my 

making?" 
This, with a yengeance, was mistaking ! 

"5e-BoetriB, Sire," 00 soft, the peer re- 
plied — 
'< A famous kin^ of Egypt, Sir, of old.'* 
'*Poh,poh !" th' mstructed monarch snap- 
pish cried, 
<* I need not that — I need not that be 
told." 

" Pray, pray, my lord, who's that big fel- 
low there?" 

'< 'Tie Hercules," replies the shrinking 
peer. 

" Strong fellow, hey, my lord ? strong fel- 
low, hey ? 

Cleaned stables! — cracked a lion like a 
flea; 

Killed snakes, great snakes, that in a cradle 
found him — 

The queen, queen's coming ! wrap an apron 
round him." 


Our moral is not merely water-gruel — ' 
It 8h<h7B that curiosity's a jewel ! 

It shows with kings that ignorance may 
dwell : 


It shows that subjects must not give opin- 
ions 
To people reigning over wide dominions, 
As information to great folk is hell ; 

It shows that decency may live with kings, 
On whom the bold virtu-men turn their 
backs ; 
And shows (for numerous are the naked 
things) 
That saucy statues should be lodged in 
sacks. 


ADDRESS TO MT BOOK. 

AV ELEOT. 

In which we have his prospectus, prophecy, 
or Pisgah* fight, of the reception which 
his present work would doubtless find in 
the world ;-^how criticised, be-praised, 
and be-damned, as party, as malignity, 
or approbation, might chance to hold the 
scale. 

• 

Child of my love, go forth, and try thy 
fate : 

Few are thy friends, and manifold thy foes ! 
Whether or long or short will be thy date. 

Futurity's daAc volume only knows. 

Much criticism, alas ! will be thy lot ! 

Severe thine ordeal, I am sore afraid ! 
Som^ judges will condemn, and others not: 

Some call thy form substantial^K>thers, 
shade. 

Tes, child, by multitudes wilt thou be tried ! 
Wise men and fools thy merits will ex- 
amine ; 
These, through much prudence, may thy 
virtues hide ; 
These, through vile rancour, or the dread 
of famine. 

Proved will it be, indeed, (to make thee 
shrink) 
What metal Nature in thy mass did 
knead ; 
A melting* process will be used, I think — 
That is to say large quantities of lead. 

By some, indeed, will nitre's fuming spirit 
Be o'er thy form so sweet, so tender 
thrown ; 

Perchance a roaster hand may try thy merit; 
Perchance an imp by Folly only known. 

* Called eliquaeim. 
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Now, now I fancy thee a timid haro. 
Started for beagles, hoands, and cars, to 
chafle ; 
A mongrel dog may snap thee np unfair ; 
For spite ana hanger have biU little grace. 
• 
Long are thy legs, I know, and stoat for 
running; 
And many a trick bast thou withio thy 
brain ; 
Bat gnns and gieyhoonds are too maoh for 
canning, 
Joined to the ravenous pack of Thomas 
Paine ! 

And now a lambl^What devihi now-a- 
days 
The butchering shop of criticism . em- 
ploys ! 
Each beardless villain now cuts op and 
flays! 
A gang of wanton, brutal, 'prentice boys ! 

Ah me ! how hard to reach the dome of 
Fame! 
Knocked down before she gets half way, 
poor Muse ! 
For many a lout, that cannot gain a name, 
(Rebus and riddle-maker) now reviews \ 

Poor jealous eunuchs in the land of taste, 
Too weak to reap a harvest of fair praise ; 

Malicious, lo, they lay the region waste ; 
Fire all they can, uid triumph o'er the 
blaze ! 

Too ofl, with talents blessed, the cruel few 
Fix on poor Merit's throat, to stop her 
breath ; 
How like the beauteous fruit,* that turns of 
dew 
The life ambrosial into drops of death ! 

Sweet babe, to Weymouth should'st thou 
find thy way ! 
The king, with curiosity so wild, 
May on a sudden send for thee, and say, 
*<See, Charly, Peter's child— fine child, 
fijie child : 


* The mortifying powers of dew or rain fttlling 
from the manchlneel tree, are aniversally known. 


** King, ring for Sehwellenberg — ring, 
Charly, ring ; 
Show it to Sehwellenberg ; show, show 
it, show it— 
She'll say, * €rot dem de saucy stoopid ting, 
I hate more worse as heu what come 
from poet.' " 

Tet will some courtiers all at once bo 

J^lad! 
8, Hawksbury, Salisbury, Brudenell, 
will rejoice ; 
Forget how oft thy brothers made them 
mad, 
And echo through the realm thy royal 
voice. 

And then for me his majesty may send 
(Making some people grumble in their 
gizzards) ; 
With Drake's new ^place, perchance, thy 
sire befriend ; 
First fly-catcher to gqod Queen Char- 
lotte's lizards !* 


* The story of the lizards is as follows :— -At a 
Board of Green Cloth lately, wblch assembled, as 
usual, with due deeohim, to deliberate on the 
species of food proper to be given to the lions of 
Buckingham-House, the solemnity of the meeting 
was interrupted by the sudden Gothic irruption, 
and self-introduction, of a servant of Sir Francis 
Drake, one of the honourable Board: which servant, 
a true Devonshire dumplln, opening an ell-wide 
pair of Jaws, exclaimed thus : " Zor Vrancis, Vm 
a zent toaz if yow»ve a cortf ennyj more vlecs$— 
Have ye cort enny, Zur Vrancis ?»» The baronet 
hemmed, winked, nodded, knitted bis brows, 
started, shrugged up his shoulders, blew his nose, 
bit his lips at poor Numps : but all the fkce-mak- 
ing hints were thrown away. ** Why, Zur Vian- 
cis, I zay,»* continued Numps, " Madam Sehwel- 
lenberg wanth to know if yow^e a nibbed ennpr 
more vlees?" The Board stood amazed !—Sijr 
Francis blushed for the first time. At length, re- 
covering from his conAislon, and bidding the fel- 
low, in an angry tone, go about his business, he 
very candidly informed the Board, that her majesty 
bail lately received n present of lizards ; that she 
had ordered Mistress Sehwellenberg to catch flies for 
them J but that, to oblige Mistress Sehwellenberg, 
who kindly invited him to dine wjth her three or 
four times a-week, he promised to assist her in her 
fly-hunt ; in short, to be her deputy ^-catcher, 
and not first fly-catcher, as the elegy erroneously 
proclaimeth. 

t ForctfVfAt. X dflny. $ Flies. 
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THE RIGHTS OF KINGS; 


OR, 


LOYAL ODES TO DISLOYAL ACADEMICIANS. 


What demon of innovation lias spread his baneAiI influence ! The gallant Frenchmen insult tlicir 
monarch ; the Poissardes reign in the Thuillcrics ; the Polish Diet is mild and conciliating ; the Polish 
nobility condescend to be citizens ; and Peter himself— a miracle still greater— is a defender of tite 
rights of kings ! 

Dii ceptisj nam vcs muUutiM ! 
Jispirate 


TO THE READER. 


Gentle Reader, 

Tlie foundation of the following Odes is simply this — The President of the Royal 
Academy, happy to be able to gratiiy our amiable monarch in the minutest of his predi- 
lections, reported lately to the Academicians his majesty's desire, that & Mr Laurence 
might be added to the list of R. A's.,his majesty, from his superior knowledge in paint- 
ing, beinj^ perfect! jr convinced of this young Artist's uncommon abilities, and conse- 
quently fair pretensions to the honour. Notwithstanding the royal wish, and the wish 
of the president, and (under the rose !) the wish of Mr Benjamin West, the Windsor 
oriicle of paint, and painter of history, the R. A's received the annunciation of his ma- 
jesty's wish. Sir Joshua's wish, Mr West's wi^h, with the most ineffable sang-froid, not 
to call it by the harder name, disgust. The annunciation happening on the night of an 
election of associates, at which Mr Laurence ought to have been elected an associate fa 
step necessary to the more exalted one of R. A.) — behold the obstinacy of these royal 
mules! — the number of votes in favour of Mr Laurence amounted to just three, and tliat 

of his opponent, Mr Wheatley, to sixteen ! Indignant and loyal reader ! the lyric 

muse, who has uniformly attached meanness, folly, impudence, avarice, and ignorance, 
from her cradle, caught fire at the above important event, and Ihost loyally poured 
forth the following Odes, replete with their usual sublimity. 


PROEMIUM. 


TO TBI PUBLIC. 


GRjrrLxs ! behold a poor plain-spoken man ! 

Modest as Addington our Speaker, 
Amidst Saint Stephen's patriotic clan. 

Where Innocence so meek did ne'er look 
meeker ; 

When with much palpitation, and much 

dread. 
He turned about his pretty Speaker's head. 


One leg just raised to hop into the 
chair; 
Just like a cat in rain amid the street, 
That fears to wet her white and velvet 
feet, 
Which for a handsome gutter-leap pre 
pare! 

** I fear I am a most unworthy choice," 
Said Mister Speaker, with a lamb-likc 

voice ! 
'' I have but one step more," he cried. 
Keeping his head coquettishly aside. 
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How much like Christie, with his hammer 

raised 
(Christie, a public speaker, too, so praised), 
Lookingr around him, simpering, smiling, 

bowing. 
Then crying, " Gemmen, going, going, 

gomg!" 

Tes, gentles all, a modest bard, and shy, 
With dove-like mien, and ground-explor- 
ing eye ; 
Modest as Mister Speaker at the Lords, 

When lowly ho did majesty beseech 
T' allow his humble Uommons use of 
words ; 
That is to say, a liberty of speech : 

Also to have at times a iite'^-t^Uf 
Because a confab royal is a treat ; 
Indeed, for subjects much too rich, 
As wise King James asserted of the itch : 

Likewise to have the privilege of tick, 

Because a bailiff is a meddling rogue. 
Who, with a hand of iron, or a stick, 

Stoppeth the travels of our men of vogue ! 
Barbarian act, that men of worship frets ! 
Who think of loftier things than idle debts ; 

Deep pondering ever on the nation's good. 
Not on great ffreasy butchers, tailor knaves. 
Mercers, and clammy grocers — compter 
slaves, 

Who by their stitiking sweat procure 
their food. 

Tradesmen ! a set of vulgar swine ; 
Crutches for Fortune in a deep decline ; 
Lo what a tradesman's good for, and lo 

all- 
A wooden buttress for a tottering wall ! 

With tears have I beheld full many a 
'Squire 
MoFt brutally by bailifl^ dragged along ; 
For turnpike, furniture, or house's hire, 
Horse, wages, coach, or some such idle 
song! 

Now 'Squire's a title pf much reputation — 
Belongs to people of no — occupation; 
Who cannot (in their looks we read it) 
Get, for a mutton-chop, a little credit ! 
Poor gentlemen! how hard, alas! their 

fate. 
To knuckle to such nuisances of state ! 

Gentles, to you, well pleased, I turn again, 
Quitting my favourite rambling strain ; 
Loaving beloved, admired, adored digres- 
sion, 
So practised by us men of ode-profession^ 


When we have scarcely aught to sing or 

wy, 
And sneaking Fancy quits the lyric lay. 

I do remember! — What? — That thus my 

pen. 
Licentious, slandered crown-and'Sceptre 

men. 
" Readers, one moment look me in the 

face ; 
A poet not quite destitute of grace ; 
And answer one not bred m Flattery's 

schools — 
Are you, or are you not, a set of fools ? 
Pinning your faith on Grandeur's sleeve- 
Say, do you, in your consciences, believe 
That monarchs never can be weak nor 

mean; 
And that a monarch's wife, ycleped a 

queen, 
May not (and why not P) be a downright 

slop. 
Formed of the coarsest rags of Nature's 

shop ? 
I read the answer in each visage"—" No." 
*' O Jesu ! can it be ? and is it so ? 

Put down thy book — 
Give it not one contaminating look : 
I stare on you with pity — nay, with 

pain — 
Kearsley shall toss your money back 

again: 
Gret your crowns shaved, poor souls — I 

wish you well— 
And hear me — Bedlam has a vacant cell.'* 

Such were the stanzas that I wrote of yore, 

When tainted by a king-deriding clan ; 
But now I curse those tenets o'er and 
o'er— 
A convert quite — a sweet and altered 
man : 

The sacred force of Sovereignty I feel — 
To Royalty's stern p6rt I learn to kneel : 
For royalties are deemed most sacre<l 
things ; 
So sacred by the courtiers, that the Bible 
May be informed against, and proved a 
libel, 
For saying — " Put ao confidence in 
kings!" 

Though this, indeed, may be interpola- 
tion, 
As much was coined by Popish priests and 
friars ; 
For ah ! how hard 'tis for imagination \ 

To fancy monardis hypocrites and liars ! 
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ODE TO THE ACADEMICIANS. 

Ah I awake, or dreaming, O je gpds P 
Alag! in waking's favour lie the odds! 

The devil it .is ! ah me ! 'tis really so \ 
How, Sirs! on majesty's proud corns to 

tread ! 
Messieurs Academicians^ when you're 
dead, 
Where can your impudencies hope to go ? 

Refuse a monarch's mighty orders ? — 
It smells of treason — on rebellion borders ! 
'Sdeath, Sirs ! it was the qu«en's fond wish 
as well, 

That Master Lawrence* should come in ! 
Against a queen so gentle to rebel ! 

This is another crying sin I 
What, not oblige in sucn a trifling thing ! 
So sweet a queen, and such a goodly king ! 

A queen unused to opposition-weather — 
At disappointment so unused to start — 
So full of dove-like gentleness her heart, 

As if the dove had lent its softest feather, 
That heart of gentleness to form. 
Unused (as I have said) to opposition- 
storm. 

O let me just inform you, one and all, 

That kings and potentates, both great and 
small, / 
Bom to be humoured, for obedience bat- 
tle: 

Most instantaneous too must be compli- 
ance; 

Refusal is most damnable defiance ; 
They struggle for't, like children for the 
rattle. 

But in our simile some difference lies — 
Wo whip a bantling, when it kicks and 
cries. 

Fully determined not to please it: 
But lot the children that possess a crown 
(Young Herculeses) knock us down. 

And, angry for the bauble, seize it. 

Each of you. Sirs ; has kept a cur, per- 
chance : 
Poor wretch, how ofl his eyes with light- 
nings dance ', 
How helooks up to master for a smile ; 
Shakes his imploring head, with wriggling 

tail. 
Now whining yelps, now pawing to prevail, 
Eager witn such anxiety the while ; 


* A yoong portrait-painter of some merit. 


And if a pat should bless the whining scra- 
per. 
Lord, how the animal begins to caper ! 

Thus should it be with subjects and great 

kings— 
But you are strangers to these humble 

things. 
For shame? upon the courtier's creed go 

look — 
And take^ a leaf from humble Hawksbnry's 

book ; 
Or sweet neck-bending water- gruel Leeds, 
Who majesty with pap of flattery feeds ; 
Which pap, if highly relishea, will, of 

course. 
Rewarded, make him master of the Horse. 
Where was Prerogative ? — asleep ? 
A blockhead, not a better watch to keep 
In this most solemn, most important 

hour! 
Why heard we not the thunder of his voice ; 
Saw down your gullets crammed the royal 

choice. 
So easy to the iron arm of power ? 

Why slept his sledge, the guardian of a 

crown. 
So formed to knock unruly rascals down ? 
Ah me ! Prerogative seems nearly dead ! 
Behold his tottering limbs and palsied 

head ; 
Sunk in their orbits his dim eyes ; 
His teeth dropped out; and, 'hark! his 

voice so weak ; 
A mouse behind the wainscot — eunuch 

squeak ! 
<< Ah ! lum sum quoLis eram" now ho 

sighs. 
To everv body's call, ah ! now so pliant ! 
Sad skeleton of once a sturdy giant ! 

Poor bending shrivelled form, but just alive ^ 
Art thou that bully once — Prerogative ? 
Where is the mien of Mars, the eye's wild 

stare, 
A meteor darting horror with its glare P 
How like a brandy -drinker, who on flame 
Feeds with a rosy beacon 'face at first ; 
But, by his enemy Intemperance curst, 
Yields to that victor of mankind with 
shame ; 
Pale, hobbling, voiceless, crawling to 

decay. 
Just like a passing shadow, sinks away ! 


Bed chamber lords are all in ire — 
The maids of honour all on fire ; 
Nny, though despotically shaved, the cooks. 
Bluff on th' occasion, put on bulFs-beof 
looks : 
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And really this is very grand behavingi 
So nobly to forgive the famoas shaving I 

See Madam Schwellenberg most cat*like 
stare; 
And though no favourite of the king, 
She cries, *' By Oot^ it shock atul make my 
hair * 

Upright — it is so dam, dam saucy ting." 

'Stanhopei perchance, will clasp you in his 

arms; 
And Price's ghost, with eloquence's charms, 
Will, from his tomb upspringing, sound 

applause : 
But know, 1 deem not so of Edmund 

Burke : 
He nobly styles the deed " a damned day 

work ;*' 
Superior he to cutting royal claws. 

Mun very justly thinks the human back 
Should be to kings a sort of humble hack ; 
That every subject ought to wear a saddle, 
O'er which those great rough-riders, kings, 
may straddle. 


ODE II. 


The famed Assembly of the French will 

smile. 
At this disgrace of our fair isle : 
Messieurs Fayette the Great and Co. 
With tears ofjoy will overflow. 
And order the assembly of the nation 
To send you sweet congratulation. 

What hast thou to complain of each, thou 

imp? 
Comparea to kings, a grampus and a 

shrimp ! 

Lo ! when from Windsor mighty kings ar- 
rive. 
Like London mackerel, all alive ! 
Turenes of flattery are prepared so hot 
By courtiers — a delicious pepper-pot : 
Which, to be sure, the royal maw devours, 
Kings bcAsting very strong digestive powers. 

A pointer, thus, locked up a week, 
Half starved, and longing for a steak ; 
Behold him now turned loose, so wild, to 

eat — 
Grods ! how he gobbles down the broth and 

meat! 

Yes, flatter]^-soups are all prepared so hot, 
As I have hinted, a fine pepper-pot: 


Side-dishes, too, of courtesies, bows, and 

scrapes, 
Withstare and wonder in all sorts of shapes ; 
Attentions darting from the full-stretched 

eye. 
That not a royal glance may pass unheeded 

by: 
Attentions sharp as those of Lumpy, 

Small, 
At <iricket skilled to catch the flying ball ; 
Whilst you survey (an abominable thing !) 
With cold contempt the character of king ! 

Think by what royal bounty you are bless- 
ed! 

Think of the patronage to painters all ! 
Not a poor shallow rill confined to West, 

But torrents that like Niagara fall. 

Yes; Groorge is generous-swatches all your 

wants — 
And pours his fostering rains upon his plants. 
Then, meeting such a friend, you ought to 

cry, 
" Glory be to G«orge on high !" 

Thus, when two clouds approach, a wan- 
dering pair. 
As ofl it happens, 'mid their walks in air ; 

Though one be rich, the other poor 
In rare electric matter, how they greet I 
With what delight they seem to meet ; 
And, pleased, with all the fire of friend- 
snip roar ; 

George, O ye raggamuffins, loves you 

dearly ; 
Sends you rare pictures for improvement 
yearly ; 
Buys up your works, and much com- 
mission gives 
To history, portrait, landscape- men — 
Careful as of her chicken a good hen : 
Thus like an alderman each limner lives. 

"Yes ; a good hen— I see her wing display- 
ed, 

To warm, protect you with parental shade ; 
But you, a flock of vile rebellious chick- 
en, 

Are all for mounting on your mother's 
back. 

With threatening beak and noisy saucy- 
clack, 
Her eyes out trying to be picking ; 

Against her blasphemously swearing ; 
This is undutitul beyond all bearing. 
Where'er the plaintive cry of want appears, 
Cocked, like a greyhound's, are the king's 
two ears ; 
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Readj for Buoh poor wtghta to bake and 

brew! 
A circpmstaDce believed by very few ! 
Thus/to Fbilosophy's sarprise, 
A pin can lead the lightning of the ikiee ! 


ODE III. 

Behold, his majesty is in a passion ! 
Tremble, ^e rogues, and tremble, all the 

nation ! 
Suppose he takes it in his roval head 
To strike your Academic idol dead ; 
Knock down your house, dissolve you in 

his ire, 
And strip you of your boasted title— 'Squire ! 

To bend a piece of iron to your will, 
Tou always make that iron hot ; 

For then it asks but little force and skill — 
Its sturdiness is quite forgot : 

Bat lo ! it is quite otherwise with roan ! 

Make him red-hot, and bend him as you 
can: 

So widely different are the metals, ' 

Composing man, or kings indeed, and ket- 
tles ! 

Oft has he left his queen and Windsor tow- 
ers, 
Oft from the fascinating dairy flown. 
To raise the arts with all his mighty pow- 
ers. 
And hold high converse with the folks of 
town : 

From lofty Carthage, thus, by Jove's de- 
cree, 
On nobler works than those of love in- 
tent, 
£neas from the widow Dido went, 
And, full of piety, put off to sea ! 

Vain of your Academic honours, vain, 

I say again. 
Idly you deemed yourselves the firsi of 
men ; 

And then 
Ton spumed the hand that raised you into 

notice — 
By all the gods, unfortunately, so 'tb ! 

Full oft, by Fortune, man is played a trick : 
Too orften ruined by her glittering toys, • 

Just like the candle's luckless wick 
Surrounded by the lastre that destroys. 
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ODE IV. 

Rksistance turns me, like a napkin, pale ; 

Rebellion chills me into stone \ 
<<TeIl not in Gath the tale. 

Nor publish in the streets of Ascalon." 

Copy the manners of a court ; 
There (thanks to education for't) 
Submission cowering creeps, with fearful 
eye. 
Unceasing bends the willowy neck to 

ground, 
In reverence, abject and profound, 
Too humbly modest to behold the sky : 

There, all alive too, hawk Attention sits ; 

To study royal Humour's various fits ; 
With wings expanded, ready to fly poet, 

To east, to west, to north, to south. 

To cater for a monarch's mighty mouth. 
To get him baked, or grilled, or broiled, or 
roast: 

I 

Now scampers to pick up each bit of news. 
Which full-fed London every moment 

spews: 
Then to the palaee the rich treasure bears, 
And pours the whole into the royal ears. 

There Adulation, with her ail ver tongue, 
Sweeter than Philomela's sweetest song. 

Says unto m^esty such things ! 
Tells him that Cesar won not half his fame \ 
That Alexander was a childish name. 

Compared to his— the King of Kings ! 

Now smiling, staring huge surprise, 
With such a brace of wonder-looking eyeg. 

On all the words from majesty that dart; 
As if bright gems, as large as eggs of pul- 
let, • '' 
Flowed from the king's Golconda gullet. 

Enough, indeed, to load a cart : 
Her mouth so pleased the treasures to de- 
vour; 
Wide as the port-hole of a seventy -four. 

Such is the picture of a palace scene. 
Drawn b^ an amateur, I ween : 
The outline chaste, and easy flowing ; 
The colouring not a whit too glowing. 
Such, such is Adulation, charming maid \ 
Whose conduct you won't copy,I maftaid. 


There is no wanton severity in the pre- 
ceding lines, no bittterness of sarcasm 
(such as this poet is wont to indulge when 
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royalty comes in his way ); and we here 
ffladly give him credit, though a satirist, 
for his humanity and tenderness. 


ODE V. 


At opposition, lo ! [the soul demurs ! 

At such the royal mind revolts ; 
Hates it as much as sticks, the cats and 
curs, 
Or curbs, and whips, and spurs, high- 
mettled colts. 

Too well I know that yon the great des- 

pise; 
Molehills, instead of mountains, in your 

eyes: 

'Tis wrong ! 
I often reverence grandeur in my song. 

Go, Sirs, to court upon a gala day : 
. Soon as the soldiers cry alond, " Make 
way !" 
How gforionsly the courtiers strut it by, 
In gorgeous clothes of silk and gold. 
With such an elevated front, and bold^ 
With such state-consequence in either 

eye; 

80 much abote the ground on which they 
strut, 
So stiff, so stake-like, all the pompons 
pack, 
As thoup^h Dame Nature had forgot to put 
The joints of manners io the neck and 
twck. 

O glorious sight ! this no one dares deny : 
And lo ! I'd lay considerable odds. 

That man who ne'er divinities did spy, 
Would really take them for a pack of gods ! 

Grant that the great are ignorant--what 
then.' 

Still are they folks of worship^still great 
men; 

Though flogged through schools, and ban- 
ished from a cpflege, 
Although not one inch oroad their minds, 
I ween : i 

The utmost boundary of all their know- 
ledge, 
The ^me-act and John Nichors Maga- 
xme. 

Still men of worship, must they all appear 
Bein^ we little people should revere : 

*Tis natural to revere the folk on high ; 
To reverence, lo ! our infancies are led ! / 


Well do I recollect how oft my eye 
Adored the kings and queens of ginger- 
bread : 

King David, Solomon, and that brave 

queen" 
Who rode so far to see, and to be seen : 
Though hungry as a hound, with pence in 

store. 
When in their gloiy on the stalls I met 

'em; 
Though longing to devour them, o'er and 

o'er, 
I deemed it sacrilege to eat 'cm. 

A king, a painter, an architect, a poet- 
laureat, a prmter, a reviewer, or even a 
smaller object than any of these, a poor, lit^ 
tie, crawling louse, for instance, will serve 
Peter for a theme, or, rather, fur a title- 
page, when he has a mind to treat the 
world with a new poem ; and it matters not 
whether the contents of the piece bear 
much, or little, or no relation to its title. 


ODE VI. 

Thx liffht of Reason is a little ray. 
But stni it shows us the right way : 
Indeed, the gentlewoman makes ne blaze. 
No bonfire tempting a fool's eyes to gase — 
A modest dame, remote, and calm, and coy, 
And never playeth gambols to destroy. 

But Error, what a meretricious jade, 
Amidst her trackless wilds immersed in 
shade. 
To tempt the silly and unwary ! 
Her meteor, lo, she lights — here, there. 
Up, down, she dances it — ^now far, now 
near. 
In mad and riotous vagary. 

On the fools wander, in pursuit so stout. 
And love of this same garish light ; 

All on a sudden goes this meteor out ; 
And caught, like badgers, in the sack ef 
night. 

Blundering and trying to get back again, 

They roll about in vain, poor men. 

Thus you Academicians all proceed ; 
You are those badgers, gentlemen, indeed. 

There seems an ardent spirit, to my mind, 
A revolution spirit, 'mongst mankind : 


* HerMaleetyofSbeba. 
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A spark will now let kingdoms in a blaze, 
That would not fire a l>arn in former days ; 
So latelj turned to touchwood is each 

state — ' 
So whimsical, indeed, the ways of Fate. 

Fray, Sirs, both old and young, ye bright 

and muddy, 
Did ever you make cbckoldom your study ? 
P'rhaps not, if rightly I divine-— 
But, gentlemen, I've made it mine. 

This state of man, and let me add,|obsoenity, 
Is not a situation of betweemiyf 

As some word-coiners are disposed to 
cairt- 
Meaninj^ a mawkish, ot-it-werB-ish state. 
Containing neither love nor hate— 

A sort of water* gruel without salt 

Know then, that Cuckoldom's all eye, all 
ear. 
All smell, all taste, and, fiuth, all feel- 
ing— 

His senses sharp as those of cats appear. 
To right, to left— as quick as soldiers 
wneeling. 

To catch a wife's bad fame, alas! not 
praise; 

Thus setting trapa to sqnoeie his future 
days; 

Watering with one eternal tear the eye. 
And muing lovely life one lengtnened 

aiffh: 
A pair of antlers his— he sits on thorns — 
He nothing sees but horns, horns, horns ! 

Nay, to the cuckold in idea, lo, 
On either side his head a horn appears 

Tremendour, but which all his neighbours 
know 
Are only one huge pair of ass' ears. 

Then pray dismiss your jealousies and 

frights ; 
Our monarch means not to invade your 

rigbli: 
It never, never was a royal plan — 
** For Brutus is an honourable man !" 
Greater from Chambers should be all your 

fears, 
Whose house u tumbling fast about your 


we can make for the frequent entertain- 
ment we have received from "his writings, 
we have adopted this method of distinction ; 
and it has enabled us to add, which we do 
with pride and pleasure, that we are con- 
vinced he is truly loyal at heart. In his 
Satire on Kings, there is a vein of true 
poetry, equal sublimity, and ardour, the 
09 ma^rna sonaturumf and the vivid blaie 
of genius. When he praises them, there is 
often a tameness, an apparent labour, the 
Sisyphean toil of rolling up the steep as' 
cent, a rough round stone, a spirit ana an 
animation only when he escapes from his 
subject into pure description, or a few sly 
disloyal allusions. Could Aristotle himself, 
could his descendant, the great Scriblerus, 
or the united bands of all the reviewers, 
haud pastibus iBqtUs sequenUs, wish for a 
more certain proof that disloyalty is as- 
sumed, and that the spirit and the knee 
bow, with equal flexibility at the name of 
king ? Let it be no longer insinuated , then, 
that Peter is disloyal, for the Rights of 
Kings is written witn the tameness <» truth, 
the labour of sincerity, without one anima- 
ting spark of fiction. 


If truth, as has been asserted, is a cold un- 
poetical virtue, and bards universally suc- 
ceed best in fiction, it may perhaps furnish 
a criterion, by which we may try our au- 
thor's loyalty. From a sincere regard for 
the facetipus Peter, and as the only return 


ODE VII. 

Trb kin^ (God grace him) wishee you to 

shme : 
He raised the building with your cash and 

mine: 
But what is wealth ? what thousands ? 

trifling things ! 
To swell the mighty vohime of its fame. 
He called it royu — thus he gave the name ; 
Which proveththe munificence of kings- 
Heavens, what a present ! ah, well worth 

possessing ! 
Lo ! on a level with a bishop's blessing ! 

Domitian (so says History, with a sigh) 
Would ouit affairs of sUte, to hunt a fly : 
But we have no such trifle-hunting kings — 
Europe knows no such miserable things ! 
Her prills gallop on a larger scale ; 
No flippnat minnow, but the floundering 
whale. 

George wishes not to give the dome a 

grave; 
Not to destroy he cometh— but to save : 
Not like Dame Nature, who composes forms 

'The fairest for the nscinated eye ; 
Then send her lightnings, floods, and 
storms, 
To bid the beauteous flowerets die ! 
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When onea a woman's handsome, smart, 

and clever, 
In God's name let her bloom for ever ! 
Ah '. could I snatch Time's ploaghsharo 

from his hand, 
Who, with that/ ease a. farmer skirts his 

land, 
Furrows so cruelly o'er the fairest face ! 
Relentless as a Mohawk, on he goes. 
Cuts up the lily and the rose. 
Roots up each wavy curl, and bends the 

neck of grace — 

Ah I oonid I simply do but this, 
The sweetest lips would give me many a 
kiss. 

By raising, then destroying like a Turk, 
It seems as though Time did not like his 

work; 
As thoufifh he wanted something better 

still. 
Than e'er was manufactured at his mill. 

And yet how exquisite, of charms, the 
crop 
In Mesdames Johnson's, Kelly's, Wind- 
sor's^ shop. 
Or rather hot-hoi|pe !— Lord, if fond of 
billing, 
What grace, for guineas, we may find ; 
Nay in the streets, if cheapness suits our 
mind. 
We purchase Cleopatras for a shilling. 

Beauty, how thou stealest me away ! 
Bom, thou sweet witch, thy poet to be- 
guile ; 

Thv fool, idolater, b^ night, by day. 

He feels a chain m every smile. 
Thou tyrant of my heart, let go my pen — 

1 must, will speak to Academic men. 

Sir* I should the Royal Eagle, from his 

height. 
Dart on your puny forms his eye of flame. 
And wanton, jest to exercise his might 

(Deeming you no ignoble game) 
Should pounce on your owl-backs, so 

stout, j^ 

How would a cloud of feathers ny about ! 
The thunder of his beak, for falling, ripe—- 
What figures you would cut within his 

gripe! 

This can the King of Isles perform — I know 

it— 
Tet, though of power so full, he will not 

show it. 

* The priestMSos of the Cyprian goddess. 


Too soon your band its weakness would de- 
plore: 
A crab in a cow's mouth— no more I 

Say, don't you tremble at th' affronted 

name .^ 
Where lurks the burning blush of shame? 
Alas! that symptom of remaining grace 
Knows not to tinge an Academic nice ! 
Sons of the devil like you, rebelUons, 

hear — 
It is for kings to burden — us to bear. . 

I own I've said (and glory in th' advice) 
<< Be not, O king, as usual, over-nice ; 
Dread Sire (to take a phrase from Caliban) 

* Bite ^em'— 
To pour a heavier vengeance on the clan, 

Knight 'em." 


ODE VIIL 

The modern French deem monarchs much 

like fire, 
Which a good looking- after doth require — 

Too much inclined to prove an evil ; 
A fire that needeth to be well secured, 
Well ironed, pinioned, and immured, 

Which otherwise would play the devil : 
Tet if on politics a bard may prate, 
I deem their monarch's jacket rather strait. 
Mesdames Poissardes, 'twas shockingly ill 

bred. 
To fling your flounders at your monarch's 

head. 
Though Venus -like, descended from the 

flood, 
'Twas base, ye sweet divinities of mud. 
To this grent truth a universe agrees, 
^' Ht who lies doion with dogs^ tnll rise toilh 

fitasr 

How applicable ! lo, you took advice, 
I'm sure, from that arch-devil. Doctor 

Price, 
And Stanhope — who so praise this French 

and clap. 
For catching kings, like pole-eats, in a trap. 

O may I never be— but were I king, 
Like ropes should I consider laws ; 

Preventing, when I wished it, a good 
spring — 
Hand-cum to bind my lion-claws. 

A set of articles implios mistrust — 
How can the Lord's Anointed be junjust ? 
We never should believe such things 
As doubt the wisdom of the King or kings; 
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What the Lord ohooses mu8t be good, 
Althoogh he Bent U8 bat a piece of wood. 
Even Chesterfield I* that Atheistic dog. 
Declares he has a reverence for King Log. 
<* When will that lucky day be bom, that 

brings 
A bridle for the arrogance of kings ? 

Too slowly moves, alas! the loitering 
hour. 
When will those tyrants cease to fancy man 
A dog in Providence's levelling plan, 

To crouch, and lick the blood-stained rods 
of Power?" 
Such u your most unkingly cry — 
And lo, I tell it with a sigh ! 

Rank is in man the itch of opposition, 
Which wanteth a good whip for a physi- 
cian. 
Tou keep bad company that turns your 
head- 
So hungrily you every thing devour, 
That tends to clip the wings of royal power, 
l/Vhich like the eagle's pinion ought to 
spread ; 
So greedily suck in Rebellion's breath, 
That wafu the seeds of Impudence and 
Death. 

Thus, hound-like, at a Lord-Mayor's 

feast, 
A eommon-eouncilman. a beast, 
On every seasoned dish so hungry staffs — 
Unbuttons, wipes the sweat away, and 

puffs. 

Poor fool! he swallows rheumatism and 
gout, 
Asthma and apoplexy-^ and more ills 
Than doctors, ,with their knowledges so 
stout, 
Can vanquish with their bolusses and 
pills ! 

But, Sirs, you must be cautious how you 
act; 
Attorney-Greneral is no reasoning thing! 

'Tis an indubitable fact, 
Thb fellow is the creature of a king ; 
His' esffle— thunder-bearer— loud his cry — 
And ''instant vengeance" is his sole reply. 
'Tis dangerous to shake hands with such 

hard claws. 
His gripe enough to make the bravest 
pause. 

Then be not at your midnight orgies seen, 
Buzsing opinions upon king and queen. 


• «' I confess I bare iome rsgard for King Log." 
—Fids Ids Letters. 


Ah ! should he sally forth so strong, 
Amidst your wantonness of speech and 

song ; 
Unlined by mercy, you will feel his gripe, 
Stopping the melody of many a pipe. 

Thus, at the solemn, still, and sunless hour. 
When to their sports the insect nations 

pour : 
In airy tumult blessed, the light- winged 

throng, 
Thoughtless of enemies in ambuscade. 
Hums to night's listening ear the choral 

song. 
And wantons through the boundless field 

of shade; 
When, lo ! the mouse-faced demon of the 

gloom. 
Espying, hungry meditates their doom ! 
Bounce, from his hole so secret, bursts 

the bat, 
To honour, mercy, moderation, lost ! 
Behold him sally on the humming hdst. 
And murderous overturn the tribes of 

gnat ; 
Nimbly from right to left, like Tippoo, 

wheel. 
And snap ten thousand prisoners at a 

meall 

The facetious Peter Pindar, whose point- 
ed ridicule so frequently excites a laugh 
against his neighbours, has himself been 
occasionally threatened with retaliation. It 
so happens, however, that, although the rod 
of satire has been hold by several different 
hands, yet Peter has not, as yet, been whipt 
out of that dry humour, peouliar to him- 
self 


ODE IX. 

How pleasant 'tis the courtier clan to 

see! 
So prompt to drop to majesty tlie knee ; 
To start, to run, to leap, to ny. 
And gambol in the royai eye ; 
And, if expectant of some high employ, 
How kicks the heart against the ribs, for 

joy! 

How rich the incense to the royal nose ! 
How liqaidly the oil of flattery flows ! 
But should the monarch turn from sweet to 

sour, 
Which Cometh oft to pass in half an hour, 
How altered instantly the courtier dan ! 
How faint ! how pale ! how woe-begone, 

and wan ! 
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ThasCorvdoD, betrothed to Delia's charms, 
In fancy holds her ever in his arms : 
In maddening fancy, cheeks, eyes, lips 
devoars ; 
Plays with the ringlets that all flaxen 

flow 
In rich loznriance o'er a breast of snow, 
And on that breast the*soul of rapture 
pours. 

Night, too, entrances— slumber brings the 

dream— 
Gives to his lips his idol's sweetest 

kiss; 
Bids the wild heart, high panting, swell its 

stream, 
And deluge every nerre with bliss : 
But if his nymph unfortunately frowns, 
Sad, chapfallen, lo! he hangs himself, or 

drowns! 

Oh, try with bliss his moments to be- 
guile : 

Strive not to make yourflovereign frown — 
but smile : 

Sublime are royal nods— most precious 
things ! — 

Then, to be whistled to by kings ! 

To have him lean familiar on one's shoul- 
der, 

Becoming thus th^ royal arm upholder, 
A heart of very stone must grow quite 
glad. 

Oh ! would some king so far himself de- 
mean. 

As on my shoulder but for once to lean. 
The excess of joy would nearly make me 
mad! 

How on the honoured garment I should 
dote— 

And thin^ a glory blazed around the coat ! 

Blessed, I should make this coat my coat of 

arms. 
In fancy glittering with a thousand charms; 
And snow my^ children's children o'er 

and o'er ; 
** Here, babies," I should say, " with awe 

behold 
This coat— worth fifty times its weight in 

gold : 
This very, very coat your grandsire 

wore! 

" Here"— pointing to the shoulder— I 

should say, 
'< Here majesty's own hand so sacred 

lay"- 
Then p'rhaps repeat some speech the 

king might utter ; 


As — ** Peter, how go sheep a score ? what ? 

what? 
What's cheapest meat to make a bullock 

fat? 
He ? He ? what, what's the price of 

country butter ?" 

Then should I, strutting, give myself an 
air, 
And deem my house adorned with im- 
mortality : 

Then should I make the children, calf-like 
stare. 
And fancy grandfather a man of quality : 

And yet, not stopping here, with cheerful 
note, 

The muse should sing an ode upon the 
coat 

Poor lost America, high honours missing, 
Knows nought of smile, and nod, and sweet 

hanu-kissing ; 
Knows nought ofgolden promises of kings ; 
Knows nought of^coronets, and stars, and 

strings ; 
In solitude the lovely rebel sighs ! 
But vainly drops the penitential tear — 

Deaf as the adder to the woman's cries, 
We suffer not her wail to wound our ear : 
For food we bid her hopeless children 

prowl, 
And with the savage of the desert howl. 


ODE X. 


" Man may be happv, if he will :" 
I've said it oflen, and I think so still : 

Doctrine to make the million stare ! 
Know then, each mortal is an actual Jove ; 
Can brew what weather he shall most ap- 
prove. 

Or wind, or calm, or foul, or fair. 

But here's the mischief— man's an ass, I 
say; 
Too fond of thunder, lightning, storm, 
and rain ; 
He hides the charming, cheerful rav 

That spreads a smile o'er hill and plain ! 
Dark, he must court the sculi, and spade, 

and shroud — 
The mistress of his soul must be a cloud ! 

Who told him that he must be cursed on 
earth ? 
The God of Nature ?— No such thing ; 
Heaven whispered him, the moment of 
his birth, 
'* Don't cry, my lad, but dance and sing ; 
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Don't be too wise, acd be aa ape : 
In colours let thy soul be dressed, not 
crape. 

'' Roses shall smooth life's journey, and 

adorn ; 

Yet mind me — if, through want of ^ce, 

Thoa moan'st to fling the blessing in my 

face, 

Thou hast full leave to tread upon a thorn.'* 

Tet some there are, of men, I think the 

worst. 
Poor imps! unhappy, if they can*t be 
cursed — 
For CTer brooding over Misery's eggs, 
As though life's plea&are were a deadly sin ; 
Mousing for ever for a gin 
To catch their happinesses by the legs. 

Even at a dinner some will be unblessed. 
However good the viands,' and well dressed: 
They always come to table with a scowl, 
Squint with a face of verjuice o'er each 

dish, 
Fault the poor flesh, and quarrel with the 
fish, 
Curse cook and wife, and, loathing, eat 
and growl. 

A cart-load, lo, their stomachs steal, 
Yet swear thev cannot make a meaJ. 
I like not the blue-devil-hunting crew ! 

1 hate to drop the discontented jaw ! 
O let me Nature's simple smile pursue. 

And pick even pleasure from a straw. 


Got deep in debt, the constable outran ; 
And, to complete the farce, this godlike 
man 
Died— tottfy /* 

The crown, so powerful, made him every 
thing ! 
There's somewhat marvellous in it, I 

must own : 
For folly is not folly on a throne ; 
For whiting's eyes are diamonds in a king ! 

I dare not say that no exception springs 
Against this mighty magic power of kmgs: 
Not all a monarch's smiles, and powers of 

place, 
Can wipe vulgarity fk-om Brudenell's face ; 
Nor, though a whole eternity they try. 
Blot art, infernal art, from tiawksbury's 

eye; 
Blot beast from Salisbury, who no legend 

needs, 
Pertness from D k, and vacancy from 

Leeds. 


OD£ XI. 

Treat sovereigns, Sirs, with more respect, 

Ibeg: 
To thrones, with due decorum, make a 
leg: 
Even those are sacred, though but empty 
chairs : 
There lurks in thrones a something, though 

'but wood. 
That thrills with awe the vulgar mass of 
blood. 
And fills the mouth and eye with gapes 
and stares : 
Wishing by no means to affront, 
I wonder what's the meaning on*t ! 

Louis Quaiorze was quite the Frenchman's 

god; 
Who made all na^ons tremble at his nod ; 
Married Scarron*8 old widow, dry and 

frowsy ; 


ODE XIL 

Lo ! majesty admireth yon fair dome ;t 

And deemeth that he is admired again ; 
The king is wedded to it— 'tis his home — 
He watches it — and loves it, even to 
pain: 
And vet this lofty dome is heard to say, 
" Pon ! poh ! pox take your love — away ; 
away!" 

To this, with energy, I answer—" Shame :" 
Such bad behaviour puts me in a flame : 
This is unseemljr, nay, ungrateful carriage. 
And brings to mind a little ode to marriage. 


ODE TO HYMEN ; OR, THE HECTIC. 

God of ten million charming things. 

Of whom our Milton so divinely smgs. 
Once dove- tailed to a devil of a wife — . 

Hymen, how comes it that I am so slight- 
ed ? 

Whv with thy mysteries am I not delighted, 
Which I have tried to peep on half my 
life? 

God of the down-clad chains, dispel tho 
mist — 

O put me speedily upon thy list ! 

• He bad actually the m«r»M pedtetUMM. 
t The Royal Acadeiny. 
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A civil lilt, like that of kings, I'm told, 
Bringing in swelling bags of glorious gold ! 

What have I done to lose tbv good opinion ? 

Against thee was I ever known to rail ; 

And say (abasing thos thy sweet xlomin- 

ion), 
" Curse me, if this boy's trap shall catch 

ray tail?" 
No, no ! — I praise thy knot with bellowing 

breath, 
Which, like Jack Ketch's, seldom slips till 

death. 

Lo ! 'midst the hollow* sounding vault of 

night. 
Deep coughing by the taper's lonely light, 
The hopeless hectic rolls his eye-mills 

sighing : 
*^ Sleep on," he cries, and drops the ten- 

derest tear ; 
Then kisses his wife's cherub-cheek so 

dear: 
<' Blessed be thy slumbers, love ! though 

I am dying : 
Ah ! whilst thou steepest with the sweetest 

breathy 
I pump, for life, the putrid well of death ! 

** I feel of Fate's hard hand th' oppressive 

power ; 
I count the iron tongue of every hour, 
That seems in Fancy's startled ear to say — 
Soon must thou wander from thy wife 

away. 

** Dread sound ! too solemn for the soul to 

bear, 
Murmuring deep melanchoW on my ear : 
And sullen — lingering, as if loath to part. 
And ease the terrors of mv fainting heart 
Yet, though I pant for life, sleep uou, my 

dove, 
For well thy constancy deserves my love." 

And, lo! Idl young and beauteous, by his 

side, 
His soil, fresh-blooming, incense-breathing 

bride, 
Whose cheek the dream of rapturous 

kisses warms. 
Anticipates her spouse's wish so good ; 
Feels Love's wila ardours tingling through 

her blood, 
And pants amidst a second husband's 

arms; 
Now opes her eyes, and, turning round her 

head, 
*' Wonders the filthy fellow is not dead !" 


ODE XIII. 

You quarrelled with Sir Joshua some time 

since; 
Ofpainters, easilv allowed the prince — 
The emperor, let me say, without a flat- 
tery, 
Yet wantonly against this emperor, lo ! 
An overflowing tub of bile to show. 
You foolish planted an infernal battery. 

The mind of man is vastly like a hive > 
His thoughts so busv ever— all alive ! 

But here the simile will go no further ; 
For bees are making honey, one and all ; 
Man's thoughts are busy in producing 

Committing, «s it were, self-murder. 

But let the spirit that surrounds my frame 

Sit easy on it, just like an old shoe- 
When Disappointment sets my house in 
flame, 
Let Reason all she can to quench it do ; 
Reason has engines plentiful and stout, 
With water at command to put it out. 

I hate to hear men quarrelling through 

life. 
Themselves the fabricators of the strife ; 
For ever hunting, with a hound-like nose. 
Into that hornet^ nest, the tribe of woes : 
And when the woes invited greet 'em. 
They wonder how the devil they meet 

'em. 


ODE XIV. 

Ah ! could yon wish your president* to 

change ? 
Ah ! could you. Pagans, after false goods 

range ? 
Swop solid Reynolds for that shadow 

West ? 
In love afiairs variety's no sin — 
Travellers may change at any time their 

inn — 
Here 'tis paint-blasphemy, I do protest 

In Love's warm regions I should like, I 

own, 
'Midst different climes to fix my throne ; 

* The author has Moie renaoii to fmaglna, that 
a part of the Academic rebelHon was meant to at- 
tack the president ; the diaappearance of whose 
works. In the preseaft exhiblHon, has been fatal.— 
One picture from Sff Joshua's hand would ItaTe 
atoned for a host of daubs. 


PETER PINDAR. 


267 


Dayid's 'phyaici&as ordered change of 
dame*— 
And, lo ! t' improve onr oowa, we bid 'em 
pass 
Into variety of gran — 
With balls, I guon, th' advantage ia the 
same. 

And as I Monsieur Cnpidon employ, 
To manufactare pieces of my joy, 

I would not mad run counter to the 
fashion ; 
A little Sylvia, with the sweetest smile, 
Possesses power some moments to beguile. 

And in Eljistum hpthe prettiest passion. 

But noitot^aw» perdrix— the vulgar thing ! 
Then Pleasure soon would spread her wan- 
ton wing; 
No ! no ! Variety the game must starts- 
Come ofl, and make her courtesy to my 

heart; 
And, like the orange-girls, rtiy taste to suit, 
Cry, ** Choice of fruit— fine fruit, Sir— 
choice of fruit." 

Dull Constancy is qnite a qnaker's hat, 
80 formal !— changeless in its great 
broad brim : 
Variety's a fine youn^ playfhl oat— > 

A hopeful imp of spirit, sport, and whim : 
Who, when all other objects fail. 
Runs afler its own tail. 


ODE XV. 

DxAD is idolatry, and faint the praise 
That sceptred people meet with now-a- 
days! 
All unmolested, lo ! the Virtues sleep ! 
Thttr roof with fair applause but rarely 
rings — 
Sweet Panegyric moves with snail-like 
* creep, 
And Defamation on the lightning's wings ! 

Too pleased to pluck the soaring plume of 
Power, 
Tott bless an opposition hour; 
Too fond, alaa! of roasting hftrmless 
kings ; 
Too well fknow^ what freedoms you would 

take- 
Beat the dear creatures just like bears at 
stake: 
Just like a poor tame gull's, would clip 
his wings ! 

* AbtHhac , the (ktr Pbunamtte. 
2 H 


Poor bird ! whom Fate oft cruelly assails ; 
Forced from his bold aerial height, 
Sweeping the sun amidst hb flight. 

To hop a garden, and hunt sndls ! 

Such is the fate of Louis S^ize, 
Whom Pitv, with a sigh, surveys. 
Whom Frenchmen daringly have laid a 
curb on ; 
Who now no more full royally indites, 
No more ^^sievalo** to his kingdom writes, 
But, *^ I'm your humble servant, Louis 
Bourbon." 

LUtres-de-eachetf now no longer known, 
Shall lull no more an empire's idle groan : 
Bastiles, those schools of peaCe and sweet 

morality, 
Instruct no more the mob, and men of 

quality : 

Bastiles, the haunt of philosophic gloom, 
Suirouiid the imps of liberty no more : 
In dust each iron and colossal door. 

Which closed in thunder on a rebel's room : 

That pealing, with reverben^tbd sontid. 
Rung through the csveme of the dread pro- 

founa; 
Where Meditation pondered, penftiv« maid ! 
And Horror, death-like, paused upon the 

shade. 

Oh, let us cherish, then, the royal race, 
The fount of honour, freedom, pension, 

place! 
On me would kings their treasure fling 

away. 
Most humbly grateful would I sav, 
" Thus Lybia's forests a kind shade supply, 
And for the meanest savage form a den ; 
And thus the mountains that invade the 

Kind, in their shaggy bosoms warm the 
wren." 

Peter, like Anteus, risea with ten elastio 
rebound, when borne down by the' weight 
of his subject, sinking from a frigorific 
torpor, or from a fear of melting hiswajcen 
wings, he has, ibr a moment, toiMhM the 
ground. 


ODE XVI. 

Amid the deepening gloom of time. 
Tour puny name smill scarce appear ; 

While those of kin^s, in characters sublime , 
Shall, blazing, bid a world revere : 
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Their peerlets acta, with every yirtnous 

qaalitr, 
Shall graee the pyramid of Immortalitj. 

There shall their glorious names bo seen so 

bright, 
As on a birth or coronation night, 

Amidst the eveninff's honoured shade. 
Fast by the grocer^, or the chandler's 

shop, 
Or lace, or pinman, or the roan of mop, 

By loyal thumb-bottles displayed ! 
That, burning with a rival glow. 
Beam on the gaping multitude below. 

Know, when we slumber, not so sleeps the 
king- 
He watches !— yes, he ponders through 
the night! 
To buried Genius lends a fancied wing. 
And lifts him from his darkness into 
light: 

Thus, niffhtly on the Mevagizxy* shore, • 
When Horror breathes upon the heaving 

deepf 
Amid the wild and solemn roar ; 
These eyes have seen the crafty heron 

ereep, 
Now dart his beak so sharp for fish's 

blood, 
And snatch a wriggling conger from the 

flood! 

Here differeth this comparison of ours— 
The king preserveth— but the fowl de* 
vours. 


ODE XVII. 

Go, Sire, with halters round your wretched 

necks. 
Which some contrition for your crime be- 
speaks. 
And much-offbnded majesty implore ; 
Say, piteous, kneeling in the royal 

view — 
" Have pity on a sad abandoned crew, 

And we, great king, will sin no more : 
Forgive, dread Sir, the crying sin,^ 
Ana Mister Laurence shall come in." 

Tour hemp cravats, your prayer, your Ty- 
burn mien, 

May pardon gain from our good king and 
queen. 
For they are not inexorable people ; ' 

* A fifhinf-town in Cornwall. 


Although von thus have run their patience 
hard ; 

And though you are, to such great folk 
compared, 
Candle-extinguishers to some high stee- 
ple. 

For kinffs (I speak it to their vast ap- 

plattse) 
Can pardon, if yon let them gain their 

cause; 
80 gracious, they will give you such kind 

looks. 
As fell upon the shaved and humbled cooks; 
Kind as a gardener's charitable eye 
On some crushed snail, or bird-limed fly ; 
Kind as the epicure's, who. fond of mites, 
Blingleth compassion with his bites. 

How vile to make the front of monarchs 

lower ! 
I see him. all like vine^ so sour. 
Look black ! — but, still good-humour's in 
his soul ; 
And now I mark it, stealing forth so 

sweet- 
Stream of forgiveness, what a treat!— 
I see his eye, with love re-kindling, roll. 

Thus, when the Demon of the storm haa 

driven 
The Sun, that youth of splendour, ftomiiia 

heaven. 
Drowned every vale, and blasted every 

bloom; 
Cast o'er poor Nature's smile a sable 

shroud. 
Each beauty blotted with his inkiest cloud. 
And given a cheerful world to gloom ; 

Lo ! through the giant shade, a lonely 

Peeps from the opening west with timid 

air, 
(Till forced by shouldering clouds away). 
Informing man, ''To-morrow wiU be 

fair.' 

Oh, had yon reverenced a great king'a 
commands. 

What trouble he had taken off your hands ! 

For Art yon had not ranged the realm 
around ! 

His keener eye the precious gem had 
found ! 

Then, wliat an honour to have seen ap- 
pointed, 

Tour very Nightman, by the Lord'a 
Anointed! 
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ODE XVIII. 

A Lims more, and I haye done— 
The mnaa's tittle-tattle moat go on.— 

The world ia very fond of calling ** fool ;" 
It looka with raptare on a limple head, 
Of puerilitjea the rich hot-bed, 

So pleaaing to the taate of Ridicule ; 
Rare crops ! that, thickening into life, 
Start, like asparagna, to tempt the knife. 

And, should the head belong to some great 

duke. 
Hawk-satire eyes it with the keenest 

look: 
Still, should the owner hap to be a king, 
Sha^for her quarry, how she proaes ner 

wing! 
Such is the proneness to assail great folk, 
And make high birth and state a standing 

joke. 

Oh. for an ointment to destroy the scab 
Called Envy, which, alas! too many 

know! 
The heart shall be a medlar, not a crab ; 
Milk, and not yeijuice, from its fount 

should flow : 
Bat Greatness, sun-like, firom the muddy 

stream, 
Draws the foul yapour that obscures its 

beam! 

Indeed, the people are a lawless crew — 
Why strife I tnen. Quixotic, to reform ? 

As soon a feather may the wares sub- 
due. 
And spiders bind the pinions of the storm. 

Tes, 'tis not strange, that kings should 

lose repute, 
Considering man's so great a brute. — 
£? en saints themselves have lost their re- 
putation : / 
Rome formerly had thirty thousand gods ; 
And now, I warrant ye, 'tis odds. 
They own scarce one through all the Rom- 
ish nation. 
Alas! who now believes in sticks and 

stones, 
Old rags, and hair, and marrow-bones ? 

Saint A^es, that sweet lady, void of sin. 
Was stnpped, poor gentlewoman, to her 
skin; 

And, for religion, carried to the stews; 
When, as the lady was so bare, 
Qod gave her such a quantity of hair, 

As reached unto ber very shoes. 


When to the bawdy-house arrived the 

dame, 
An angel from above commissioned came. 
And spread around her such a heavenly 

light. 
As daxzled every body's sight. 

» 

However, a young officer, a buck, 
Wishing prodigiously to have a look, 
Dashea forth, to pierce the middle of the 
light. 
Meaning to violate the dame so good ; • 
Which meaning, when the devil under- 
stood, 
He choked the wanton rogue outright 

Such is the tale ! true every crumb; 
Now no more heeded than Tom Thumb. 


TO MR PITT. 

Dkar as a diamond to the best of 
queens. 
Dear as to cormorants, offish a shoal ; 
Dear to a German hog, as beds of beans; 
Dear as a sixpence saved, to Misery's 
soul: 

Dear as the doctor's bill to this good na- 
tion. 
Which parliament, with tears of joy, sur- 
veyed ; 
Which brought about a much-desired sal- 
vation, 
For which the doctors have been poorly 
paid: 

Dear as the royal message* to the nation, 
By which more money humbly is im- 
plored — 
." More money for the children's educa- 
tion — 
Hard time ! more money for the child- 
ren's board :" 

Dear as to valiant Glo'ster sword and 
gun; 
Dear as a dock-leaf to a hungry ass ; 
Dear to the famed George Selwyn, as a 
pun-, 
Dear as to legs of mutton, caper sance ; 


• Wbat a nlgfardly set of repweatatlvei wa 
■end to psiUament ! To fuffer bit nujesty so fte- 
quently to be beggkif for a Itule moaey, U stema* 
nil in ttae eztteme.— In Ood*t name, let him bave 
tbe trwsary at once. Had be been wortb ten or 
eleven mflHona, an eeonmny would bave been pav- 
don^ie. 
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Dear u the voice of flattery lo the prood ; 

Dear as to hacknej-coachmen aigns of 

rain, 

Who count their BhlUinge in a comiag 

cloudy 

And, pious, pray for Noah's flood a^ain ; 

So dear to monarchs is that idol Power ! 

So dear is prompt obedience to a king ! 
Far, of resistance be the trying hour ! 

God bless us ! what a melancholy thing ! 

Yet opposition -fraught to royal wishes, 
Quite counter to a gracious king's com- 
mands, 
Behold ! th' Academicians, those strange 
fishes, 
For Wheatley^ lifled their unhallowed 
hands. 

So then, those. fallows have not learned to 
crawl, 
To play the spaniel, lick the foot, and 
fawn — 
Oh, be their bones by tigers broken all ! 
Pleased, by wild hones could I see them 
drawn. — 

O Pitt ! with thee I'm sorry, very sorry ! 

Not make a poor associate ! — such a 
thing! 
Who tried to tarnish thus the royal glory ? 

What rebel balloted against his king ? 

TbeYi, Sir, he is so boantiftil a man I 
A cataract of charity, I'll say — 

Inform me, any body, if yon can, 
Unmarked by liberality a day ! 

Where'er he walks, where'er his wild career, 
Throuff h Cheltenham, Weymouth, Ezon, 
Plymouth, lo, 
With jojr his sUring subjects all, so dear, 
See trom each step a stream of glory 
flow. 

Thus, when that pretty animal, an ass. 
At night, on pavement gallops like the 
wind; 
F\t(^ kindling at his heels, behold him pass ! 
iiow bright the sparkles that hop out be- 
hind! 

Nursed on the dunghill of the smiles of 
kings. 
What mushrooms daily, to surprise us, 
sUrt! 
So nimbly the fair vegetable springs ! 
Such warmth prolific can a smile impart! 

• The rivn] candidate of Mr Laurence. 


Such is of royalty the envied power ! 
Then perish every Academic plant ; 
Oh, may they feel nor sun, nor fostering 
shower ! 
Blow round them, O ye cold, odd wiade 
of want ! 

What nabob stmctaree rise, with wiogt 
out- spread, 
Whose owners' necks well merit to be 
lopped ? 
With what sublimity thev lift the head, 
By Death, and Ruins Atlas-shoulders 
propped ! 

But such thy master's purity of soul. 

His eyes upon the sword of justice feast : 
." Curse on the pearl," he cries, '* by Ra- 
pine stole ; 
Curse on the diamonds of the bleeding 
east! 

*^ Curse on the villains that whole realms 
despoil ! 
Corse on the eroel hand," we hear hun 
cry, 
*^ That steals the fruit of Labour's honest 
toil. 
And draws the tear of blood firom Pity's 
eye !" 

O Pitt! what punishment shall we con- 
trive, 
To suit this saucy, self-important crew f 
How shall we smoke this Academic hive. 
That stinging mkkes us look so very 
blue ? 

Oh, bid our monarch draw his purse-strings 
tight ; 

Contract his open heart, of giant stature ; 
Use every species of little spite, 

And violate for once his noble nature. 

Oh, bid our sovereign take it not to heart ; 

For downright brutes are Britons, nine 
in ten: 
At curbs and whips behold us asses start. 

And insolently claim the Rights of Men. 

And yet, I moderation wish to kings ; 
Tea, yes, they should be merciful, though 
strong. 
As sceptres have been found in France 
with wings. 
One would not lose an empire for a song. 


This Mr Pindar is surely a most unrea- 
sonable man ! He wodd monopolize the 
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kinm of the earth, and appropriate them 
Boleij to his own use and emolament ! *' I 
mvst have kings/ ' quoth he, in one of his 
former poblications. Let him, lay we, 
haye his kings, and enperors too, and em- 
presses into the bargain, if he wishes for 
them, and welcomoT-but wherefore grasp 
at all ? Why not let a brother satirist, or a 
democratic politician, have a monthful of 
royalty with him ? VVhy, churlishly , con- 
sign Mr Paine, and all the merry fellows 
who met to laash down and drink down 
despotism, at the Crown an^ Anchor, to 
Old Nick, as he here does, for having, per- 
adventure, the same high flavour, taste, and 
relish, for eoup-royal, with himself? This 
unfair dealing reminds us of the late Dr 
Kenrick, of audacious memory, who, after 
having attacked the Newtonian philosophy, 
in various publications, for several years 
together, was so unreasonably enraged at a 


contemporary writer, for daring to embark 
in the same cause, tliat, [declaring, 


no 


man should abuse Sir Isaac Newton but 
himself,"] he fell furiously on the luckless 
heretic in scienoe, ahd worried him most 
unmercifully, in a periodical work, in which 
Dr K. had then some concern. Thus it 
fares with respect to poor Mr Paine, and 
other speculators on reformation ; no one 
may make free with kin^s, and crowns, 
and sceptres, and ** such like things,*' but 
Peter Pindar, Esquire ! — but wherefore is 
our heretofore pleasant friend in such a 
fearfu) passion ? Why has he, thus unfor- 
tunately, abandoned his happier style? 
Return, pleasant bard ! return to thy wont- 
ed good humour, that we may again " lau^h 
and shake" with thee, as heretofore ! Vive 
la bagateUsj as long as thou likest, — but, no 
more national politics, good Master Pindar ! 


MORE MONEY; 


OR, 


ODES OF INSTRUCTION TO MR PITT ; 


WITH 


SOME OTHER CHOICE MATTERS. 


ODE I. 

More monej^ wanted ! — 'tis a brazen lie ; 
'Tis Opposition's disappointed cnr ; 
A poisoned shaft to wound the best of 
kings- 
More money ! *tis a poor invented story, 
To cloud with dire disgrace the king of 
glory — 
Damned shears to clip his Fame's exalt- 
ed wings. 

More money ! — 'tis a little dirty tale, 

To sink of popularity the gale, 

That wafts the name of George to utmost 

earth; 
A snake that should be strangled in its birth. 


More money ! tis a party-trick so mean. 

To make us sick of our good king and 
queen : 

We have no more to give — a truce to grants. 

That make the state a field devoured by 
wants :* 

The rust that eats the cannon— the rank 
weed 

That dares the yessel's course sublime im- 
pede; 

The worm that gnaws its native keel, th' 
ingrate. 

And opes the world of waters for its fate ; 

A spreading cancer that demands the knife ; 

That, wolf-like, preys upon the nation's life. 

* Another wonUbr a mole. 
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More money ! — what a gound ! — ^the loleinn 

bell 
That tolls the conatitotion's knell. 

Clap a hot iron on the patriot tongraee, 
For loading ipotlesa majeitj with wrongs : 
Nay, tear those tongues, th' offenders, 

from their holes, 
Foal pumps, that pour the froth from poi- 
soned souls. 
The monarch scorns to aak a penny more — 
Taxed to the eyes, his groans the state de- 
plore ; 
Away, then, Defamation's balefhl breath. 
That blows on Virtue's bud the blight of 
death. 

Tet, should it happen that the 6ej< of kings 

Should whisper to his minister strange 
things. 
And bid thee money ask, the tempting 
curse; 

Then firmly thou, the nation's steward, 
say, 

(With reverence due to royalty, I pray) 
" Dread Sir, have mercy on your peo- 
ple's purse. 

O king, your calculations have misled 
ye: 

Millions on millions vou have had already. 

Oh 1 let Discretion* nrom the virtue band 

Be called to court, to take you by the 
hand. 

** Ton really do not know how rich yon 

are: 
Tour wealth, so wondrous, makes your 

subjects stare — 
Squeezed from great cities, towns, and 

hovels : 
Hawksbury and Contts can show such 

heaps of treasure, 
Such loads of guineas for the royal plea* 

sure, 
Heaved into iron chests with shovels ! 
Then bow can majesty be poor ? 
Your coffers, Sir, are runnmg o'er." 


ODE II. 

Sat to the king (but with profound, res- 
pect. 

For who would manners unto kings ne- 
glect ?) 

" Dread Sir, to hospitals you little grant, 

Tour magic name supplymg %Yery want — 

« This Is fhittlesi advice. I fear— Tbe pasiiont 
are too powerAilfortbe gentle vlitnet. 


And then how seldom 'tis you give m 
treat! , 
And then your mutton, veal, and beef, jom 

kill. 
The stomachs of your favoured few to fill— 
And butchers swear 'tis very pretty meat. 

''And k), you kill your own delightftil 

lamfaie: 
And beat old Bakewell* in the breed of 

rams, 
And never wish to keep a thing for 

finery : 
l*hu8 are the parterres of Richmond and of 

Kew 
Dug up for bull, and cow, and ram, and 

ewe. 
And Windsor-Park, so glorious, made m 

•winery. 

" And' lo, your dairy thriving, let me say. 
As not one drop of milk is given away-^ ' 
So says your little dairy maid so sweet. 
Whose Mauties many a smile so graoioue 

meet; 
And smiling like the blooming May, 
Who shows the milk-ecore every day, 
How then can majesty be poor ? 
Your chests, Sir, must be running o'er. 

" Your oratorios that expenses bred, 
And Duke of Cumberlandt, so dmr, are 
dead. 
That gave (*<iff taid) your majesty much 
pain — 
The nation kindly paid your doctors' bills, 
I mean the Willisses, for toil and pills. 
That brought yon to your wisdom. Sire, 
agam — 
Then now can majesty be poor ? 
Your coffers must be mnnmg o*er. 

" Cabbage and carrot without end. 
The Windsor gardnerst dailv send ; 
Proud that their vegetables load the board 
Of Britain's high and mighty lord. 

« Of this their glad posterity shall boast } 
For such an honour never should be loet— 
Thus shall they cry in triumph to their 

neighbours, 
Crowned were our great great great fore- 
fathers* labours ; 
Whose praise through Fame's long tram- 
pet ever rings, 
For giving cabbages to kii 


* We have more reverence tb«n to say, a braUur 
(imzierof tbe North. 

t By tbe death of the Duke, a large annual in- 
come reverted to hli mejesty. 

t Not now. —See the Profrese ef Admliattoa. 
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" PreMnti of every wort of thini; are made, 
Witboat the ebghtett danger of offend- 

IDg, 

Either from gentlemen, or men in trade ; 
Tour majesties are both so condescend- 
ing- 
Folks for acceptance never beg and praj ; 
For presents never yet were tnrned away. 

** People meet moch encouragement, in- 
deed, 
For sending rarities and pretty things ; 
Although such rarities you do not need — 
Such is the sweet humility of kings. 
Then how can majesty be poor r 
Tour coffers must bo running o'er. 

*' Card-entertainment 'tis you chiefly give, 
By which the chandlers scarce can five — 
For soon as e'er yon leave the little rout, 
The candles are immediately blown out ! 

So i|uickly seized on by some candle-shark, 
Ladies and gentlemen, are in the dark* 
Where, what has happened. Heaven alone 

can tell. 
As darkness ott turns pimp t' undo a belle." 


ODE III. 

Say to thy king, (but, as I've said before. 
With due respect), " By God, you can't be 

poor, 
Sometimes a little concert is made up. 
Where nought is given to eat or sup- 
Where Music makes an economic pother; 
Where, with a solitary tweedle tweedle, 
A pretty melancholy fiddle 
Squeaks at the alisence of his little bro- 
ther, 
Whose presence would be much enjoyed. 
But costs too much to be employed ! 
Where Fischer's instrument (a frugal 

choice) 
Serves both for hautboys and for voice- 
As Billington and Mara, to the king, 
And that perverse Storace would not sing.t 


>» At the breaking ap of^ royal card-party, this 
is conaiaDtly done ^the poor maldaof honour, and 
tlie fsntlemen, amy grope their way how they can. 

f When Moniienr Nicolal, his majesty** first 
Ikvoarite, flrrt fiddler, and first news-monger, 
went with hto majesty's commnndi to Madam 
Sloiaee, to aMist at a sort of concert at Backlng- 
ham-Hoose, the longrtreiB, smiling on bim with 


the most ineflbble contempt, asked bim, ** What, 


Nkolal, I am to sing at the eU ^raes, I snppose ? 
m eaning n0ihimg-~'*Mj compliments to year mai 


;i 


mas- 
ter and mistress, sod tell them I am better engag- 
ed.»» 


« Lo ! by some woman's order (fie upon 

her •; 
The pretty, harmless, modest maids of hon- 
our 
Are forced to furnish for their beds, the 
sheet: 
The pillow-cases, too, says Fame, 
By order of some high commanding dame. 
To whose sweet soul economy is sweet. 

'* Dear maids of honour ! what a sin of 

sins. 
That Britain can't accommodate your skins ! 
Poor Generosity is sadly lamed ; 
And yet the noble beast was ne'er rode 

hard — 
Pale, cold Economy seems quite ashamed, 

Who never plays an idle card : 
Nay, Avarice, her mother, with surprise 
Tuns up the whites, so sad, of both her 

eyes. 

''To wit you nothing give— to learning 
nought : 
Lo, in hw garret. Mathematics pines, 
Where, hungry, after bread and cheese and 
thought, 
He forms with brother spiders useless 
lines. 

" Th' expense of new-year's ode is felt no 

more! 
Thus is that needless, tuneless hubbub 

o'er: 
All praise must centre in the birth-day , 

song^ 
The virtues must be lumped together — 

ves! 
And tnen (if subjects may presume to 

guess) 
The Xaureat need not make it very long. 

" A load of praise is nauseous stuff- 
Sire, don't you think, at times, one line 

enough ? 
What's chnstened merit, often wants a 

crutch— 
Thus, then, a single line may be too much. 

" In vain the first of poets tunes his pipe ; 
His whistle ne'er squeezed sixpence nrom 
your gripe- 
Vain all epistles, vain his.heavenly odes : 
No, no ! poor Peter may his strain prolong : 
The devil a farthing will reward his song, 
The song that should have celebrated 
gods! 

'' In vain for royal patronage he sighed : 
In vain (some say) the modeat bard apo 
plied 
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To ffain his book your patronizing name — 
And if this bard, whom all the Nine inspire, 
Instead of ffenerous oil to feed his fire. 

Finds cM, cold water flung upon his 
flame : 
If he, ah ! vainly signs for dedication, 
Woe to the toiihngB of the nation ! 

*^ What though nncoath his shape, and dark 
his face ; 
Whose breeding mother might Car char- 
coal long ; 
Still may the Bard aboniid in Terse and 
grace, 
And love for majesty, divinely strong. 

" Then heed not, Sire,a clamsy form so fkt, 
And tambre phiz, Dame Natare's work, 
nnkind : 

Great moosing qualities, with many a oat. 
Of perfect ugliness, a lodging find. 

" Obeerve a &t, black, greasy lump of coal ; 
Lo, to that most ungraceful piece of earth, 
A warm and livelv lustre owes its birth ; 

A flame in this world, pleasant to the soul. 

"To shapeless clouds, that, wagon-like, 
along 
Move cumbrous, scowling on the twilight 
heaven. 
At times, behold, the purest snows belong ! 
To such, of rain the lucid drops are 
given : 
Nav, 'mid the mass so murky and forlorn. 
Behold the lightning's vivid beam is bom !*' 

Say — " Mighty monarch, modest merit 

pines. 
Hid like the useless gem amid the mines. 
Tour gracious smib, which all the world 

reveres. 
Tour wealth had opened her pale closing 

eve, 
Which Hope once brightened with a spark 

of joy. 
And cruel Disappointment quenched 

with tears." 


ODE IV. 

Trbn unto majesty shaltthou repeat 

The lines that are to majesty a treat. 

Proverbs that economic souls revere ; 

To wit — ** A pin a-day's a groat a-year" — 

" A little savm^ is no sin"— 

** Near is my shirt, but nearer is my skin"— 

'' A penny saved, a penny got"— 

'* *Tis money makes the old mare trot" — 


Then say, " With such wise counsellors, 

Iin sure. 
No monarch ever can be poor." 

Say, too, '* Great Sir, your queen is very 

rich- 
Witness the diamonds lodged in every 
stitch 
Of madam's petticoat,* of broad efful- 
gence ; 
Where flame such jewels on its ample field , 
As only to her charms and virtues yield, 
So very noble, Gt>d's and man's indul- 
gence !" 


Now may'st thou raise thy tone a little 

■ higher — 
Not 'Squire, for that's impertinent, but 
" Sire," 
Firm shalt thou say, " The realm is not a 
wizard, 
Quick with a word, to make the guineas 

start, 
To please a monarch's gold-admiring 
heart — 
In short, Britannia grumbles in her 
gizzard. 

" Sire, let me say, the realm will smell a 

rat. 
And cry, < Oh ! oh! I know what you are 
ai- 
ls this your cunning, Master Billy Pitt ? 
What, Master Billy! try to touch his 

grace? 
To keep your most, most honourable plaoe f 
Is this your flaming patriotic fit?' 

" Thick as may be the head of poor John 

Bull. 
The beast hath got some brains within his 

skull ', 
A pair of dangerous horns, too, let me add ; 
Dare but to make the generous creature 

mad." 

Thus may'st thou decently Uiy voice exalt — 
And add, '*Sofl fires, O monarch, make 


rood malt ; 
In, mac 
our ears 


good malt ; 
Tho kiln, much forced, may blaze about 


And then may Fate be busy with his 
shears — i 

For then, with all his fame, your daring 
'Squire 

May, rat-like, squeak unpitied in the 
fire." 


* Tha gtoiy of this pattic o st affords ths pjeii i eg 
coBtlderatloB of tta tetaf watched all nlfht bjr a 
popalar peer. 
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Proclaim that reputation is a jewel, 

And life, without it, merely water-^niel — 

Say, that a king who seeks a deathless 

name, 
Turns not to newspapers to find a fame ; 
Whore paragraphs (a ministerial job) 
Report the halt-crown howlings of a mob. 

Inform the monarch, when he goes to hea- 
ven, 
Verse to his parting spirit may be given ; 
£ven Peter's verse, for which a thousand 
sigh — 
Verse which the poet even to brutes* can 

give, 
To bid their lucky names immortal live, 
Tet to a king the sacred gift deny ! 

Say, " Sire, we*ve crippled the poor peo- 
ple's backs ; 
Dread Sir, they are most miserable hacks — 
How 'tis they bear it all, is my surprise ! 
I cannot catch another tax, indeed. 
With all your fox-hound noses, and my 
speed, 
Tour humble greyhound, though all 
teeth and eyeB, 

" The state. Sir, you will candidly allow, 
Has been t' ye a most excellent milch-cow ; 
For yon, an! many a bucket has been 

filled— 
But trust ^me, Sir, the cow must not be 

kiUed. 

'* So numerous are your wants, and they so 
keen, 
That verily a hundred thousand pounds 
Seem just as in a bullock's mouth a bean — 
A pound of butter 'midst a pack of 
hounds ! 
Have mercy on us. Sir — you can't be poor — 
Your coffers really must be running o'er." 

Say, " Sire, your wisdom is prodigious 

great ! 
Then do not put your servant in a sweat — 
He hates snapdragon — 'tis a game of 

donger — 
The sound, more moneys the whole realm, 

appals. 
Still, still it vibrates on Saint Stephen's 

walls ; 
Our beast, the public, soon must eat the 

manger." 


« Thto la llteiBlly true. I, the lyric Peter, u- 
■ert, that I bave written a most beautiful elegy to 
an old friend, a dying asa, with more feeling tban 
I conld compliment the deatba of balf the kingain 
Cbriatendom. 
21 


Say, ** Good my liege, indeed there's no 
more hay — 
Kind-hearted king, indeed there's no 
more corn— 
Our hack, Old England, sadly falls away ; 
Lean as old Rozinante, and forlorn." 

Say, " Sire, your parliament I dare not 
meet; 
For verily I've some remains of grace — 
If forced with money-messages* to greet. 

Your majesty must lend me H ry's 

face. 

"I know what parliament will say, so 
mad— 
' More money, Master Billy ! very fine ! 
The impudence of highwaymen, my lad. 
By God ! is perfect modesty to thine. 'x 
Sire, Sire, the moment that I mention 

money, 
I'm sure the answer will be * ninny 
nonny.' " 


ODE V. 


Now, Pitt, put forth a small prophetic 
sound; 
Say, " Kings should keep their state, but 
not be rich" — 
Yes, say, " They never should with wealth 
abound, 
As money might the royal mind be- 
witch." 


* The ery of **More money, more money." 
bringa to recollection a little dialogue, amongst tne 
many, that happened between the King of the 
Moaquitoea and myself, in the GoveniMient-bonae 
at Jamaica, during the adminlatratioii of the late 
Sir William Trelawny.— His majesty was a very 
stout black man, eiceedingty ignorant, neverthe- 
less possessed of the sublimest ideas of rovnity ; 
very riotous, and grievously inclined to get drunk. 
He came to me one day, with a voice more like that 
of a bullock than a king, roaring, ** Mo drink for 
king, mo drink for kingl" 

P.P. 
King, yon are drunk already. 

KING. 
No ! no ! king no drunk— king no drunk— Mo 
drink for king— Broder George love drink— (mean- 
ing the King of England.)— 

P.P. 
Broder George doea not love drink : he la a sober 
man. 

KING. 

But King of Moaqnito love drink— me will have 
mo drink— me love drink like devil— me drink 
whole ocean. 
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S&j, " Gambling monarchs possibly may 
spring, 

And stocks be at the nwrcy of a king — 
And if for boroughs sigh their great affeo- 

tionSy 
Rare business for the devil at elections ! 
A monarch offering his own heads and 

notes— 
A king and cobbler quarrelling for votes !" 

Then lift thine head, and also lift thine 

eyes, 
And drawing of thy mouth the comers 

down, 
Exclaim (as stricken with a deep surprise), 
" Not that I think a man who wears a 

crown 
Would act so meanly, Sir, or ever did — 
No ! God forbid, dread sovereign— God 

forbid !" 

Such are my counsels, Pitt. — Thy king, 
perchance, 

M^y, smiling, hear the oracles advance; 

And, pitying thee for hinting reformation 

To such a king of such a nation, 

May stun thee with two proverbs all so 
pat — 

" What, what, Pitt—' Play a jig to on old 
cat?* 

What, preach — what, preach to me on mo- 
ney-wit! 

* Old foxes want no tutors,'^ Billy Pitt." 


THE ROYAL BULLOCKS. 

A OOKSOLATOBY ARD PASTORAL ELVOT. 

The following Elegy was written on the 
royal scheme of fattening cattle solely on 
horse-chestnuts, which (had it succeed- 
ed) must have been attended with prodi- 
gious savings. The bullocks tried what 
they could do, but were forced. to give 
up the point, and nearly the ghost 1 

Ye homed inhabitants of Windsor Park, 
Where reigned sweet hospitality of yore, 

Why are you not as merry as the lark ? 
Why is it that so dismally yon roar ? 

Ah me ! I guess the cause !— our glorious 
king 
Would fatten cattle in tho cheapest 
way — 

* Reformation la a moet difficult and dangeroaa 
sul^ect. — Uaxarding a critique on the work of a 
very eminent aitlat, some veara ago, what waa the 
eonaequeaee ? Se c the Ode. 


It is, it is horse-chestnuts!— that's the thing 
Which gives each face the cloud of dire 
dismay. 

Say, do the prickles stab each gentle 
beard ? — 
You wish t' oblige the king ; but, ah ! 
with paih ; 
You turn them round and round, to bile 
afraid, 
And, faintly mumbling, drop them out 
again. 

Fain would I comfort ye with better meat- 
God knows I pity every plaintive tone — 
Gladly your gums with turnips would I 
greet, 
And give the fragrant hay to sooth each 
groan. 

Say, are the nuts too solid to be chewed ? — 

Of want of nut-crackers do ye complain ? 

Ye make up awkward mouths upon your 

food; 

But 'plaint of every sort is poured in 

vain. 

Condemned on such hard faro to sup and 
dine. 

And often by its stubborn nature foiled, 
Perhaps yoh wish it roasted, gentle kine. 

Or probably you wish it stewed or boiled. 

But coals cost money — labour must be 
saved — 
Know, this would prove a groat expense, 
indeed .* 
Ah ! kine, by such economy close shaved, 
Your bellies grumble, and your mouths 
must bleed. 

Your leanness mortifies the king of nations : 
Displeased, he wonders that you won't 
grow fat : 
Your hijgfh back-bones employ his specula- 
tions. 
Much your poor bellies exercise his ohat. 

The man whose lofty head adorns a crown, 
That stoutly studies bullocks, pigs, and 
books. 
Wants much to see you knocked by butch- 
ers down. 
And hung in fair array upon their books. 

Yet,, murmuring creatures, life is vastly 
sweet — 
For life, were I a bullock, should I sigh : 
Much rather make a sacrifice to meat ; 
Live on horso-chestnuts, than on turnips 
die. 
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A MORAL REFLECTION ON THE 
PRECEDING ELEGT. 

How can the eye,, in Nature's soflness 
dressed, 
So hardened, see the different tribes 
around ; 
Behold the f razing cattle all so blessed, 
And lambkins nungllng sport with sweet- 
est sound ; 

Then glistening, in a strain of triumph cr^, 
** Tour throats, young gentlefolks, will 
soon be cut — 
Tou, sweet Miss Lamb, moA speedily shall 
die- 
Soon on the spit, you, Master Calf, be 
put" 


II 


, How can the tongue, amid the miugled 
noise 
Of goose, duck, turkey, pigeon, cock, 
and hen. 
Exclaim, " Ay, ay, good fowls, your cack- 
ling joys 
Soon cease, to fill with mirth the mouths 
of men?" 

I cannot meet the lambkin's asking eye, 
Pat her soft neck, and fill her mouth 
with food, 
llien say, " Ere evening eometh, thou 
shalt die, 
And drench the kniyes of butchers with 
thy bloodJ 


fi 


I cannot fling with liberal hand the grain, 
And tell the feathered race so blessed 
around, 
" For me, ere night, yon feel of death the 
pain; 
With broken necks you flutter on the 
ground." 

How vile !— << Go, creatures of the Al- 
mighty's hand. 
Enjoy Uie fruits that bounteous Nature 
yields ; 
Grase at your ease along the sunny land ; 
Skim the free aiis and search the fruitful 
field*- 

'* Go, and be happy in your mutual loves ; 

No violence shall shake your sheltered 
, ^ ^ home ; 
Tis life and liberty shall glad my groves *, 

The cry of murder shall not damn my 
dome ;" 


Thus should I say, were mine a house and 
land— 
And lo, to me a parent should you fly, 
And run, and lick, and peck with love my 
hand — 
And crowd around me with a fearless eye. 

And you, O wild inhabitants of air, 
To bless and to be blessed, at Peter's 
call. 
Invited by his kindness, should repair ; 
Chirp on his roof, and hop amidst his 
nail. 

No schoolboy's hand should dare your nests 

invaiJe, 

And bear to close captivity your young — 

Pleased would 1 see them fluttermg from 

the shade. 

And to my window call the sons of song. 

And you, O natives of the ftood, should 
play 
Unhurt amid your crystal realms, and 
sleep: 
No. hooks should tear you from your loves 
away; 
No net surrounding form its fatal sweep. 

Pleased should I gase upon yoor gliding 
tlirong, 
To sport invited by the summer beam ; 
Now moving in most solemn march along, 
Now darting, leaping from the dimplA 
stream. 

How far more grateful to the soul the 

joy* 

Thus cheerful, like a set of friends to 

treat ve. 
Than, like the bloated epicure, to cry, 
"Zounds! what rare dinners !—God4 

how I could eat ye !" 


ELEGT ON MY DYING ASS, 
PETER. 

FaivRn of my youthful days, for ever past. 
When whim and harmless folly ruled ihe 
hour; 
Ah ! art thou stretched amid the straw at 
last?— 
These eyes with tears thy dying looks 
devour. 

Blessed, would I sofien thy hard bed of 
death. 
And with new floods the fount of life 
supply.— 
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O Peter, bleawd would I prolong thy 
breath, 
Renew each nerve, and cheer thy beam- 
less eye. 

But wherefore wish ?— Thy lot ie that of 
all— 
Thy friend who mourns must yield to 
Nature's law — 
Like thee must sink — and o'er each dark- 
ening ball, 
Will Death's cold hand th' eternal cur- 
tain draw. 

Piteous thou liflest up thy feeble head, 
And mark'st me dimly, with a dumb 
adieu— 
And thus aniid thy hopeless looks I read, 
" Faint is thy servant, and his moments 
few — 

*^ With thee no longer blessed, the lanes I 
tread — 
Those times, so happy, are for ever o'er — 
Ah ! why should Fate so cruel cut our 
thread, 
And part a friendship that must meet no 
more ? 

'' Oh ! when these lids shall close (the will 
ofFate), 
Oh! let in peace these aged limbs be 
laid- 
'Mid that loved field which saw us oft of late, 
Beneath our favourite willow's ample 
shade. 

" And if my master chance to wander nigh. 
Beside the spot where Peter's bones re- 
pose; 
Oh ! let your servant claim one little sigh — 
Grant this — and, blessed, these eyes for 
ever cloee." 

Yes, thou poor spirit, yes — thy wish is 
mine — 
Tee, be thy grave beneath the willow's 
gloom- 
There shall the sod, the greenest sod, be 
thine ; 
And there the brightest flower of spring 
shall bloom. 

Oft to the field as Health my footstep 
draws, 
Thy turf shall surely catch thy master's 
eye; 
There on thy sleep of death shall friend- 
ship pause. 
Dwell on past days, and leave thee with 
a sigh. 


Sweet is remembrance of our youthful 
hours. 
When Innocence upon our actions smil- 
ed!- 
What though Ambition scorned our hum- 
ble powers. 
Thou a wild cub, and I a cub as wild ? 

Pleased will I tell how oft we used to roam ; 

How oft we wandered at the peep of 

morn; 

Till Night would wrap the world in spec- 

tred gloom. 

And Silence listened to the beetle's horn. 

Thy victories will I reoomnt with joy ; 
"The various trophies by thy fleetness 
won; 
And boast that I, thy playfellow, a boy. 
Beheld the feats by name-sake Peter 
done. 

Yes, yes (for grief must yield at times to 
glee) 
Amidst my firiends I oft will tell our tale ; 
When lo, those friends will rush thy sod to 
see. 
And call thy peaceful region Peter's 
Vale. 


AN ACADEMIC ODE. 

This Ode was written some years since, 
and was mislaid ; but it is fortunately re- 
covered. — It hinteth at the universal rage 
for reputation, and attacketh painters 
who pitifully wince at the gently -reform- 
ing touch of criticism. 

Alas ! who has not fondness for a name ? 

Lo, Nature wove it in our infant frame ! 
From ear- de lighters, down to ear^con- 
founders. 

Each vainly fancies he possesses killing 
tones; 

Even from the Maras and the Billingtons, 
Down to the wide-mouthed rascals cry- 
ing flounders^ 

Nay, watchmen deem their merits no way 
small, 

Proud of a loud, clesr, melancholy bawl ; 

Nay, proud, too, of that instrument the rat- 
tle, 

That draws the hobbling brotherhood to 
battle. 

Yes, yes! muoh Tanity's in human na- 
ture— 
Like mad dogs, that abhor the water, , 
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The painters hate to hear their faults dis- 
played — 
And though I sing them in the best of 

rhymes, 
Sach are the reformation-cursing times, 
The foolish fellows really wish me dead. 

Now this is great depravity, I fear — 

My tale, too, proveth it, as noon-day, clear. 


THE TALE OF VAN TRUMP. 

MvNBEER Van Tkuhp, who paintethvery 

well. 
Flamed at my gentle criticisms,' like hell — 
** Poor vretch," cried Trump, " Vm much 

dat fogue's superiors — 

Ven he, poor lousy dog, be ded an rot, 

Van Trump by peepels vil not be forgot, 

But lif m all de mouths of my poete- 
* If 
riors — 

Meaning, indeed, by this severity, 

His name would live to all posterity. 

Upon a day, some goodly folks and fine. 
Arrived, to barter praise for beef and wine ; 
Academicians were the wights, I trow, 
The very men to dine with Van and Vrow. 

To Madam Trump did fall the carving work~ 
So, ttickinff in a fowl's sweet breast her 
fork- 


** I wish this fork,'* quoth angry Madam 

Trump, 
Wriggling from side to side her angry 

rump, 
" Were now as deep in Peter Pindar's 

heart" 
" Veil zed— dat's clever— jantelmans, dat's 

vit," 
Quoth Van — ^* spake it voncemore, my dear, 

a bit — 
Now don't you tink, Sirs, dat my vrow's 

dam smart ? 

" Now, jantelmans,! az ^ou if you please," 
Roared Van, upstarting— catching fire 

like tinder — 
*< Will drenk von dam goot bumper 'pon our 

knees — 
Come, Sirs, ' Damnation to dat Peter 

Pindar !' " 
Plump down the great Academicians fell. 
And nearty drank th' immortal bard to 

hell! 

Such, I'm ashamed to say, 's the devilish 

mind, 
Contaminating poor mankind. 

Here, too, a little moral may be seen — 
Reformers are good folks the million 
hate; 
And who, if hanged, or shot, or burned, I 
ween. 
Repentant, find their folly out too late. 


EXPOSTULATORY ODES 


TO 


A GREAT DUKE AND A UTTLE LORD. 


Foil many a wigbt bath nififerod for a 1001, 
And cuned his Tolubility of tongue. 
That Peter may not thiu have eauae to tay, 
With Juvenal, poor fellow, let us pray I— 

— TorTtn» dictmdi ccfia mtUti«, 
Et 9ma mwrtiftra •Hfacuniia ! 


ODE I. 

Most noble peen, there goes an odd re- 
port, 

That yon, prime favonritee of an honest 
court. 
Are hunting treason 'midst my publica- 
tions — 

Hunting, like bloodhounds, with the keen- 
est noses, 

Which hound-like hunting naturally sup- 
poses 
The bard dares satirize the king of na- 
tions. 

Te sharp state mousers, with your watering 

jaws, 
God keep me from the yengeance of your 

claws : 
An Asiatic fight may be renewed ; 
What feathers flymg, what a field of 

blood, 
Twixt falcon Burke and Sheridan, so 

brave. 
And heron Hastings, such a dainty dish, 
80 wont to cram on Asiatic fish. 
The largest, fattest of the eastern 

ware! 

Yes, yes, I hear that yon have watched my 

note, 
And wished to squeeze my ttmeful 

throat ; 
When Thurlow your designs most wisely 

scouted. 
Swearing the poet should not yet be knout- 


Thus when grimalkin in its cage espies 
A linnet or canary-bird, so sweet ; 

The scoundrel lifts, so sanctified, his eyes, 
Contriving how the warbler*s back to 
greet: 

He squints, and licks his lips, stalks round 
and round, 
Twinkling with mischief fraught his tiger 
tail; 

Now on his rump he sits, in thought pro- 
found. 
Looks op with hungry wishes to assail ; 

When sudden enters master with a roar, 

And kicks the scheming murderer to 
door. 


ODE n. 


Right honest watchdogs of the state, 
I like to smile 
hate— > 


at kings, but treason 


Most busy Jenkinson, Bute's once best 
friend, 
A praise that stamps a character di? ine ! 
Believe not thus the poet can ofiend ; 
Te gods! can Peter pour th* unloyal 
Tine ? 

I Peter perpetrate so foul a thing ! 
I offer mischief to so good a king ! 
Now be it known to all the realms around, 
I would not lose my liege for twenty 
pound! 
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Mild Osborne, loiler than the down of 

goose, 
I beg you will not let euspicion loose — 
If Bo-K»f history 1*11 turn compiler — 
Divulge some tame amours with Mistress 

C-yl-r : 
So tame, indeed, so singularly stupid, 
As gave a blush to little pimping Cupid ! 

O Heavens ! can Jenkioson and Osborne 

long, 
Foes to the Muse, to cut out Peter's tongue ? 
Armed with the Jove -like thunders or the 

crown. 
To knock with those dread bolts a simple 

poet down ? 

Lo ! into life against my will I tumbled, 
And, says my nurse, I made a horrid 
clatter, 
Kicked, sprawled, and sputtered, gaped, 
and cried, and grumbled, 
Quite angrily, seemingly, with Mother 
Nature ; 

Who, qneen>llke, thinking all she does is 

right. 
Against my wishes, lugged me into light ; 
And what is harder, and worse manners 

stUl, 
She'll kick me out of it against my 

will. 

Tet since on this world's theatre I'm 
thrown, 
Which with my temper now begins to 
suit ; 
And since its drama pleases, I must own 

I should be sorry to remain a mute ; 
Inclined to say, like Beckford,* undeterred, 
'* By God I'll speak, and damme I'll be 
heard." 

• 
My lords, I fain would live a little 
longer. 
For lo ! desire, as to a bosom wife, 
Undoubtedly the greatest bliss of life, 
Hath taken deeper root and stronger. 

Would he who made the world look down 
and say, 
'' Peter, wilt live on earth a thousand 
years ?" 


* The Hoaw of Commons Trequentty resounded 
with those emphatic expressions of the late angry 

Ctriotle alderman, when gentlemen, by scraping, 
mmiog, coughing, and groanins, (to adopt the 
phraseology of my old friend Dr Johnson) meant 
to oppugn the impetaositv of pecuniary arrogance, 
and annihilalatbe ebullition of pertfaiadous loqua- 
city. 


*<Lord, Lord," I should delighted roar 
away, 
" Ten thousand, if to thee it meet ap- 
pears." 
** So long! what for?" the Deity might 

cry, 
*' O great Divinity," quoth I, 

'*' A thousand reasons ; principally one, 
To see the present Prince of Wales, 
Whom many an aspic tongue assails. 
Aloft on Britain's envied throne. 

** Where half the monarchs that have eat 

before 
Have only sat to eat, and drink, and snore ; 
To damn the credit of the age. 
And load with folly History's blushing 

page." 

And, Jenkinson, should thy hard face be- 
hold 
A George the Fourth upon the throne, 
Adieu at once thy age of gold i 
Behold thy hopes of higher honours 
gone! 

Then get thyself an earldom quick, quick, 
quick. 
For fear of Fortune's wild yagaries; 
Thus shall thv daughters all, like mush- 
rooms thick. 
Rise Lady Joans and Madges, Nells and 
Marys. 


ODE III. 

I OWN I love the prince—his virtues charm — 
I know the youth received from heaven 
a heart: 
In friendship's cause I know his bosom 
warm. 
That maketh certain folk with wonder 
start. 

'Tis true that from my soul the man I hate. 
Immersed -in mammon, and by misery 
got; 
Who, to complete his dinner, licks his 
plate. 
And wishes to have every thing for 
nought : 

Who, if he gamed, the dice would meanly 

cog; 
Rob the blind beggar's scrip, and starve his 

dog— 
And that there are such wretches near a 

thrdne. 
Degraded Nature te!ls it with a groan. 
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Perdition eatch the money-gnuping wretch, 
With hook-like finders ever on the etretch ; 
Who sijf hinif , Tents on Charity a curse, 
That aaks for want a pennj from his purse : 

The heart that lodges in that miser's 
breast, 
For money feels the hun gror of the shark ; 
Resemblinsf, too, the rusty iron chest 
That Imlds his idol— close, and hard, and 
dark. 

Give me the youth who dares at times 
unbend, 
And scorning Moderation's prude-Hke stare, 
Can to her teeth, and to the world, declare 

Ebriety a merit with a friend. 

When friendship draws the corks, and 
bids the dome 
With mirth and sallies of the soul re- 
sound: 

When friendship bids the bowl o'erflowing 
foam, 
Till morninff eyes the board with plenty 
crowned ; 

Behold the Virtues that sublimely soar, / 

Instead of meanly damning, cry '^ Encore." 


ODE IV. 

With you, my lords, I'm eyery thing that's 
evil; 
There's scarce a crime I've not com- 
mitted ; 
The very essence of the devil ; 
Deserving by the demon to be spitted : 

Just like a turkey, goose-, or duck. 
Prepared by Joan the cook to go to 
fire; 
So wanton have yon both been pleased to 
pluck 
The swan tdat imitates his Theban fire. 

Of every quality I am bereft, 
Not even the shadow of a virtue left ; 
Not one small moral feather in my wings, 
When dead, to lift me to the King of kings. 

My lords, beware — by mouthing oft my 

name 
Unwisely, you may damn me into fame : 
By letting thus your spleen on Peter loose. 
He builds triumphal arches on abuse ! 

In vain the bard turns oculist, and tries 
To purge the film from this world's dark- 
ened eyes : 


In vain to printers and to printers' devils 
I fly, and advertise to cure king's evils : 
With huge contempt you look on me, 

alack! 
My nostrums curse, and call the bard a 

quack. 

In general, authors are such coward things. 
They fear to speak their sentiments of 

kings. 
Till those same kings are dead, and then 

the crowd. 
Just like a pack of hounds, historian, bard, 
With throats of thunder run his memory 

hard, 
And try to tear him piecemeal from his 

shroud. 

Now, if we wish a monarch to reclaim, 
In God's name let us speak before he's 
dead, 
Or else 'tis ten to one we miss our aim, 
By stayiuff till the fates have cut his 
thread: 
After this operation of their knife, 
I ne'er knew reformation in my life. 

And yet, what is the greatest king when 

dead. 
When dust and worms his eyes and ears 

o'erspread. 
And low he lies beneath the stone ? 
The man who millions called his own, ' 
Howe'er his spectre may be willing, 
Cannot give change t'ye for a shilling ! 


ODE V. 


Tour taunting voices now, my lords, I 

hear, 
And thus they grate th» poet's loyal ear : 
" Bard, we are both superior to thj^ lays— 
Deaf to thy censure, and despise tliy 

praise. 

" Know that our monarch lifts his head 

sublime, 
Beyond the reach of groveling rhyme, 
An Atlas hiding 'midst the thickest 
clouds ; 
Whilst thou, a beetle, doomed to buz below, 
In circles, envious rambling to and fro, 
Survey'st the shining mist his head tliat 
shrouds. 

'' Thy rhymes, insulting kings with pigmy 
pride. 
Are like the sea's mad waves that make 
a pother, 
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Wild roahin^ oo some promontory's side. 
One noisy blockhead following another. 

" The stately promontory seems to say, 

Aspiring fools, go hack again, .go home : 
At once the shonldered huUies dashed 
away, 
Sink from his stately side in fruitless 
foam. 

<' Thoa, with rabscallions like thyself, 
A poor opiniated elf, 

Letting on kings thy pen licentious loose, 
Art like an impudent lane ffooee, 
Who, as th^ traTeller oalmfy trots along, 
Starts from amongst his flock, an ill-bred 

thron|[. 
Waddling with poked 'OUt neck, an4 ▼oice 

so coarse. 
As if to swallow up the man and horse : 
With ruoipled feathers to the steed he 

steals, 
And, like a coward, he snaps him by the 

heels ; 
Then to his ganff, with out-stretohed pin- 
ions hobbling. 
The fool erect returns, Tt Deum gobbling, 
And from each brother's greeting gullet 

draws 
The mingled triumph of a coarse applause. 
As if the trotting enemies were beaten, 
And man and pufrey killed and eaten. 

** Poor rogue, thou hast not got the trifling 

spirit 
To own thy king e'er did one act of merit" 

My lords, with great submission to your 


Giring the lie, yet hoping no oflTence ; 
An act is his my heart with rapture haile-«> 
George gave the world the Prince of Wales ; 
A prince, who when be fills Old England's 
throne, 
The virtues and fair science shall sur^ 
round it ; 
And when he quite the sceptre,all shall own 
He left it as unsullied as he found it. 


ODE VI. 

Great was the bard's desiro to sing the 

queen, 
Vast in her soul, majestic in her mien ; 
But fierce George Hardinge,* sworo if pens 

or pen 
Of woman, women, man, or men. 


In any wise or shape, in ode or tele, 
Dared mention that superior lady, lo ! 
The law should deal them such a blow !-^ 

Hang, pillory, or confine for life in jail I 

And as a kite, on whom the small birds 

stare, 
That towering critic of the air. 

Is oft beset by tribes of rooks and crowe. 
Amidst the crystal fields of hearen ; 
■ By whose hard beaks and wings, no 
common foes. 
Sad knocks to gentle kite an given ; 

Surrounded thus amidst that lofty ball. 
Named Westminster, the gentle bard 

Miff ht of the sable legions taste the gaU : 
lie therefore wisely means to play his 
card: 

The poet's ^dlibet audendi waves, 

And thus his hide an old companion save*. 

Ah, me ! the legislators of Parnassus, 

In liberty, though Englishtaien, surpass us I 

What's sound at Hippocnne, the Poet's 

Spa, 
Is not Westmiiister sound law ! 

Parnassus never witli raro Genius wairs ; 
But aiding, lifts his head to strike the 

sters: 
At Westminster bow different is his 

fate? 
Whero, if he soars sublime, and boldly 

sings. 
The sheers of law, like Fatos's, shall snip 

his wings,. 
And bid him warble through an iron 

grate. 

Perohance law neckclotha, formed of deal 

or oak. 
Like marriage, often an unpleasant yoke, 
Shall rudely hug his harmless throat, 
And stop his Apollinian note ; 
The empire of fair Poetry o'ertuming, 
And putting every muse in momrni^g^ 


2 K 


'*' Bolicitor to the Queen. 


ODE VIL 

Tou toll me both, with grievioos malice 

carping. 
On one dull tune eternally I'm harping-^ 
Tou would have said to Milton just the 
same ', 
Who through twelve books the head of 

Satan mauled— 
Such names the prince of darkness called. 
As must have -made you rear out shame. 
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Toa woald (or ffreatly 1 mistake) have said, 
<^What! Milton, always plagaing the 
poor devil, 

For erer beating Nick about the head ; 
How canst thou be so devilishly uncivil P 

" Was not one book sufficient for thy 
spleen, 
But must thou to a mummy beat him, 
And, like a pickpocket, so barbarous treat 
him 
Through books a doxen or fourteen ?*' 

Suppose these things you could have 
mattered, 
And glorious Milton, like a ninny, 
Had answered, " There is sense and rea* 
son in ye — ' 
Thank ye, kind gentlemen, for all you*ve 
uttered ; 
The hint yon offer not amiss is : 
rU tear my Paradise to pieces." 

Suppose I ask you what had been the evil ? 
flelieve me, something to the world's sad 


By such civility to spare the devil, 
My lords, a second Iliad had been lost 

• 

Thus firom poor Peter take the grmU away ; 

Of fun you rob him of cart-loads— > 
What would his customers all do and say ? 

P'rhaps eurse you for the loss of Odes. 

Tou'U say, "Let satire meaner subjects 
look." 
Well, Jenky,* grant my satire flies at 
you, 
Who*d buv my melancholy vulgar book ?^ 
Adieu nir Fame, and Fortune's smiles 
■adieu! 

But if we daring trim f, royal jacket. 

Lord ! what a buying, reaciing, what a 
racket! 

How sprnoe the metamorphosed bard ap- 
pears! 

With what a confidence he pricks his 
ears! 

Who just before, in piteous chop fallen 

Looked of tLe woful face, La Mancha's 
Knight! 

Who runs to see a monkey in a trap ? 
But let the noble lion grace the gin, 

* Hera •Mined to be a contradiction ; bat when 
tile raader ia infbnned that Jenlcy cannot without 
mockery be nnlted amonget the gnatf the myi • 
tery iiaadi eiplained. 


Lo! the whole world ia out to see him 
snap. 
To hear him growl, and triumph o'er his 
grinl 

Cat off the head of a great lord, 

Not wiser than the head of a great ^rooM, 
Tower Hill at onoe with gapers will be 
stored. 

As if the world was all broke loose : 

But when a little villain haps to swing, 
What a poor solitary string! 
How few by curiosity are fetched 
To see the rope of justice stretched I 

Scarce any but the hangman and the 
priest 
To do their duty at the culprit's side. 
With hemp and prayers his neck and soul 
assist, 
And wish the lonely traveller a good ride. 


ODE VIIL 

Hark ! hark ! I hear yon courtier pair ex- 
claim, ^ 

'* This Peter is the most audacious dog ; 
The fellow hath no reverence for a name— 

A king to him is scarce above a log," 
Sometimes below* a log. Sirs, if Jrou please ', 
A bold assertion, to be proved with ease. 

But, goodly gentlemen, I do desire ye, 
T' avoid in this affair minute inquiry 
Concering their respective merit; 
I fear less prudence will be seen than 

spirit ; 
Logs universally are useful things ; 
A pottulatum not allowed to kings* 

" For us, on Honour's pinnacle," you cry, 

^* Whose heads are nearly level with the 
sky, 
High basking in the blaze of regal powi 
er; 

This Peter, leldom from rank pride ex- 
empt. 

Calls us with scowling eyes of fixed con- 
tempt, 
A pair or jackdaws perched upon a tower. 

'' Archbiihops, bishops, servants of the 

Lord, 
Head servants, too, who preach the purest 

word, 

* A few fbraign monarchs Jaetify the poet*e ae- 
eertlon. 


PETER PINDAR. 


a76 


With waTing handi enforeiiif goodly 

matter. 

No more by htm, the icorner, are acooanted 

Than sweepen on their chimneys mounted. 

That wield their briuh| and to the vulgar 

chatter." . 

True, my dear lordi — for merit only warm. 
Rank and fine trappings long have ceased 

to charm — 
And yet, their eyes the stupid million 

bless, 
For barely getting sights of rank and dress ! 

When judges a campaigning go, 
And on their benches look so big, 

What gives them consequence, I trow. 
Is nothing but a bushel wig : 

Tet bumpkins, raping with a bullock stat«, 
Bee learning loc^d in every hair. 
But heads, not hair, my admiration drew ; 
Not wigs, but wisdom* strikes my soul with 
awe. 


ODE IX. 

Ths man who printeth his poetic fits, 
Into the Public's month his head commits; 
Too oft a lion's mouth, of danger full, 
Or flaming month of Phalaris' bull ! 
He pours the sad repentant groan in vain, 
The cruel world but giggles at his pain. 

For lo ! our world, so savage in its nature, 
Would rather see a fellow under water, 
Or, from the attic story of a house, 

Fall down souse 
Upon a set of cursed iron spikes ; 
Than see him with the blooming lass he 

likes, 
Blessed on a yielding bed of down or roses, 
Where iiove's fond couples often join their 

noses. 

Upon me what a host I've got ! 

Who by their black abuses boil tbeir pot ; 

Ay, that's the reason*-wide-mouthed hun- 
ger calls. 

And from the bellows of each stomach 
bawls! 

Thus the poor silk-worms, bom to bless 
mankind, ' 
Whilst for the shivering world tbo robe 
thejjT apiu. 
In every ring a thousand insects find, 
Gnawing voraciously their harmless 
skin. 


And thus the lambs, whose useful fleeces 
treat 
With coats and blankets people of all 
stations. 
By preying maggots are beset. 

Harbouring whole stinking nations ; 
Which from their backs the crows so kind- 
ly pick, 
Enough U> make a Christian sick. 

Oh, would some critic crow but eat the 

pack 
Now nestling in my lyric back, 
That daily in their hosts inoreasoi 
And try to spoil the finest fleece. 
Why am I persecuted for my rhymes. 
That kindly try to cobble kings and times! 

To mine, Charles Churchill's rage was 
downright rancour ; 
He was a first-rate man of war to me, ' 
Thundering amidst a high tempestuous 
sea; 
I'm a sinall. cockboat bobbing at an an- 
chor ; 
Playing with patereroes that alarm, 
Tet scorn to do a bit of harm. 

My satire's blunt— his boasted a keen 
edge— 

A sugar hammer mine^but his a black- 
smith's sledge. 

And then that Junius ! what a scalping fel- 
low! 

Who dared such treason and sedition bel- 
low! 

Compared to them, whose pleasure 'twas 

tosUb, 
Lord ! I'm a melting medlar to a crab ! 

M^ humour of a very different sort is-^ 
Their satire's horrid hair-cloth , mineis silk— 
I am a pretty nipperkin of milk : 

They two enormous jugs o£aquafortis> 

Compared to their high floods of foaming 

satire, 
My rhyme's a rill — a thread of murmuring 

water; 
A whirlwind they, that oaks like stubble 

heaves— 
I, xephyr, wbisperinip, sporting through tho 

leaves. 

And such all candid people most con- 
clude it^ 
The world should say of Peter Pindar's 

strain, 
** In him the courtly Horace lives agaiii-r- 
Cireum prmeordia Petnu ludU^ 


inre 
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Which emgy wrap of Latin thus I rander^ 
No man by Peter'a verae ia barahly bitp 
ten. 
Like lambkins bleats the bard ao awaet and 
tender, 
And playftil aa the aporti? e kitten. 

So chaata his aimilea, ao soft kia style, 
That even hia biitereat anemtea ahovld 
smile ; 
He hiddath not hia yafaa in thvnder 
roar — 
Hia linea perpetaai aanmer^aanahine wea- 
ther— > 
He ticklea only— how «an he do morai 
Whose only inatrument'a a leather ? 


ODE X. 


LtEV duldren, charmed with Praiaa'a 

sugared song, 
How maoh the great admire the cringing 

throng ; 
And how moat Uwingijf the men they 

hate, 
Who to the atttbbomnaaa of oonacience 

bom, 
Tenacions of the righta of Nature, scorn 
To hold the oenser to the noae of State I 

Too many a weak-brained man, and ailly 
dame, 

Are made ridienlooa by fblsome fame ; 

Raiaad on high oedeatala in rich attire, 

For half the globe to laugh at— «ot ad- 
mire. 

Too bid the bard in panegyric ahine ; 
With coartiy adulation load the Una : 
Sira. adulation ia a fatal thing- 
Rank poiaon ibr a aubject, or a king. 

My lorda, I do declare that it requiraa 

A brain well fortified to bear groat flat- 
teries. 

Such very dangeroua maaked batteriea. 
That keep on great men'a braina auoh 
ceaseless £es !— 

I hope that God will give anch groat men 
grace 

To know the general waaknesa of the 
place. 

Pray do not faney what I uttor atranga^ 
The love of flattery ia the aoura rank 

mange, 
Which, though it gives auch tickling 

Inatead of doing aervice, it deatroya : 


Jtiat aa the nanga to kpdoga* ^kiaa ap- 
plied, 

Though pleaaing, apoila the beauty of the 
hide. 


A aonnot now and then to pleaaa the (air. 
With flattery spiced a little, doea no 


Hiat talks of flamea, pertetiona, hope, dea* 

Eiir, 
yperbolically patnta each oharm. 

P>hapa to a fault at times, ray muae'a art. 
By adiniration a welled, hath aoared too 

But Cynthia knew the lover 'a partial ait, 
And chid her poet for the tuneful lie. 

Perhaps too loud the bard hath atruck the 

lyre; 
And when the enthnaiaat, with a lover*a 

fiffOp 

More bnght than angola, gave the nymph 
to glow; 
By Truth's delightful dicUtes solely swayed, 
Ought of hia fovoorilo Cynthia to ha 


lave 


aaid. 


" She triumpha only o*er the world be* 
low." 


ODE XL 

My kirda, I won't oonaent to ba a hug. 

To batten in the royal rug. 

And on the ba<^ of monaroha meanly 

cmwl, 
And more, my lorda. I hope I never ahalL 
Yet certain vermin 1 can mention, love it. 
Tou know the miaerablea that can prove it. 
I cannot, Papiat-like, (a dupe to kinga) 
Create divinitiea from wooden "*"' 


Somewhere in Aaia— I forget the place- 
Ceylon I think it ia— vea, yea, I'm right ; 

There kinga are deemed of heavenly race. 
And blaaphomy it ia their power to alight. 


Like erouching apaniela down black lorda 

must lie. 
Whene'er admitted to the royal eye. 
And .Bay, whene'er the mighty monarch 

chats. 
To those hlmck lords about their wivea and 

brata, 
That happen in the world io tumble ; 
''Dread Sire, your alave and bitch my 

wifo. 
Hath brought to bless your doy ao humble, 
One, two, three, four, five puppies into life ; 
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All eabjeet to your godlike will and power, 
To hang or drowa in half an hoar.*' 

This if too eerrile, 1 most dare con few 
Twist man anfl man the diflforence ihould 
be lese. 

I own I broof ht two wondering eyee to 

town. 

Ck>t bent by mobs my ribs like any hoop, 

To see the mifhty man who wore a crown — 

To eee the man to whom great oonrtiere 

■toop. 

Moch had I read, which eertee lome time 

tince is, 
My Bible sorepleto with kinffs and princes, 
And thonght kings taller uan my parish 

stoepls; 
I thought too. which was natural enough, 
Jove made their skins of veiy different 

stuff 
fVom that which clothes the bones of 

oommon people. 

But fluirfc I by eteriii||, gaping CFery day, 
The edge of admiration wore away', 

Like raxora' edges rubbed against a stone ; 
Kings ceased to be such objects of devotion, 
1 saw the beings soon without esMtion, 

And thought like mine their bodies flesh 
and bone. 

Like many thousands, I was weak eaouffh 
To think Jove kopt a sonl and body 
shop- 
Like mercers had variety of stuff. 

For such whose turn it was to be made up ; 
And that he treated with great liberality 
Folks bom to figure in the line of quality ; 
Giving souls superfine, and bones and 

bloods, 
In short, the choicest of celestial goods : 

But on the lower classes when employed. 
It struck me, ihat he worked with much 

Not canng one brass farthing for the 
^ chaps ; 
Forming ihem just as girls themseWes 

amuse 
In making wofkbags, pincushions, and 


-^frorn scraps. 


¥ou, Sirs, I think, can ^ive it with a ladle, 
And rock of grinning idiotism the cradle. 


Vi 


Now canH I give a thimblofoll of praise, 
Even to an emperor, if uncrowned by 
' merit; 
A starving principle, 'faith, now a-davs. 
And oneonneeted with the eonrtier a spi- 
rit— 


ODE XII. 

So much abused, I lose my lyric merit— 
Evaporated half its spirit ; 
Reduced from alcohol to phlegm : 
From soUd pudding to whipped cream ! 

There was a time when, not one bit afraid 
Of anghtlhe people roared, or sung, or said ; 
I carelessly my favourite trade pursued ; 
Invoked Apollo, and the Muses wooed : 
And with the stoicism that sooths a stone, 
I sat me down and picked my mutton bone. 

Thus when amidst the tombling world of 

waves 
The cloud-wrapped Genius of the tempest 

raves. 
And 'midst the hurrying mass of spectred 

gloom, 
Fato mounted on the wild wing of the blast, 
Shouts desolation through the twilight 

waste. 
And, thundering, threate a system*8 

doom; 

Lo! with light wing a gull the billows 
sweeps, 

Sporte on the storm, and mocks the bellow- 
ing deeps ; 

Now on the mountain soige composed ho 
equate, 

Adjuste his foathera, and looks round for 
sprate. 

I now may say witii righteous David, 
« Lord, 
With foes I'm sore encompassed about ;" 
And rhyme like Sternhold, once lor verse 
adored, 
" I wote not when I shall get oat ; 
So craftily the heathen me assail. 
My canticle doth not a whit avail." 

Lo ! almost every one at Peter's head 

Levels his blunderbuss, and takes a pop- 
Bounce on my dear o«yr<m/t> falls the lead, 
But harmless yet, tmmk Grod, I've ^n 
it drop : t 

Tet by and by some luckless shot 
May knock about the brains of tnnefal 
Peter- 
Thousands will smile to see him ro to pot, 
And mock him in his grave wim shame* 
less metre : 
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Not 10 our graoioiu king and queen, I knew 

it— 
They've pity, if not pence, to give a 

poet. 

Patient aa Job, when Satan, all ao Tile, 
Betting his akin against the Lord's, 

Adding a most contemptaous smile. 
As well as most indecent words. 

Covered the man of Uz with boils. 

At which with horror every heart rocoils : 

Tes, patient as the man of Uz am I, 
Though forced on envy's burning coals to 
fry. 

I 

Seek I the court ?^lords, lordlinga fly the 

place— 
The ladies, too, so full of loyal grace, 
Turned their gay backs when there I 
show my head ; 
As happened at St James' t'other day, 
^ When up the stairs I took the solemn 
way 
And fillocl the fine-drcMod gentlefolks 
with dread. 

Off Bmdenell flew, and with his star so 
blazing ; 
Off flew the frightened Su John Dick, 
so stout, 
Who won his blazing star by means amaz- 
ing — 
By manufacturing sour erout 

Off flew with this great crout-compodng 
Dick, 

Thomson and Salisbury, Harcourt and gold- 
stick; 

SucK was the terror at the man of rhymes, 

As though he entered to divulge their 
crimes. 

Thus on a bank upon a summer's day. 
Of some fair stream of East or Western 
Ind, 
When poppies join in wanton play, 
Free from the slightest fear of being 
skinned ; 

If from that stream, which all so placid 

flows, 
A sly old alligator pokes his nose ; 
P'rhaps with a wish to taste a slice of 

cur; 
At once the dogs are off upon the spur ; 
Nor once behmd them cast a courtly 

look, 
%»To compliment the monarch of the brook. 


ODE XIII. 

Dbsertsd in my utmost need by fate, 
Like famed Darius, great and good ; 
Fallen, fallen, poor fellow, from a large 
eatate) 
Forced, forced to browse, like goats, the 
lanes for food ! 

Alas ! deserted quite by every iriend ; 

And what than friendship can be sweeter? 
T^ ! not a soul will kind assistance lend ; 

Lo ! every puppy lifls his leg at Peter ! 

Like some lone insulated rock am I, 
Where midst th' Atlantic vast, old .£ol 
raves; 
Shook by the thunders of eaoh angry sky, 
And rolled on by the rushing world of 
waves! 

So hard, indeed, the critic temp^ blows, 
I scarce can point against the gale my 


A storm more violent was never seen ! 
So dread the warl^ndeed it must be 

dread. 
When from his shop John Nichols pops his 
head. 
And pours the thunders of his Magazine. 

Foriieavier artillery ne'er was plajred : — 
And yet, not all the artillery is his own ; 

Havley, a close allv, in ambuscade 
Behmd, assists tne war of furious John. 

John Nichob, with Will Hayley for his 
'squire. 
Are serious things, howe'er the world 
may lauffh— 
And therefore dread I much to face the fire 
Of this intrepid Hudibrao and Ralph. 

You too, my lords, combined with those 
dread foes 

To tear the bard to pieces for his rhymes. 
Is verv cruel, heaven well knows, 

And does no sort of credit to the times. 

Yet let me feel myself—I'm not yet dead. 
Though mauled so terribly about the head : 

By printers' devils and idlies surrounded : 
P'rhaps, like the Prussian monarch, I may 

rise 
Herculean, to the world's surprize. 

And see my enemies confounded. 

Full ma&v a cock hath won ten pound. 
Though seeming dead, atretehed out 
amidst the pit— 
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Leaped ap, and giyen his fqe a fatal 
wound — 
Then why not mtnei ye gods, the laeky 
hit ? 


ODE XtV. 

With year good leaTe, my lord, I'll now 
take mine, 

Not deemed, perchance, a poet quite di- 
vine- 
Perchance with beasts at Ephesus Fve 
warred, 

Like that prodigioas orator St Paul, 

And for my stanzas, p'rhaps both great and 
small, 
Ton kindly wish me feathered well, and 
tarred. 

Ton think I loathe the name of kings, no 
doubt — ' 

Indeed, my lords, you never were more 
out: 
1 am not of that envious class of 
elves : 

Though Dame M'Auley^mson kings her 
tail; 

With great respect the sacred names I 
hail;> 
That is, of monarchs who respect them- 
selves: 

But should they act with meanness, or like 

fools. 
The muse shall place a fool's cap on their 

skulls. 

Stubborn as many a king, indeed, I am — 
That is, as stubborn as a haltered ram : 
A change in Peter's life you must not 
hope: 
To try to wash an ass' face. 
Is really labour to misplace ; 
And really loss of time, as well as soap. 


1 own i like to laugh, and hate to sigh,' 
And think that risibility was |riven 
For human happiness, by |rracious Heaven, 

And that we came not into life to cry ', 

To wear long faces, just as if our Maker, 
The God of goodness, were an undertaker. 
Well pleased to wrap the soul's unlucky 

mien 
In sorrow's dismal crape or bombasin. 

Methinks I hear the Lord of Nature say, 
" Fools, how you plague me ! go, be wise, 
be gay ; 
No tortures, penances, your God re- 
quires — 
Enjov, be lively, innocent, adore, 
And know that Heaven hath not one angel 
more 
In consequence of groaning nuns and 
friars. 
Heaven never took a pleasure or a pride 
In starving stomachs, or a horsewhipped 
hide. 

"Mirth be your motto— merry be your 
heart ! ' 

Good laughs are pleasant inoffensive 
things : 
And if their folliee happen to divert, 
I shall not quarrel at a joke on kings." 


ODE XV. 

Fray let me laugh, ray lords, I must, I 

will— 
My lords, my laughing muscles can't lie 

still: 
Unpolished in the supple schools of France, 
I cannot burst to pleasure complaisance. 

Care to our coffin adds a nail, no doubt ; 
And every grin, so merry, drows one 
out: 


ODE XVI. 

If monarchs (the suggestion, p'rhaps, of 
liars) 

Turn housebreakers, and rob the nuns and 
friars ; • 

Steal pictures, crucifixes, heavenly chat- 
tels. 

To purchase swords and guns and souls for 
battles : 

In spite of all the world may say and think. 
If empresses will puuk-like kiss and drink : 

If kings will sell the hares and boars they 

kill. 
And snipe and partridge blood for mammon 

spill, 
Denying thus themselves a dainty dish, 
And go Aemselves to market with their fish : 

Pleased with the vulgar herd to join their 

name, 
If kings, ambitious of a blacksmith's fkme. 
Not wondrously ambitious in their views, 
Instead of mending empires, make hoise- 

■hoes: 
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Dead to fair Msienee, if io vsfrant hogi, 
To toymen, coDJoron, and dancing dogs, 
Great prineea, pleaied, a patronage ex- 
tend; 
Whilat modeat Genius pinea without a 
friend : 

Diamiaaing grandeur aa an idle thing, 
If on bob wigs, slouched hats, and thread- 
bare coats, 
Upon Tulgarity a monarch dotes, 
More pleased to look a coachman than a 
king: 

If with their huUoeka kings delight to 

battle ; 
On hard horse eheanuts make them dine 

and sup. 
Resolved to starve the nice-mouthed cattle 

Until they eat the chestnuts up ; 
Poor fellows, from the nuts who turn 

awa^, 
And think it devilish hard they can't have 

hay: 


If kings will mount old houses uponrol' 

lers, 
Converting sober manaiona into atrol- 

lers. 
Heraclitus gravity can't bear it — 
I must laugh oot, and all the world must 

hear it. 


ODE XVII. 

JvsT one word more, my lords, before we 

part- 
Do not vow vengeance on the tnnefnl 

art; 
'Tis very dangerous to attack a poet-.- 
Also ridiculona— the eibd would ahow 

it. 
Though not to write — to read I hear you're 

able ;— 
Read, then, and learn instruction firom a 

fable/ 


PETER'S PROPHECY; 


OR 


THE PRESIDENT AND POET. 


Kank Is a fliree— if peopla fbols win be, 
A scavsBfsr and king's tbe ■ame to me. 


Ths bard who filled with Friendship's 

pui^est fire. 
Tuned to a mighty king tfie moral lyre ', 
With all the maffic of the Muse's art. 
Smiled at his foibles and enlarged* hia 

heart — 
UngrateAil prince! like moat of modern 

times, 
Who never thanked the poet for his 

rhymes: 

• HeretlM lyile bard bathcaassoftriampb^ 
by moaiif of a few hints, tbe close fist of royal 
economy hath been a little unclenched.' By Ood*e 
gFsee. and the poet*B food health, gieater things 
are likely tQ be accomplished j such Is ths power 
ofsoag! 


The bard with Wisdom's voice sublimely 

strong, ^ 
Who scared the maids of honour with his 

song, 
Turned courtiers pale, and turned to silent 

wonder 
Ambassadors at Truth's deep ^no of 

thunder ; 
Who in their country, (such a timid 

thing!) 
Waa never Known to whisper to a king : 
The bard who dared undaunted thus to 

tower, 
And boldly oraqlea to princes pour, 

• Bee the Plf and Magpie, p. 68. 
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Stoo|» from the zenith of hw eagle flight 
To give instniction to a simple knight. 


To Cesar, who th' advice with scorn re- 
paid, 
" Beware the Ides of March," a conjnror 

said. 
More reverenced let a greater conjuror say, 
" Beware, Sir Joseph Banks, St Andrew's 

Day." 
Near is the gloomy month, and gloomy 

hour. 
When of your plamage stripped, and 

favourite power, 
You quit that mace and pompous chair of 

state, 
And cease Lord Paramount of Moth debate, 
That awe-inspiring hammeref] fist to rear, 
Like sccptered Jove, and Squib the auc- 
tioneer ! 

81B JOSEPH. 

Well ! what's November's* gloomy month 

or hour ? 
The day which ravishes, restores n)y power. 

PETXR. 

Perchance Ambition may be doomed to 

mourn ! 
Perchance your honours may no more re- 
turn ! 
Think what a host of enemies you make ! 
What feeling mind would be a bull at stake ? 
Pinched by this mongrel, by that mastiff 

torn : 
Who'd make a feast to treat the public 

scorn ? 
Who'd be a bear that grasps his club with 

pride 
With which his dancing-master drubs his 

hide ? 
None, dear Sir Joseph, but the arrant' st 

fool 
Turns butt to catch the shafts of ridicule. 

SIR JOSKPH. 

Tour meaning, friend, I easily divine I 

PSTXR. 

Tes, quit for life the chair — ^resign, resign. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

No ! with contempt the grinning world I 

see, 
And always laugh at thoee who laugh at 

me. 

* On the thirtieth of November the president is 
annaally elected. 
2 L 


PETER. 


To steal a point then, may I never thrive 
But you must be the merriest man alive. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Gk>od !— but, my friend, 'twould be a black 

November, 
To lose the chair, and sneak a vulgar mem- 
ber; 
Sit on a bench mumchance without my 

hat,* 
Sunk from a lion to a tame torn cat : 
Just like a schoolboy trembling o'er bis 

book. 
Afraid to move, or speak, or think, or look. 
When Mr President, with mastiff air, 
Vouchsafes to grumble " Silence" from the 
ch^ir. 

PETER. 

All this is mortifying to be sure, 

And more than flesh and blood can well 

endure I 
Then to ^our turnip fields in peace retire : 
B«turn like Cincinnatus, country 'squire : 
Gro with your wisdom, and amaze the boors 
With appletree, and shrub, and flower 

amours ; 
And tell them all, with wide-mouthed won- 
der big. 
How gnats can make a cuckold of a fig ;t 
Form fly clubs, shell clubs, weed clubs, if 

you please. 
And proudly reign the president of these : 
Gro, and with periwinkle wisdom charm ; 
With loves of lobsters, oysters, crabs, 

alarm; 
And tell them how, like ours, the females 

wooed, 
Bv kissing, people all the realms of mud : 
Tnus, though proud London dares refuse 

you tame. 
The towns of Lincolnshire shall raise your 

name, 
Knock down the bear, and bull, and calf, 

and king. 
And bid Sir Joseph on their signposts 

swing. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

No! since I've (airly mounted Fortune's 

mast. 
Till Fate shall chop my hands off, I'll hokl 

fasL 


■ The president always wears bis bat. 
t See the Natural History of the Fig, by Van 
Stroodi. 
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PXTER. 

And yet, Sir Joseph, Fame reports yon 
stole 

To Fortune's topmast through the lubber- 
hole.* 

Think of the men, whom Science so re- 
veres ! 

Uorsley, and Wilson, Maskelyne, Maseres, 

Landen, and Hornsby, Atwood, Glenie, 
Hatton. — 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Blockheads ! for whom I do not care a bat- 

ton! 
Fools, who to mathematics would confine 

us, 
And1)other all our ears with plvs and minify. 

« 

PETER. 

No more they search the philosophic mine, 
To bid the journals with their labours shine, 
And yield a glorious splendour to the page, 
Such ai when Newton, Halley graced the 

age! 
Retired, those members now behold with 

sighs 
The dome, like Egypt, swarm with frogs 

and flies ; 
And you, the Pharaoh too without remorse. 
The stubborn parent of the reptile curse ; 
See Wisdom yield to Folly's rude control ; 
JoTe's eagle murdered by a mousing 

owl.t 

r 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Poh ! poh ! my friend, I've stargazers 

enough ; 
I now look round for different kind of 

stuff: 
Besides'Untitled members are mere swine ; 
I wish for princes on my list to shine ; 
I'll hav^ a company ofrstars and strings ; 
I'll have a proud society of kings ! 
ril have no miserable squeal tomtit, • 
Whilst Fortune offers pleasants to my spit! 
For me, the devil may take a nameless 

fry- 
No sprats, no sprats, whilst whales can 

feast my eye. 

PETER. 

Thus on a stall, amidst a country fair. 
Old women show of gingerbread their 
ware ! ' ' 


• A part of the ship well known to seamen, 
Just above the flittock liirouds. 
t Vide Shakspeare. 


King David, and Queen Bathsheba behold , 
Strut from their dough majeetic, graced 

with gold ! 
King Solomon so great in all his glory, 
The Queen of Sheba, too, renowned in 

story ! 
The grannies these display with doting 

eyes; 
Delighted see them all the louts surprise ; 
Wiiibt no poor baked plebeian, great or 

small. 
Dares show his sneaking nose upon the 

stall! 

Sir Joseph, do not fancy, that by Fate 
Great wisdom goes with titles and estate ! 
I grant that pride and insolence appear i 
\Vhere purblind Fortune thousands gives 

a-year, 
Too many of Fortune's insects have I seen, 
Proud of some little name, with scornful 

mien, 
High o'er the head of modest Genius rise. 
Pert, foppish, whiffling, fluttering butter- 
flies ! 
Weak imps ! on whom their planets all so 

kind, 
In pity to their poverty of mind, 
Around them treasure bountifully shed, 
Convinced the fools would want a bit of 
bread. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Since truth must out, then know, my biting 

friend. 
Philosophers my soul with horror rend ; 
Whone er their mouths are opened, I am 

mum — 
Plague take 'em, should a president be 

dumb ? 
I loathe the arts-^the universe may know 

it— 
I hate a painter, and I hate a poet— 
To these two ears, a bear Marchesi* growls, 
Mara* and Billington* a brace of owfs. 
To circles of pure ignorance conduct me ; 
I hate the company that can instruct me ; 
I wish to imitate my king, so nice, 
Great prince, who ne'er was known to take 

advice ! 
Who keeps no company (delightful plan)! 
That dares be wiser than himself, good 


man: 


PETER. 


In troth. Sir Joseph, I have often seen ye 
Look in debate a little like a ninny, 

« Celebrated slnfen upon the Stage and at the 
Opera. 
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Straiff ling to grasp the sense with month, 

handii) eyes, 
And with the philoeophic speaker rise ; 
Just like a spider brushed by Susan's 

broom. 
That tries to cUw its thread, and mount 

the room, 
Poor sprawling reptile, but with humbled 

air 
Condemned to sneak away behind a chair. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Sttll to the point — a rout let fellows make ; 
My power is too well fixed for such to 

shake ; 
My sure artillery hath overcome a host. 

PETER. 

I own the great past powers of tea and 

toast ! 
Venison's a Cesar in the fiercest fray : 
Turtle an Alexander in its way : 
And then, in quarrels of a slighter nature. 
Mutton's a most successful mediator ! 
So much superior is the stomach's smart 
To all the vaunted horrors of the heart ; 
Even Love, who often triumphs in his 

grief, 
Has ceased to feed on sighs to feed on 

beef 

SIR J08SPB. 

Tes, yes, my friend, my tea and buttered 
rolls 

Have found an easy pass to people's souls : 

My well-timed dinners (certain folks-re- 
vere^ 

Have left tnis easv bosom nought to fear. 

The turnpike road to people's hearts I find. 

Lies through their guts, or I mistake man- 
kind; 

Besides, whilst thus I boast my sovereign's 
smile, 

Let raggamufiins rage, and rogues revile. 

PETER. 

Alas! Sir Joseph, grant the king you 

please. 
Which every courtier's eye with envy sees ; 
A glorious thing too, no man can deny it ; 
Though no man ever got a sixpence by it ; 
Tet of our lucky island, certain kings. 
Far from aU-mighty, are not mighty things : 
And though with many a wren you make 

him blessed, 
And many a tomtit's egg and tomtit's nest ; 
And many a monkey stuflTed to make him 

And many a flea and beetle on a pin : 


And promise (to cajole the royal mind) 
To make his butcher member, and his hind ; 
It is not he, with Polephemus stare, 
And stern command, perpetuates the 

chair ; 
I know that disafi*ection taints the throng, 
And know the world is lavish in its tongue. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Ah ! tell me fairly, without more delay, 
What 'tis the blackguard world hath dared 

to say ; 
Perhaps a pretty devil I'm pourtrayed ; 
The world s free brush deals damnably in 

shade. 

PETER. 

Thus, then, ** How dares that man his car- 
cass squat, 

Bold in the sacred chair where Newton sat ; 

Whose eye could nature's darkest veil per- 
vade. 

And, sun-like, view the solitary maid ; 

Pursue the wanderer through each secret 
maze, 

And on her labours dart a noontide blaze ? 

When to the chair Banks forced his bold 
ascent, 

Ho crawled a bug upon the monument." 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Curse them ! — 


PETER* 


Have patience, dear Sir Joseph, 
pray! 
I have not mentioned half the people 

say: — 
Thus then again : '* He beats the bears so 

rude, 
With bull-dog aspect, and with brains of 

mud ; 
Uis words, like stones for pavements, make 

us start ; 
Rude, roughly rnmbling, tumbling from 

the cart ; 
Who for importance all his longs employs, 
And thinks that words, like drums, were 

made for noise. 
A fellow so unqualified to shine ! 
Who never to the Journals gave a line ; 
But into Sweden casta fox-like look. 
And caught Goose Dryander to write his 

book* 


* A most Important birth in the boUoical way 
if to make its appearance soon ; Sir Joseph the re- 
puted father, though Jonaii Dryander, the Swede, 
hlfi secretary, begetii It. 
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Such is the mania for the claps of fame, 
So souffht by maDy a 'squlTC and gentle 

dame; 
Resemblingr beggars that on alms grow fat, 
.Who, if too weak themselves to make a 

brat. 
Bay children up to melt the traTeller's eye, 
And from his pocket call the charity. 

"Through him each trifle-hunter that 
can oring 
A grub, a weed, a moth, a beetle's wing. 
Shall to a Fellow's dignity succeed ! 
Witness Lord Chatham and his piss-a- 
bed!* 
How had he powers to muster up the face 
To ask a president's important place ! 
How with a matchless insolence to dare 
Abuse and jostle Pringle from the chair ?t 
A moth-hunter, n crab-catcher, a bat, 
'J'hat owes its sole existence to a gnat ! 
A hunter of the meanest reptile breed, 
A fool that crosses oceans for a weed I 

N " Once towering Science made Crane 

Courts her home. 
And heaven- born wisdom patronized the 

dome; 
With awful aspect at the portal shone. 
And to her mansion wooed the wide alone : 
Now at the door see moon-eyed Folly grin, 
Inviting birdt-nest hunters to come in : 

* Vnlsarly called Dandelion. Something of thbi 
kind (a most wonderAiI species!) was presented by 
the eldest born of the great PUt, for wmch he was 
created F.R.6. 

t About the year 1779, conductors were ordered 
to be placed near all our magazines, to secure them 
from the effects of lightning. A question then 
arose, which would best succeed, blunt or pointed 
conductors. Sir John Pringle, with the sensible 
part of the Society, were of opinion, as, indeed, 
was Dr Franklin, that points were preferable— Sir 
Joseph Banlts and his party roared loudly for the 
blunu.— The dispute ran so high, that his majesty 
took a part in it; and being rather partial to blunt 
conductors, thought to pot an end to the matter by 
giving his own peremptory decision, and announc- 
ing to the world the superiority of nobs. To con- 
firm his great and wise opinion, nok» were actually 
fixed on Iron rods at the end of Buckingham House. 
This, however, was hot all. On the birth-day, his 
majesty desired Sir Jolin to give It to the world as 
the opinion of the Royal Society that Dr Franklin 
was wrong. The president replied, like a man, 
that it was not in his power to reverse the order of 
nature. The sovereian could not easily see tha^ 
and therefore repeated his commands.— Teased by 
the king from time to time to oppose the decided 
opinion of the rebellious Franklin, and the laws of 
nature ; and constantly barked at by Sir Joseph 
and his moth-hunting phalanx ; he resigned the 
chair, and returned to Scotland.- The honour was 
Instanuneously snapped at and caught by the pre- 
sent possessor, such as he is ! 

t The Royal Society's rooms are removed from 
Crane Court to Somerset Place. 


Idiots who specks on eggs devoutly ken, 
And furbish up a folio on a wren. 
Tou see the world, Sir Joseph, scorns to 
flatter— 


SIR JOSEPH. 


By God! I think it hath not mmced the 

matter. 
Tet, by the Power who made me, Peter, 

know, 
Pm honoured, stared at, wheresoe'er I go ! 
Soon as a room I enter, lo, all ranks 
Get up to compliment Sir Joseph Banks !— 


PETKB. 


And then sit down again, I do suppose : 
And then around the room a whisper goes, 
" Lord, that's Sir Joseph Banks I — how 

^raod his look ! 
Who sailed all round the world with Cap* 

tain Cook !" 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Zounds ! what the devil's fame, if this be 
not? 

PETER. 

Sir Joseph, prithee don't be such a sot— 
Those wonderful admirers, man, were do* 

zens 
Of fresh imported, staring, eountiy cousins ; 
To London come, tho waxwork to devour, 
And see their brother beasts within the 

Tower : 
True fame is praise by men of wisdom 

given. 
Whose souls display some workmanship of 

heaven ; 
Not by the wooden million — Nature's chips, 
Whose twiliffht souls are ever in eclipse ; 
Puppies ! who, though on idlotism's dark 

brink. 
Because they've hoads, dare fancy they 

can think. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

What though unlettered,* I can lead the 
herd, 

And laugh at half the members to their 

beard. 
Frequent to court I go, and 'midst the ring, 
I catch most gracious whispers from the 

king— 

* In spite of our objection to Sir Joseph as a 
president, we allow his candour in acknowledging 
himself unlettered, as be really was reAised his 
degree at Cambridge, though every interest was 
implored to make hun pass muster. 
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PBTER. 

Aad well (I thiDk) I hear each precioos 

speech, 
In ■entiment sublime, and language rich ; 
« What's new, Sir Joseph ? what, what's 

new found out ? 
What*s the society, what, what about ? 
Any more monsters, lizard, monkey, rat, 
£gg, weed, mouse, butterfly, pig, what, 

what, what ? 
Toad, spider, grasshopper, Sir Joseph 

Banks? 
Any more thanks, more thanks, more 

thanks, more thanks ? 
You still eat raw flesh, beetle, viper, bat. 
Toad, tadpole, frog, Sir Joseph, what, what, 

what?" 

Such is the language of the jEr^f of kings, 
That many a sighing heart with envy 

stings I 
And much I'm pleased to fancy that I hear 
Such wise and gracious whispers greet 

your ear ; 
Tet if the greater part of members growl, 
Though owls themselves, and curse you 

for an owl, 
And bent the great Sir Joeeph Banks to 

humble. 
Behold the giant president must tumble. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Zounds ! Sir, the groat ones to my whistle 

come; 
I have 'em every one beneath my thumb. 
Electors, Margraves, Princes, grace my list. 
And shall a few poor ragged rogues resist, 
Because (a flock of astronomic guHs), 
The cobweb mathematics cloud their 

skulls? 
The great, when beckoned to, my cause 

shall aid. 
And happy think themselves with thanks 

o'erpaid : 
These shall arise, and with a single frown. 
Beat the bold front of Opposition down. 

PXTER. 

Thus by a word, the showman at the Tower 
Exerts on brother savages his power : 
Bids Nero, Ciesar, Pompey, spread their 

paws. 
And show the dangers of their gaping jaws ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 

By heavens! I've merit, say whate'er you 

please ! 
Can name the vegetable tribe with ease — 


What monkey walks the woods, or climbs 

a tree, 
Whoee genealogy's unknown to me? 

PETER. 

I grant you, Sir, in monkey knowledge 
great; 

Yet say, should' monkeys give you New- 
ton's seat ? 

Such merit scarcely is enough to dub 

A man a member of a country club. 

With novel specks on eggs to feast the 

eye, 
Or gaudy colours of a butterfly. 

Or new found fibre of some grassy blade. 

Well suits the idle hour of some old 

maid, 
(Whose sighs each lover's vanished sighs 

deplore) 
To murder time when Cupids kill no 

more; ' 

Not men, who, labouring with a Titan 

mind, 
Should scale the skies to benefit man- 
kind. 
I grant you full of anecdote, m^ friend — 
Bon mots, and wondrous stones without 

end; 
Yet if a tale can claim, or jest so rare. 
Ten thousand gossips might demand the 

chair. 

To shoot at boobies,* noddies, with such 
luck, 
And pepper a poor Indian like a duck ; 
To hunt for days a lizard or a gnat, 
And run a dozen miles to catch a bat ; . 
To plunge in marshes, and to scide the 

^ rocks 
Sumime,for scurvy-grass and lady-8mocks,t 
Are matters of proud triumph, to be sure. 
And such as Fame's fair volume should se- 
cure : 
Yet, to my mind, it is not such a feat. 
As gives a man a claim to Newton's seat. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Yet are there men of genius who support 

me ! 
Proud of my friendship, see Sir William 

court me ! 


* " Great and manifold were Sir Joseph's tri- 
umphs over XhnBe defenceless animals," says Dr 
Hawke8Worth*s most miserable account; which 
might more properly be christened " The History 
of Sir Joseph Banlcs,'' so much, indeed, is Sir Jo- 
seph the hero of the tale. 

t See Uawkesworth's account of Captain Cook*s 
Voyage. 
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PETZR. 

Great in the eating knowledgre all allow ; 
Who sent you once the sumen of a sow !* 
Far richer food than pigs that lose their 

breath, 
Whipped, like poor soldiers on parades, to 

death. 

Sir William hand and glove with Naples* 

king! 
Who made with rare antiqaes the nation 

ring ; 
Who when Vesuvius foamed with melted 

matter, 
Marched up and clapped his nose into the 

crater, 
Just with the same aangfioid that Joan 

the cook 
Casts on her dumplings in the crock a look. 

But more the world reports (I hope un- 
true) 

Tliat half Sir William's mugs and gods are 
new; 

Himself the baker of the Etrurian ware. 

That' made our British antiquarians stare; 

Nay, that he means ere long to cross the 
main, 

And at his Naples' oven sweat again ; 

And, by his late successes rendered bolder, 

To bake new mugs, and gods some ages 
Dlder ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 

God bless us ! what to Uerschel dare you 

The astronomic genius of the day, 

Who soon will find more wonders in the 

skies, V'' 

And with more Geordium Sidusses sur- 
prise ? 

PETER. 

Bfore iEtnas in the moon — more cinder 

loads ? 
Perhaps mail coaches on her turnpike 

roads, 
By some great Lunar Palmer taught to 

fly. 
To gain the gracious glances of the eye 

* Sir W. Hamilton, who sent Sir Joseph from 
Italy this precious present—The mode of male In g 
ft properly is, by tying the teats of a sow, soon after 
she hath liuered, continuing the ligature till the 
poor creature Is nearly eihausted with torture, and 
then cutting her throst. The effects of the milk 
diffused through this belly part are so dellcidus, as 
tn be thought to make nmple atonement fur the bar- 
barity. 


Of some penurious prince of high degree, 
And charm the monarch with a postage 

free; 
Such as to Chelt'nam waters urged their 

way. 
Where Cloacina holds her easy sway ; 
Where paper mills shall load with wealth 

the town, 
And every shop shall deal in whitish 

brown ; 
Where for the coach the king was wont to 

watch. 
Loaded with fish, fowl, bacon, and des- 
patch ;* 
Eggs and small beer, potatoes, too, a 

store, * 

That cost in Chelt'nam market two-pence 

more ; 
Converting thus a coach of matchless art, 
With two rare geldings, to a sutler's 

cart — 
But, voluble Sir Joseph — not so fast — 
The fame of Herschel is a dying blast : 
When on the moon he first began to peep, 
The wondering world pronounced the gazer 

deep: 
But wiser now the un-wondering world, 

alas ! 
Gives all poor Herschel's glory to his 

glass ; 
Convinced his boasted astronomic strength., 
Lies in his tube's,! not head's prodigious 

length. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

What, niggard, not on Herschel fame be- 

stew. 
So curious a discoverer ? — 

PETER. 

No! man, no ! 
Give it to Mudge,t whose head contains 

more novf 
Than Ttrust me) ever lodged in HerseheFs 

house. 


* Mr Palmer very generously offered his sove- 
reign a mnil conch to carry letters and despatches 
to and from Cheltenham — ^the offer was too great 
to be refused— a splendid carriage was built for the 
occasion : His most economic majesty, however, 
wisely knowing that something more 'than a few 
letters might be contained in Mr Palmer's vehicle, 
converted it, as the poet hath observed, into a cart, 
and saved many a sixpence. 

t We would not detract from Mr Herschel's 
real merit. — By a true German cart-horae labour, 
he made a little improvement on Dr Mudge*s me- 
thod of constructing mirrors : such are this gentle- 
man *s pretensions to a niche in the temple of Fame 
— As for his mathematical abilities, they can scarce- 
ly be railed the shadows of science 

X Dr Mudge, of I'lymouth. 
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SIR JOSEPH. 

Lo, at my call the noble Marlborough's 
vote, 

Whose obserrations mach oor fame pro- 
mote. 

PETER. 

Who from his BleDheim chimneys wonders 

spies — 
The daily advertiser of the skies : 
Who eqaals his great ancestor in head ; 
A hero* who coald neither write nor read : 
Thas eqaal formed, to all the world's sur- 
prise ; 
As one swept earth, the other sweeps the 
skies. 

SIR jrOSBPH. 

Huntert with fish intrigues our house re- 
gales — 

PETER. 

The tender history of cooing whales !— 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Great in the noble art of gelding sows !— 

PETER. 

And giving to the boar a barren spouse ! 
Who proves, what manv unbelievers shocks, 
That age converts hen pheasants into 

cocks !t '. 
And why not, since it is denied by no man, 
"That age hath made John Hunter an old 

woman f 

Believe me, full as well might Papists 

bring 
Quills from a seraph's Uil, or cherub's 

wing ; 
Saint DunsUn's crab stick, which the saint, 

nncivil, 
Broke on the back of our great foe, the 

devil ; 

* ' The famoui Duke of Marlborough was report- 
ed to have been a very illiterate man } which shows 
that A headpiece for the arts and sclencea, and a 
headpiece for Adng cannon balls, are wisely form- 
ed ofdifferent materials. 

t John Hunter actually received the Society's 
gold medal for three papers, vii. on sowgelding : on 
the wolf, Jackoll, anc^dog; proving incontestably. 
what the world knew before, that the aforesaid 
animala were, bonaJidB, of the same species; and 
on the loves of whales. ^ ^^,, ^, , 

1 See ArUcle 30, 1780, in the Philoeophical 
Transacttotts, where Mr John Hunter gives a won- 
derful account of a pheasant with three legs, that 
by age changed from a female to a male. 


Saint Andrew's toe, Saint Agatha's old 

smock, 
And stones that rattled round Saint Ste- 
phen's block ; 
Saint Joseph's sighs so deep, preserved in 

bottles. 
Amounting, legends say, to many pot* 

ties; 
Caught as the saint, with all his might and 

main, 
Was cleaving billets for his fire in twain ; 
Or bones^ from catacombs to form new 

saints, 
To cure, like all quack medicines, all com 

plaints ! 
Such might the journals of the house re* 

cord. 
As well as Hunter's wondrous cock-hen 

bird. • 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Like Blagden who can write and deeply 
think ? 

PETER. 

Who write like him on iron moulds and 

ink?t— 
See shirts and shtlls by iron moulds that rot, 
By Blsgden's wisdom lose each yellow 

spot! 
For this shall laundry virgins lift their 

voice ; 
Napkins and damask tablecloths rejoice ; 
Robins, and caps, and sheets, ana pillow 

cases, 
Lese Uicir sad stains, and smile with lily 

faces. 
Lo I to improve of roan the soaring mind, 
For sacred science, to his skin unkind, 
Did Doctor Blagden in an event bake, 
Brown as burnt coffee or a barley cfike, 
Whilst down his nose projecting, sweat in 

rills 
Unsavoury flowed like hartshorn streams 

from stills. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Great duckweed Thompson, § all my loul 

reveres ! 
And Mulgrave charms me with his arctic 

bears. 

* In 1763, foar hundred saints were recruited. 
Sach was the extraordinary harvest of baptized 
and canonized bones firom the catacombs at Rome. 
See " Religious Rites and Ceremonies." 

f Vide Article 39, 1787, of the Philos. Trans. 

I The doctor's body in the hot oven, with hia 
nose projecting fW>m the hole for air, would be no 
iMid subject for the graver. • 

^ Sir Benjamin, a second Llnneus. 
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Mj eyes with thelk, lo! limpet Dayies 

greeta! 
And Doctor LettBom with his rare hone 

- beets! 
Beets, that with shame oar parsnips shall 

o'erwhelm, 
And fairly drive potatoes from the realm 1 
Beets, in whose just applauses we are 

hoarse all ; 
Such are the wondrous powers of mangd 

worsal* 

PETER. 

Beets that shall keep gnuni Famine to his 

east, 
And make him on Gentoos, as usual, feast ; 
Whilst every lucky Briton that one meets, 
Shall strut a Falstaff, such the power of 

beets! 
Beetfl, that must bring the quaker wealth 

and fame. 
And give his cheek the virgin glow of 

shame ; 
Who ne'er, meek man, was known a face 

to push, 
Nor hear his own applause without a blush ! 
. Beets, that shall form an epoch in our times, 
And thus by Peter praised, embalm his 

rhymes ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Then, what of Anbertt think you, that 

great man. 
Whose broad eye deems creation scarce a 

span? 

PETER. 

Who weekly with his watch is seen to ran. 
The little pupil of a Greenwich sun, 
To learn the motions of old Time, and mock 
* The fatal errors of each London clock. 
Thus Lubin from his solitary down, 
Lfads little Lubin to a neighbouring town, 
The lad with ecstacjr surveys the scene : 
Then home returning with triumphant 

mien. 
Corrects his mother's, ■i8ter*s conversa- 
tions. 
And wonders at his ignorant relations. 
Aobert who meriteth, indeed, applause ! 
Full of high-sounding phrases and wise 
saws; 

* The more pompous name of the beet. 

t A silk merchant and F. R. 8., who every Ban- 
day, wet or dry, cloudy or sunshine, calm or windy, 
visits Greenwich, to catch the sun on the meri- 
dian !— such is this gentlenmn^s rafe for the art, 
that he now has at Loamplt-HUl, near Greenwich, 
twothousand pounds' worth of astronomical instru- 
ments. 


Who from his cradle learned the stars to lisp, 
And to a meteor* turned a wilL-o-wisp ! 


SIR JOSEPH. 

Pray, then, what think ye of oar famoa« 
Daines ? 

PETER. 

Think of a man denied by Nature brains! 
Whose trash so oft the royal leaves dis* 

graces : 
Who knows not jordens brown from Roman 

vases! 
About old polB his head for ever puzzling. 
And boring earth, like pigs for trufles 

muzzling :t 
Who likewise from old urns to crotches 

leaps, • 

Delights in music, and at concerts sleeps.^ 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Zounds ! 'tis in vain, I see, to utter praise — 

PETER. 

Then mention some one who deserves my 
lays. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Know then, I've sent to distant parts to 

find 
Beings the most uncommon of their kind : 
The greatest monsters of the land and 

water — 

PETER. 

The beautiful deformities of nature ! 
Birds without heads, and tails, and wings, 

and legs, 
Tremendous Cyclop pigs, and speckless 

Snails from Japan, and wasps, and Indian 

jays, 
Command attention, and excite our praise : 
Chopsticks and backscrapers are curions 

things : 
Scalps, and tobaccopipes, and Indian 

strings, 

* One fortunate evening, 'as he was retumiag 
fh>m his beloved observatory, a Jack-a-lanteni 
sprung op and played some tricks before the philo- 
sophical silkman, whose optics being apt to mag- 
nify obiects, converted it into an amasing meteor, 
with which the royal Journal soon after blazed. 

f There are pigs kept expressly for hunting 
trafles in some parts of England. 

X Buch are the powers of somnolency over Mr 
Daines Barrington,— at several of the Hanover- 
Bquare conceru hath the lyric Peter seen the anti- 
quarian in seeming musical speculation, but verily 
employed in a moat comforUble nap. 
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Such, as to charm the wondering cits we 

see, 
Where Don Saltero* gives his Sunday tea : 
Great Don Saltero, name of high renown, 
Who treats, too, with immortal rolls the 

town! 

Rare are the^uttons of a Roman's breeches, 
In antiquarian eyes surpassing riches : 
Rare is each cracked, black, rotten, earthen 

dish, 
That held of ancient Rome the flesh and 

fish; 
Rare are the talismans that drove the devil, 
And rare the bottles that contained old 

snivel. 
Owls' heads, and snoring frogs, preserved 

in spirits, 
Most certainly are not without their merits; 
Yet these to gain, and give to public 

view, 
Lo ! Parkinson knows full as well as you ; 
As did Sir Ashton famed, whose mental 

power 
Jast reached to tell us by the clock the 

hour. 

SIR J08KPH. 

Poh ! poz, don't laugh— roch tilings are 

rich and scarce — 
Be something sacred^let not ill be farce. 

PKTER. 

Sir Joseph, I must laugh when things like 

these 
Beyond sublimities have power to please : 
To crowd with such*like littleness your 

walls, 
Is putting Master Punch into St Paul's. 
Yet to the point — the place on which you 

dote 
Hath been for ever carried by the vote — 
Know then, your parasites begin to bellow. 
And call ybu openly a shallow fellow : 
In vain to favouring majesty you fly, 
'Tls on the many that you must rely : 
Even blockheads blush, so much are they 

ashamed— 

sin JOSEPH. 

They and their modest blushes may be 

damned ; 
Ungrateful scoundrels ! eat my rolls and 

butter. 
And daring thus their insolencies mutter ! 
Swallow my turtle and my beef by pounds, 
And tear my venison like a pack of hounds ; 


2 M 


* At Cheliea. 


Yet have the iiupudenco, tho brazen laco, 
To say I am not fitted for the place ! 
In God's name let my wine in torrents flow ! 
£ven be my house a tavern in Soho ! 
Of daily venison let me try the force. 
And keep an open house for man and horse. 
Oh ! let me hold by any means the chair!— 
To keep that honour eyery thing I dare ! 

PETER. 

I own that nothing like good cheer suc- 
ceeds — 
A man's a god whose hogshead freely 

bleeds ; 
Champagne can consecrate the damned'st 

evil : 
A hungry parasite adores a devil : 
In radiant virtues his poor host arrays. 
And smooths him with the gossamer of 

praise ! 
Stuffeci to the throat till repetition tires. 
And Gluttony's huge greasy wish expires ; 
Apostate then, the knave denies his church , 
And leaves his saint, with laughter, in tho 
lurch. 

Inshort, your gormandizers and your drink- 
ers 
Quit their old faith, and turn out rank free- 
thinkers. 
Dead is tlie novelty of fine fat haunches, 
And truth no longer sacrificed to paunches : 
Ashamed, at length, tho sad, repentant sin- 
ners 
All blush to barter flattery for good dinners : 
No charms surround the knocker of your 

door, 
That beamed with honour, but now beams 
no more ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Betrayed by those on whom my all de- 
pends! 

PETER. 

Betrayed, like Cesar, by his bosom friends ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Though man, ungrateful man, his aid deny; 
The rower whose wisdom rules yon lofty 

sky. 
May grant his gracious and protecting 

power, 
And aid my efibrts in the trying hour I 

PETER. 

Left by your earthly friends, 1 fear your 

prayers, 
Most pious president, won't mend aflairs : 
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The Power you mention, with all-seeing 
eyes, 

Well knows your little reverence for his 
skies.* 

Thus may your prayers be vain, however 
hearty ; — 

Besides, Heaven oflenest joins the strong- 
est party. 

SIR JOSSPH. 

'Sblood ! have I practised every art in vain ! 
Undaunted faced the da ngers of the main ? — 

PETBR. 

And faced Queen Oborea in the boat. 
And lost your shoes and stockings, and your 

coat; 
A circumstance that much the tale enriches, 
But providentially preserved your breeches ! 
For unknown weeds, dared unknown paths 

explore, 
And frightened Cannibals from shore to 

shore ; 
On each new island clapped King George's 

seal, 
A sharp impression too of hardest steel ; 
Whilst Witness Pistol, and his Brother Gun 
Looked with a pointed approbation on. 

A decent method of appropriation, 
And adding glory to the firitisii nation ! 
True, you have tried to be as great as he. 
The venturous Trojan, sport of wind and 

sea. 
Who left old Troy, his parish, far from 

home, 
To find a lodging fur imperial Rome ; — 
Yet are those feats what vulgars term a 

bore: 
Stale stuif— the members look for some- 
thing more. 
I grant you naked with your servants 

pranced, 
To show how folks at Otaheite danced : 
And much the smiling audience youamused, 
Thouffh decency, indeed, the dance abused : 
She, nlushing damsel, tamed her head 

aside. 
And wished a whip to ^erj bopping hide. 
Grant that yon sent, to charm the public 

eye, 
Egyptian stones,t that formed for hogs a sty ; 

* The poet here most ftcetloady and beantl- 
Aillv alludes to the leceulon of tbe astroDomlcal 
geniases from the Society. 

t Sir Joseph sent some curlons Egyptian stones 
to the British Museam ; sach was faia zeal for the 
honours of hieroglyph leu ; but as that building pos- 
sesses already as much of the antique as It can 
well authenticate, they were returned In a cart 
upon his hands. 


With seeming hieroglyphics on their 

faces. 
That proved unfortunately pigs'-feet tracea: 
Yet, lo ! like bullocks in a fair, they roar, 
Or vacate bid you, or do something more. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

'Sdeath, then, FlI spit in every blockhead*! 

face ; 
Kick them, and purge the dwelling from 

disgrace. 

PETKR. 

Thus when a host of grasshoppers and 

rats. 
By men undaunted, unabashed by cats. 
In hopping, and in running legions pours, 
AffrighU the Papists, and their grass de- 
vours ; 
Lo, armed with prayers to thunder in their 

ears, 
A bishop boldly meets the buccaneers ; 
Sprinkles his holy water on the sod, 
And drives, and danms them, in the name 
of God !• 

You purge the tainted'd welling from dis- 
grace. 

By boldly spitting in each member's face ! 

Where, sweet Sir Joseph, will you find the 
spittle. 

Since what would float the Albion 1 were 
too little. 

With solemn, sentimental step, so slow, 
I see you through the streets of London ffo, 
With poring, studious, staring, earth-nailed 

eye, 
As heedless of the mob that bustles by ; 
This was a scheme of wisdom, let me say, 
But lo, this trap for fame hath had its day ; 
And let me tell you, what I've urged be- 
fore, 
The restless members look for something 
more. 

SIR JOSSPU. 

Zounds ! ha'n't I swallowed raw flesh like 

a hound ? 
On vilest reptiles rung tbe changes round ? 

* This is actually done in Roman Catholic coon- 
tries by order of the church. In some places two 
attorneys are employed In the aflklr of the grass- 
hoppers; one for the grasshoppera, the other for the 
people : but it is the fhte of the grasshoppers to 
have the worst of It, as they are always anathema- 
tized, and ordered to be excommunicated if thej 
do not qjiit the place within a certain numbsr ot 
days. 

f One of our flist rates. 
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Eat every filthy insect you can mention ; 

TarU made of grasahoppero, my own inven- 
tion? 

Frogs, tadpoles by the spoonful, long-tailed 
imps; 

And munched coekchaflbrs jost like pawns 
or shrimps^^ 

PETER. 

In troth, I've seen you many a reptile 

eat, 
And heard you call the dirty dish a 

treat ; 
Oil have I seen yoa meals on monkeys 

make ; 
Nay, Heresies surpass — devour your 

snake ; 
And make as little of a toad or viper, 
As pelicans of mackerel or a piper ; 
And wriggling round your mouth its little 

claws, 
Have heard a bat cry ." murder !'* in your 

jaws : 
Yet, hear, Sir Joseph, what I've said be- 
fore, 
The blushing members look for something 

more. 


8II» JOSEPH. 

Hell sieze the pack ! — unconscionable 

dogH ! — 
Snakes, spiders, beetles, chaffers, tadpoles, 

frogs, 
All swallowed to display what man can 

do. 
And must the villains still have something i 

new ? — 
Tell, then, each pretty president creator, 
God damn him, that I'll eat an alligator ! 

PETER. 

Sir Joseph, pray don't eat an alligator — 
Go swallow somewhat of a softer nature ; 
Feast on the arts and sciences, and learn 
Sublimity from trifles to discern : 
With shells, and flies, and daisies, covered 

o'er, 
I^t p0it Queen Fiddlefaddle rale no more : 

Thus shall Philosophy her suffrage yield, 
Sir Joseph wear his hat,* and nammer 

wield; 
Jfo more shall wisdom on the Journals stare. 
Nor Newlon'si image blush behind the 

chair. 


SUBJECTS FOR PAINTERS, 


" Q«t veut peindre p0¥r PimmoHalU*, 
Doit peindre dee »ot».** Fontenelle. 


SCEJfE —The Jtofol Academy. 

Peace and good- will to this fair meeting ! — 
I come not with hostility, but greeting — 
Not eagle-like to scream, but dove-like 
coo it — 
I come not with the sword of vengeance, 

rhyme, 
To slash, and act as journeyman to Time — 
The god himself is just arrived to do it. 

To make each feeble figure a poor corse, 
I come not with the shafts or satire sport- 

Then view me not like Stubbs' staring horse. 
With terror on the approaching lion 
snorting : 


I come to bid the hatchet's labour cease. 
And smoke with friends the calumet of 
peace. 

Knight of the polar star, or bear, don't 

start, 
And like some long-eared creatures, bray, 

"what art?" 


* The prealdent has the iDestlmable and sole 
privilege of sitting covered at the Royal Society's 
meeting.— The lianimer forme a part of the regaUa, 
to command ailence, and rouse the members fh>m 
their happy slumbers; whilst their secretary. Dr 
Blagden, proclaims rare news from the moth, bat, 
battcrfly, and spider conntries. 

t The picture of this great man is immediately 
behind the chair of the president. 
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Sir William, shut your ell- wide mouth of 
terror — 
I come not here, beliere me, to complain 
Of such as dared employ the building brain, 

And criticise an economic error.* 

I come not here to call thee knave or fool. 
And bid thee seek again Palladio's school ; 
Or copy heayen, who formed thy head so 

thick, 
To give stability to stone and brick ; 
No — 'twould be cruel now to make a rout— 
The very stones already have cried out. 

I come not here, indeed, new cracks to spy, 
And call thee for the workmanship hard 
names; . 
To point which wing shall next forsake the 

And tumble in the Strand, or in the 
Thames. 

Nor come I here to cover thee with shame, 
For putting clever Academic men,t 
Like calves or piffs, into a pen. 

To see the King of England and nis dame, 

'Midst carts and coaches, golden horse and' 
foot; 
'Midst peopled windows, chimneys and 
old wahs ; 
'Midst marrowbones and cleavers, fife and 
^ute. 
Passing in pious pilgrimage to Paul's; 

Where, as the show of gingerbread went 

by,' 
The rain, as if in mockery from the sky. 
Dribbled on every academic nob. 
And washed each pigtail, smart, and pow- 
dered bob : 

Washed many a visage, black, and brown, 

and fair. 
Giving to each so picturesque an air; 
Resembling that of xlrooping, rain-soaked 

fowls, 
Or, what's a better picture, parboiled owls ; 


* A large portion of the Royal Academy, raised 
at an extraordinary expense, fell to the ground 
lately : but at the knight is a fkvourlte at court, no 
harm is done* The nation is able to rear it again, 
which will be a benefit tlclKet in Sir William's 
way. 

t Sir William actually gave orders for the non- 
admission of tile Royal Academicians into the Aca- 
demy, to see the royal procession to St Paul's, as 
he had some women and children of his acquaint- 
ance who wished to see the show. Half a doxen 
boards were consequently ordered to be put to- 
gether on the ouUide of the building for their re- 
ception. 


Whilst thou, great Jove, upon Oiympiu, 

aping. 
Didst sit majestic, from a yrindow gaping. 

West ! that fixed and jealous eye forbear, 
Which, scowling, marks the bard with doubt 

and fear, 
Thy forms are aacred from my wrath 
divine ; 
'Twere cruel to attack such crippled crea- 
tures. 
So very, very feeble in their natures, 
Already gasping in a deep decline ! 

1 seek them not with scalping thoughts, 

indeed, 
Too great my soul to bid the figures bleed : 
No — peace and happiness attend 'em ; 
Where'er they go, poor imps, God mend 

'em. 

I come not to impart to thee the crime 
Of overdealinff in the true sublime ; 

I scorn wita malice thus thy fame to 
. wound ; 
Nor cruel to declare, and hurt thy trade. 
That too diviue effects of light and shade 

Were ever 'midst thy labours to be found. 

Nor swear to blast an atom of thy merit, 
That elegance, expression, spirit. 
Too stronglv from the canvass blaze ; 
And damn thee thus with Raphael's praise : 
Besides, against the stream I scorn to rush ; 
The world no'er said, nor thought it of thy 
brush. 

Were I to write thy epitaph, I'd say, 
*' Here lies below a painter's clay. 

Who worked away most furiously for 
kings, 
And proved that fire of inclination, 
For pleasing the great ruler of a nation. 
And fire of genius, are two different 
things." 

Nor come I here t' inform some men so 
wise, 
Who shine not yet upon the R. A. list. 
That limbs in spasms, and cracked and 
goggling ayes, « 
With grandeur cannot well dxist. 

Nay, let it be recorded in my rhyme. 
Convulsions cannot give the true sublime. 

St Vitus, might be virtuous to romance — 
Peace to the manes of that capering 

saint! 
Tet.let me tell the sons of paint, 

Sublimity adorneth not his dance. 
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Wide saocer eyes, and dire dietortioii| 
Will only make a good abortion. 

No, landscape painters, let your gold 
streams sleep — 
Sleep, golden skies and bulls, and golden 
cows, 
And golden groves and vales^ and golden 
sheep, 
And golden goats, the golden grass that 
Drowse. 

Which with such golden lostre flame, 

As beat the very golden frame. 

t*eace to the scenes of Birmingham's bright 

school! 
Poace to the brighter scenes of Ponty- 

pool! 

Awed I approach, ye sovereigns of the 

bmsh, 
With Modesty's companion sweet, a blosh. 

And hesitation natural to her tongue ; 
And eye so diffident, with beam so mild, 
Like Eve's when Adam on her beauties 
smiled. 
And led her blushing, nothing loath, 
along, 
To give the lady a green gown so sweet, 
On beds of roses, Love's delicious seat. 

Yes, sober, trembling, quaker-like, I come 

To this great dome, 

To offer subjects to the sons of paint : 

Accept the pleasant tales and hints I 

bring. 
Of knight and lord, and commoner and 
king. 
Sweeter than history of embowelled 
saint; 
Or martyr beat like Shrovetide cocks with 

bato, 
And fired like turpentined poor roasting 
rats. 

Inimical as dogs to pigs, 
Or wind and rain to powdered wigs. 
Or mud from kennels to a milk-white stock- 
ing. 
Hostile to Peter's phiz as if a pest. 
Why sorings the man of hialory. Master 

And cries, '< Off, off! your tales and hints 
are shocking ; 

Inventions — fabrications — lies— ^lamned 
lies; 

Kings, and the world besides, thy spite de- 
spise. 

** Sir, you're a liar, every body knows it; 
Sir, every stupid stanza shows it : 


Sir, you know- nothing of a king and 
queen : 
In spheres too high their orbs superior roll 
By t|iy poor little grovelling, nu>Ie-eyed 
soul. 
Thou outcast of Parnassus, to be seen. 

*' Sir, they do honour to their god-like sta- 
tion. 
The two first luminaries of the nation, 
. So meek, ^ood, generous, virtuous, hum* 

ble, wise ; 
Whilst thou a savage, a great fool so fat. 
Cursed with a conscience blacker than my 
hat. 
Art rival to that fiend the prince of lies. 

" Go, pour thr venom on my Lear*— 
A whisper, Hopkins, Sternhold, in thy 
ear: 

King Lear, to mortify thee, goes 
Where majesty delights with West to prate, 
Much more than mmisters of state. 

Where thou shalt never show thy nose. 

*^ Where pages fiincy it a heinous crime, 
Thou foul-mouthed fellow, to repeat thy 
rhyme ! 
Where every cook, it is m^ firm belief. 
Would nobly make it a religious point, 
BAther than put thy trash upon a joint, 
To let the fire consuming burn the beef. 

« 
'^ There's not a shopkeeper in Windsor 

town 
That would not hang thee, shoot thee, 
stab thee, drown. 
That doth not damn thy stuff, thy odes, 
and tales ; 
That doth not think thy odes would give 

disease 
To every thing they wrapped^to bread, 
to cheese, 
Kay, give contagion to a bag of oails. 

" The veryWindsor dogs and cats, 
The very Windsor owls and bats. 

Would howl andsquall,and hoot and shriek, 
to meet 

Like thee a raggamuffin in the street. 

" The servant maids of Windsor from each 

shop, 
Some pointing brooms, and some a scornful 

mop, 
Their loyal sentiments would disembogue. 
And taunting cry, < There goes a lying 

rogue. 


* A pretty iron-staring iketch now in the Ex« 

hlbitlon. 


294 


PETER PINDAR- 


*' Behold rank impudence tliy rhymes in- 
spire ; 
Consummate insolence thy verse pro- 
voke! 
Foal ! to believe thy mnse a mase of fire, 
A chimney-sweeper's drab, a mose of 
smoke. , 

** The very bellman's rhymes possess more 

merit ; 
Nay, Nichol's Ma^zine exceeds in spirit: 
A printer's devil with conceit so drunk, 
Who publishes for gentleman and trunk ; 

" Who sets up author on old Bowyer's 

scraps ; 
Bowyer, whoso pen recorded all the raps 
That hiingry authors gave to Bowyer's 

door. 
To swell the curious literary store : 

" Who on a purblind antiquarian's back, 
A foundered, broken-winded hack, 
Rides out to find old farthings, nails, and 
bones — 
On darkest coins the brightest legend reads, 
On traceless copper sees imperial heads, 
And makes inscriptions older than the 
stones. 

" Too bids, to give his customers surprise, 
A Druid altar from a pigsty rise, 


Yes, NicAiols, aping wisdom through his 

glasses — 
Thee, theef Apollo's scavenger, surpasses. 

** Soon shall we see the Fleet tby carcass 
wring, 
Mean through the pHson grate for far- 
things angling, 
Suspending feet of stockings by a string. 
Or glove or nightcap, for our bounty 
dangling ; 

'* Whilst issuing from thy mouth bogrinned 
with beard, | 

Thy pale nose poking through thy prison 
hole, I 

The hollow voice of misery will oe heard, 
' Kind ge'mman, pity a poor hungry 
Boul : 
Have pity on a prisoner's case so shock- 
ing- 
Good lady, put a farthing in the stocking !' 

" What impudence, thus bold a face to 

push ! 
Armed with a winking light of paltry 

rush. 
As if with Truth's bright torch, into our 

roon^. 


To dart on ignorance the fancied rays — 
To bid of barbarism the empire blaze. 
And kind illumine Error's midnight gloom. 

" Get out, and pertly don't come troubling 

me ; 
A dog is better company than thee." 

I thank ye*-— much obliged t'ye, Master 

West, 
For thoughts so kind, and prettily express- 
ed; 
Tet won't I be refused, I won't indeed ; 
Tou must, yoa shall have tale, and ode, 

and hint ! 
This memory of mine contains a mint ; 
' And thus, in bold defiance, I proceed. 

Tet, knind me, as to our bright king and 

queen 
Their names are sacred from the poet's 
' spleen — 
Peace to their reign ; they feel no more 
my jokes ! 
Whether to Hsnover thev wisely roam, 
Or full as wisely count their cash at home, 
My satire shall not hurt the gentlefolks. 

Pleased in a hut to broil my mutton bone, 
I sigh not for the venison of a throne : 
Nay, slavery doth not with my pride 
agree; 
A toadeater's an imp I don't admire : 
Nor royal Smalltalk doth my soul desire — 
I've seen my sovereigns^thaVs enough 
for me. 


A thousand themes for canvass I could 

name. 
To give the artist beef and fame : 

Lo \ Hodsell in his countrjr seat so fine, 
Where, 'midst his tulips, grin stone apes 

with parrots. 
Where Neptune foams along a bed of car- 
rots, 
Instead of cleaving through his native 
brine. 

Where Phoebus strikes to cabbages his 

strings, 
Where Love o'er garlic waves his purple 

wings, 
Where Mars to vanquish beets heroic 

leans ; 
And, armed with lightnings, with terrific 

eyes. 
The ffreat and mighty Ruler of the skies, 
Sublimely thunders through a bed of 

beans ; 
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Close by whose side the haymakers are 

maUugy 
And Dutchmen to their knees in onicms 

skaiting. 


A mighty warrior in the House of Lords, 
Swallowing, alas ! a bitter, bitter pill ; 

£ating, poor man, his own sad words. 
Exceedingly against his noble will ', 

Whilst Rawdon by his side, with martial 

&ce, 
Commandeth him to swallow with a grace ; 
Would make an interestinff scene indeed, 
And show the courage of^King Charles' 

breed ! 

How like a doctor, forcing down the throat 
Of some poor puling child a dose of salts, 
At which its little soul revolts, 
With wriggling limbs, wry mouths, and pi- 
teous note ; 
Yet forced to take the formidable purge, 
Or taste a bitter dose — the threatened 
scourge ! 

Or Richmond,* watchful of the state's sal- 

yation. 
Sprinkling his ravelins o'er the nation ; 
Now buying leathern boxes up by tons. 
Improving thus the nature of great guns : 
Guns blessed with double natures, mild 

and rough, 
To give a broadsido, or a pinch of snuff. 
Or Richmond,! '^^ ^' enormous reckoning 

struck, 
At Portsmouth battling hard about a duck. 

A certain high and mighty duchess. 
Hugging her husband in her cat-like 
clutches, 
Biting and tearing him with brandy 
zeal ; 


* The duke absolutely ordered cannon to be 
made of leaUier, from a inaff-box nmker, which, 
at Woolwich, oil Saturday Ihe second day of May, 
1789, were seriously trltid, and, like many a iioble- 
inan, found too soft. 

t At Portsmottth hii grace, not long since, be- 
spoke a dinner for a few friends ; and because no 
impression had been made on a roasted duck, 
Charles Lenox. Duke of Richmond, Earl of March, 
Maeter-Oenerai of the Ordnance, Lord-Lieutenant 
and Gustos Rotulorum of the Ck>unty of Sussex, 
Duke of Lenox in Scotland, and Aubigny In 
France, Knight of the Most Nuble Order of the 
Garter, k,c. thought it a most grievous Imposition, 
and conteqaently ordered the landlord of the inn 
to deduct toe eignlseB-pence, the price of the duck, 
from the bill, which was done accordiagly. 


Whose flax in heaps is seen to fly around. 
Whilst he, pale wight, emits a plaintive 
sound. 
Like animals that furnish man with veal ; 

Would make another pleasing scene, 
Showing the mettle of an arrant queen ; 
Longing to shine a first- rate star at courti 
For satire's pen, a subject of rare sport; 
Longing to purify a luckless blood, 
Deep-staioed, and smelling of its natiye 
mud. 

The valiant Glo'ster at the army's head. 
Drawn as the glorious Macedonian 
vouth ; 

In battle galloping o'er hills of dead. 
Would glow with such an air of trutk ! — 

Not on a jackass mounted, but a steed 

Of old Bucephalus's breed. 


Salisbury examining the iron hands 
Of Faroe's and sweet St Giles' blackguard 
bands, 
That clap our kings to parliament and 
play- 
Salisbury, too, gauging all their gaping 

throats. 
Exciseman-like, to find the best for notes, 
That money may'nt be thrown away : 

Resolved from those same legions of vulgar- 

itv, 
To get full pennyworths of popularity ; 
Resolved his master shall be fairly treated. 
And not, as usual, by his servants cheated. 

Suppose, to give this humour-loving isle 
A pretty opportunity to smile, 

Vou' paint the Solomon of yon famed 
place,* 
Where fair Philosophy, the heavenly dame. 
By barbarous usage covered deep with 
shame. 

No longer shows her exiled face ; 
Where cent per cent in value rise. 
Toads, tadpoles,.grasshoppers, and flies. 

Suppose you paint Sir Joseph all so 

blessed. 
With many a parasitical dear guest. 
Swollen by their flatteries luke a bladder 

big, 
Throwing^ awa^ of learning such a waste, 

And proving his superior classic taste. 

By swallowing the sumen of a pig. 


* The Royal Society. 
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Pitt tryinifto unclencli Britannia's fist, 

Imploring money for a king ; 
Telling most moarnful tales of civil list, 

Thelady's tender heart to wring; 
Tales of expense in 'dootors* bills, 
High prioe of blisters, bolusses, and pills, 
Long journey to St Paul's t' oblige the na- 
tion, 
And gire God thanks for restoration : 
Briunnia, with an arch look the while, 
Partaking strongly of a smile, 
Pointing to that huge dome,* the nation's 

wealth, 
Where people sometimes place their cash 

by stealth. 
And all so modest with their secret store, 
Inform the world they're poor, ah, very poor. 


Bradenell and Symondst with each other 

vying, 
Sweet youths ! for little Norman's^ favours 

sighing, 
A picturesque effect would form ; 
That hugging mother for the daughter's 

charms, 
This tvith the yielding damsel in his arms, 

'Taking the citadel by storm ; 
That running with the girl in triumph off", 
This with the dog, the mother, and the muff. 


TO THE ACADEMICIANS. 

SupposK yon paint the devil with smiling 

mien, 
Whispering deceit to any king or queen, 

'Tis what the Prince of Soot hath often 
done — 
For,lo, with many a king and many a queen, 
In close confab the gentleman is seen-^ 

With such hath Satan oft a world of fun — 
More ftin, or diadems are much belied, 
Than all the little under world beside ! 

The devil's a fellow of much sterling hu- 
mour, 
If we may credit public rumour ; 

And all so civil m each act and look, 
That whensoever we incline ^ 
On some rare dish of sin to dine. 

We can't employ a nicer cook. 

• The Bank of England, 
t Lord B. and Sir BIchard S.'s contest for the 
' eharming prize is well known to the Opera House. 
t A piecty black-eyed flguranto at the Opera. 


Who, too, so generous, disdains, 
To tsike a sixpence for his pains — 

Nay, at our money would be vexed ; 
Happy to please us gratis with his art, 
Provided, when from this world we depart^ 

We join his fireside in the next. 

Like Gloucester, who for pay can leave his 

Some years ago I joined his corps so hearty, 

Thinking the Prince of Erebus iiltreated: 

Fired by the subject in my rhyming mode, 

I complimented Satan with an ode, 

Which, for the brushmen's sake, shall be 

repeated. 


ODE TO THE DEVIL. 


The devil ii not so black as he is painted. 


ingrtUum Odi. 

Prince of the dark abodes ! I ween 
Your highness ne'er till now hath seen 

Yourself in metre shine ; 
Ne'er heard a song with praise sincere. 
Sweet warbled on your smutty ear. 

Before this Ode of mine. 

Perhaps the reason is too plain. 
Thou triest to starve' the tuneful train, 

Of potent verse afraid ! 
And yet 1 vow, in all my time, 
I've not beheld a sinffle rhyme 

That ever spoiled thy trade. 

I've often read those pious whims- 
John Wesley's sweet damnation-hymns. 

That chant of heavenly riches. 
What have they done?— those heavenly 

strains, 
Devoutly squeezed from canting brains. 

But filled John's earthly breeches ? 

There's not a shoeblack in the land. 
So humbly at the world's command. 

As thy old cloven foot ; 
Like lightning dost thou fly, when called, 
And yet no pickpocket's so mauled 
' As thou, O Prince of Soot ! 

What thousands, hourly bent on sin. 
With supplication call thee in. 

To aid them to pursue it; 
Yet, when detected, with a lie 
Ripe at their fingers' ends, they cry, 

" The Devil made me do it." 


J 
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Behold the fortones that are made. 
By men through roguiih tricks in trade. 

Yet all to Uiee are owing — 
And though we meet it every day, 
Tfie sneaking rascals dare not say, 

This is Uie Devil's doing. 

As to thy company, Vm sure, 

No man can snun thee on that score ; 

•The very best it thine: 
With kings, qnoens, fldnisters of state. 
Lords, ladies, I have seen thee great. 

And many a grave divine. 

I'm sorely grieved at times to find, 
The very instant thou art kind, 

Some people so uncivil, ■ 
When aught offends, with face awry, 
With base ingratitude to cry, 

" I wish it to the devil." 

Hath some poor blockhead got a wife, 
To be the torment of his life, 

By one eternal yell — 
The fellow cries out coarsely, " Zounds, 
I'd give this moment twenty pounds 

To see the jade in hell.'^' 

Should heaven their prayers so ardent 

grant, 
Thou never companv wonldst want 

To make thee downright mad *, 
For, mind me, in their wishing mood. 
They never offer thee what's good. 

But every thing that's bad. 

My honest anger boils to view 

A snuffling, long-faoed, canting crew, 

So much thy humble debtors, 
.Rushing, on Sundays, one and all. 
With desperate prayers thy head to maul, 

And thus abuse their betters. 

To seise one day in every week, 
On thee their black abuse to wreak, 

By whom their souls are fed 
£ach minute of the other six. 
With every joy that heart can AXf 

Is impudence indeed I 

Blushing I own thy pleasing art 
Hath oft seduced my vagrant heart. 

And led my steps to joy*- 
The charms of heauty have been mine ; 
And let me call the merit thine. 

Who brought'st the lovely toy. 

No, Satan— if I ask thy aid. 
To give my arms the blooming maid, 
I will not. throuffh the nation all. - 


»» 


Proclaim thee (like a graceless imp) 
A vile old good-for-nothing pimp. 
But say, *' 'Tis thy vocation, Hal. 

Since truth must out— I seldom knew 
What 'twas high pleasure to pursue. 

Till thou hadst won my near^— 
So social were we both together. 
And beat the hoof in every weather, 

I never wished to pairt. 


Tet when a child— good 'Lord ! I thought 
That thou a pair of horns hadst got. 

With eyes like saucers staring ! 
And then a pair of ears so stout, 
A monstrous tail and hairy snoot, 

With claws beyond comparing. 

Taught to avoid the paths of evil. 
By day I used to dread the devil, 

And trembling when 'twas night, 
Methought I saw thy horns and ears, 
They sung or whistred to my fears. 

And ran to chase my fright. 

And everv night I went to bed, . 
I sweated with a constant dread, 

And crept beneath the rug ; 
There paiiting, thought that in my sleep 
Thou slUy in the danc wouldst creep. 

And eat me, though so snug. 

A haberdasher's shop is thine. 

With sins of all sorts, coarse and fine. 

To suit both man and maid : 
Thy-wares they bu^, with open e^es ; 
How cruel then, with constant ones, 

To vilify thy trade ! 

To speak the truth, indeed I'm loath- 
Life's deemed a mawkish dish of broth, 

Without thy aid, old sweeper : 
So mawkish, few will put it down, 
Even from the cottage to the crown. 

Without thy salt and pepper. 

O Satan, whatsoever geer 

Thy Proteus form shall choose to wear. 

Black, red, or blue, or yellow ', 
Whatever hypocrites may say, 
They think thee (trust my honest lay) 

A most bewitching fellow. 


2N 


'Tis ordered (to deaf ears, alas !) 
To praise the bridge o'er which 
pass; 

Yet often I discover 
A numerous band who daily make 
An easy bridge of thy poor back, 

.And damn it when they're over. 


we 
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Why art thoa then with cap ia hand, 
Obeequious to a graceless bandi 

Whose soub are scarce worth tak' 

O prtace, pursue bat mj advice, 
I'll teach your highness in a trice 
To set them all a quaking. 

Plays, operas, masquerades, destroy : 
Lock up each charming ^Zs dejoie; 

Give race horses the glander — 
The dice box break, and burn each card^ 
Let virtue be its own reward, 

And gag the mouth of slander ; 

In one week's time. Til lay my life. 
There's not a man, nor maid, nor wife, 

That will not glad agree, 
If thou wilt charm 'em as before, 
To show their nose at church no more, 

But quit their God for thee. 

'Tis now full time my ode should end : 
And now I tell the like a friend, 

Howe'er the world may scout thee; 
Thy ways are all so wondrous winning, 
And folks so very fond of sinning. 

They cannot do without thee. 


AN ODE TO EIGHT CATS, 

BSLOIVGINO TO IsaAKZ. XXNDEZ, A JEW. 

SCEJrE^-^The Strut in a Country Town, 

TIME.—Midnight.—Tke Poet at hia Chamber 

Window. 

S1KGER8 of Israel, Oh ye singers sweet. 
Who, with yonr gentle mouths from ear 
to ear, 
Pour forth rich symphonies from street to 
street, 
And to the sleepless wretch, the night 
endear ! 

Lo, in my shirt, on you these eyes I fix, 
Admiring mnch the quaintness of your 
tncks ! 
Yourfriskings, crawlings, squalls, I much 
approve ; 
Your spittings, pawings, high 'raised rumps, 
Swelled tails, and Merry-Andrew jumps, 
With the wild minstrelsy of rapturous 
love. 

FToilr sweetly roll your gooseberry eyes, 
As loud you tune your amorous cries. 
And, loving, scratch each other black and 
blue! 


No bo vein wantonness now bang your 

Dacks, 
No curs, nor fiercer mastifis, tear your flax, 
But ail the moon-light world seema made 

for you. 

Singers of Israel, yon no parsons want 

l^) tie the matrimonial cord ; 
You call the matrimonial service cant- 
Like our first parents, take each other's 
word: 
On no one ceremony pleased to fix — 
To jump not even o er two sticks. 

You want no furniture, alas ! 

Spit,8poon,dish, frying-pan, nor ladle ! 
No iron, pewter, copper, tin, or brass : 
No nurses, wet or dry, nor cradle. 
Which custom for our Christian babes, en- 
joins. 
To rock the staring offspring of your 
loins. 

Nor of the lawyers have vou need. 
Ye males, before you seek your bed. 

To settle pin-money on madam : 
No fears of cuckoldom, heaven bless ye, 
Are ever harboured to distress ye. 

Tormenting people since the days of Adam. 

No schools you want for fine behaving. 
No pKDwdering, painting, washing, shav- 

No nightcaps snug, no trouble in undress- 
ing. 
Before you seek your strawy nest. 
Pleased in each other's arms te rest, 

To feast on love, heaven's greatest blessing. 

Good gods ! Ye sweet love*chanting rams, 
How nimble are you with your hams 

To mount a house, to scale a chimney top ; 
And peeping down that chimney's hole. 
Pour in a tuneful cry, th' impassioned 
soul, 

Inviting Miss Grimalkin to come up : 

Who, sweet obliging female, far from coy. 
Answers your invitation note with joy. 

And scorning 'midst the ashes more to 
mope; 
Lo! borne on Love's all-daring wing. 
She mounteth with a pickle-herring spring. 

Without th' assistance of a rope. 

Dear mousing tribe, my limbs are waxing 
cold — 
Singers of Icrael sweet, adieu, adieu I 
1 do suppose you need now to be told 
How much I wish that I was one of 
you. 
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BONG TO DELIA. 

FoHLORN I Mek the Bilent scene, 
To keep the imaj^o of my fair ; 

Pale o'er the fountain's brink I lean. 
And view the epeolre of despair. 

Why should my heart for^t its woe ? — 
The virgin woold have mourned for me- 

O nvmph th* eternal tear shall flow ; 
Th' sigh unceasing breathe of thee. 

Forgetful of his parted maid, 
Too many an unfeeling swain, 

Forsakes of solitude the shade, 
For Pleasure's gay and wanton train. 

Tet, yet of constancy they boast ! 

Their easy hearts their tongues belie — 
Who loves, reveres the fair one's ghost, 

And seeks a pleasure in a sigh. 


ODE TO PATIENCE. 

SwvxT daughter of Religion, modest fair, 
Thy hands unon thy bosom so tranqmUSy 

With eyes to neaven, with so divine an 
atr, 
So calmly smiling, so resigned thy will ; 

Oh sent to teach us, and our passions cool, 

I wish thou hadst a little larger school. 

Lo, man, so great his want of grace, 
if he but cuts a pimple on his face 

# * When shaving ; 
Like man bewitched he jumps about, 
Kicks up a most infernal rout, 

And seemeth absolutely raving: 
And, lo, all this for want of thy tuition — 
Thus travel souls of people to perdition. 

Stand at my side, O stoic dame — 

On starling Martyn bid me cry out 

" shame," 
Instead of knocking the dull fellow down ; 
When up the ninny-hammer starts to 

preach, 
And impudently interrupts a speech 
Of orators of fair and first renown, 
Just like the owl that scares the moonlight 

houry 
Whilst Philomela warbles from her bower. 

And, oh ! attend me when my eyes 
View dedications filled with- fulsome lies, 
In praise of generous queens and kings; 


Heaven swell the foantains of their hearts 
That seldom water the poor arts, 
However sweetly adulation sings : 

Eke, when I hear that stupid parson Hill, 
God's house with every nonsense fill, 
And then with blasphemy each sentence 
crammed ; 
And when 1 hear the impostor cry, 
"I've news, you ragamuffins, from the 

■Jsy ; 

I'm come to tell ye, that you'll all be ^ 
damned : 
I'm come from God, ye strumpets — come 
from God — 
I'm God Almighty's serv^int— hear my 
voice." — 
Which if it were so, would be vastly odd, 
Since heaven would show bad judgment 
in the choice. 

Dead all his money -loving soul's desires, 

When subtle Hawkesbury talks of patriot 
fires. 
And yielding places up to save the na- 
tion; 

When of importance braggeth simple 
Leeds; 

When Gloster*s far-famed wife for meek- 
ness pleads ; 
And Gloster's duke breathes war and de- 
solation ; 

When Brudenell talks of elegance and 

ease ; 
When Thurlow turns the first of devotees, 
And, to astound the million, builds a 
church ; 
When royal folks of purest friendship 

boast. 
Make generosity their constant toast, 
Tou leave your pining merit in the lurch ; 

When wonders through his spyglass Marl- 
borough views. 

And sends to Banks the great, th' important 
news, 
Fresh from his cranium's philosophic 

fogs; 

When Dick descants on any thing but 
croute, 

When Thompson aught performs beyond a, 
scout. 
And Mawbey talks of any thing but 
hogs; 

Sweet Patience, sootlie me with thy saint- 
like note. 

Or, driven to madness, I shall cut my 
throat ! 
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TO A N£ST OF LORDS. 

« 

Bbdcbambsb utensils, you seem distress- 
ed, 

And swear with horror that my ^rhymes 
molest 
Of certain folks so grttX the sweet re- 
pose; 

Running 'about with horrors, groans, and 
sighs, 

'And floods, produced by onions, in your 
eyes, ^ 

So strong your friendship, and so vast 
your woes ! 

Dear humming lords, on friendship bray no 

more* 
Mor thus the bard's depravity deplore ; 
Lo ! like yourselvef each man his trumpet 

bears, 
In tame credulity's wide-gaping ears, 
Of friendship the sublimity to sound — 
Friendship ! in dictionaries only found ! 

Perchance, my lords, in foreign parts you've 
been— 

Perchance, your optics fair Versailles have 
seen; 
Likewise the Vatican, with all its state, 

And eke th' Escnrial, pride of Spain oon- 
fessed; 

But, 'midst those scenes, did e*er your eye- 
balls blessed 
See a pig hanging in a gate ? 

If e'er you did this last great sight behold. 
You need not, lords, so sapien^ to be told 
What most untuneful notes the prisoner 
makes: 
Indeed the hog his month and lungs em- 
ploys 
In raising such ear-erueifying noise. 
As if he really was transfixed with 
stakes. 

'Now near him should there happen to be 

hogs 
Passing their happy hours among the 

DOgS, 

Qranting soft things to their own flesh 
and iilood ; 


t That is, junto their sweethearts and their 
brides, 
Lying like ancient Romans on their sides, 
And dining on their dainties of the mud ; 


Forgetting love, and dainty mud so fatten- 

In which they had been battening. 
Up leaps the herd of swine for^ his pro- 
tection ! 
Just like the herd that had the devil, 
Away they scamper, all so civil. 
Resolving or to free him or to die- 
Such is of swine the friendly quality, 
Although proverbial for brutality I 

But when at Newgate to be bung, 
A Christian pours a dying song, 
I grant that numbers hasten to the 
wretch. 
Most pig-like— but, alas ! lift not a hand 
To keep him longer in the land. 
And snatch him from the talons of Jack 
Zetch. 

No ; on the contrary, so fond their eyes 
Of seeinff how a brother dies, 
L firom the bottom of mv soul, believe 
They would not wish him a reprieve. 

Thus, were your good friend Pitt condemn- 
ed to swing — 
Nay, even were greater people I could* 


For whom with goodly xeal yo^ seem to 
flame — 
I don't believe you'd wish to cut the string. 

Were you but tolerably sure 

The next in power would give you six- 
pence more. * • 

Learn, then, my lords, though with con* 

tempt you treat 'em, 
Friendship firom hogs, as well as eat 'era. • 

At length my subjects end. and now 

To FoUy let me make my Dest court bow— 

O goodess, still monopolise the great : 
Then oft, to please the palate .of the times. 
The Muse snail ride to market with her 
rhymes, 

And thrive upon her Helieon estate. 


ODES OF IMPORTANCE. 


Scponti, 9uavBM mUceti* odcres. 

Sweet-brier, oawthorn, lillee, oettlee, roMi; 
What a nke bouquet for all aorta of noaea ! 

iMdimnu Umoeuit vtrbit, use l^dtn fiMiifiia«» 
Meiu netlrm- 


My verM*8 tweetneaa, mlldneaa, none .deny: 
Lord I playfiil Peter would not wound a fly. 


Blartial. 


RESIGNATION; 

▲ir ODK TO TBX JOITRNXTMKN IHOSMAK- 
Xma, WBO I^TKLT RVFUBBD TO WORK, 
XZCBPT THSia WAGK8 WKBS RAIIKD. 

Sows of Saint Criapin, 'Us in Yain ! 
Indeed 'tis fruiUess to complain. — 
I know yon wish good oeef or veal to 
caiTe: 
But first the hnnffty great most all be fed ; 
MeantiaMi you all must chew hard, musty 
bread, 
Or, what is commonly unpleasimt, stanre. 

Your masters, like yourselves, oppression 

feel — 
It is not they would wish to stint your 

meal : 
Then suck your paws like bears, and be* 

resigned. 
Perhaps your sins are many ; and if so, 
Heaven gives us very freouently, we know. 

The great as scourges tor muikind. 
Your roasters soon may follow you, so 

lank- 
Undone by simple confidence in rank. 

The royal Richmond builds his s^ate on 

coals; 
Salisbury, and Hawksbnry, lofty souls, 
With their fair dames most have the ball 

and root ; 
Kiiiga must our millions have, to make a 

glare; 
Whose sycophants must also have a 

share.— 
But pout not-^'tis a libel, Sirs, to pout — 
Closed be your months, or dread the jail 

or thooff : 
You must not Tor your money have a song 


Cease, cease your riots, pray, my friends : 
It answereth (believe me) no good ends — 
And yet the time will come, I hope to 
God, 
When black-fiused, damned Oppression, to 

his den 
Shall howling fly before the cuise of men, 
And feel ofangered Justice the sharp rod. 

Qo home, I beg of ye, my friends and eat 
Your sour, your mouldy bread, and offal 

meat; 
Till Freedom comes — I see her on her 

way- 
Then shall a smile break forth upon each 

mien, 
The front of banished Happiness be seen, 
And sons of Crispin, you, once more be 

gay. 

Now go, and learn submission from your 

. Bible: 
Complaint is now-a-day a flagrant libeK 
Yes, go and try to chew your mouldy 

l)read— 
Justice is sick, I own, but is not dead, 
Let Grandeur roll ber chariot on our necks, 
Sabmisaion, sweet humility bespeaks : 
Let Grandeur's plumes be lifted by our 

sighs — 
Let dice, and chariots, and the stately 

thrones. 
Be formed of poor men's hard-worked 

bones — 
We must contribute; or. lo. Grandeur 

dies : 
We are the parish that supports her show ; 
A truth that Grandeur wishes not to know. 

Full many a time reluctantly, I own, 
I view our mighty rulers with a groan, 
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• Who eat the laboara of us vulgar crow ; 
Baik on our shoulders in their lazy state ; 
And if we dare look up for ease , th' ingrate 
Jx>ok down, and ask us, ^* Dam'me, who 
are you ?'* 

Now such forgetful ness is most unpleasant ! 

The man who doth receive a hare or pheas- 
ant, 

Might somewhat, certainly, from manners 
spare, 

And say, *< I thank ye for the bird or 
hare?'* 

Bnt then I'm told again, that Grandeur's 

sore 
At owincr obligations to the poor-* 

Such favours cut no figure in discourse : 
She thinks she might as well thank dogs 

and cats 
For finding partridges, and catching rats ; 
And say, '^ I'm much obliged t'ye," to a 
horse. 

Lo, to the great we breathe the sigh in 
vain > 
A zephyr murmuring through the hollow 
wsJls: 
Our tear, that tries to melt their souls, the 
rain 
That printlesB on the roek of ages falls ! 

The lofty great must have the softest bed 

To lay the soft luxurious head ; 
And from our bosoms we poor geese, so 
tame. 

Most pluck sabmissively the tender fea- 
ther: 

Ourselves exposed to Nature's rudest wea- 
ther, 
Dented the liberty to cry out, " Shame !" 

Thus, whilst their heads the pillow's down 
imprint. 

Ours must be only bolstered by a flint. 

You mast not heed your children's hun- 
gered cry. 
Not once upon their little sorrows sigh — 
In tears their blubbered faces let them steep. 
And howl their hunger and their grief to 

sleep. 
'Tis impudence in babes to cry for bread — 
Lo, Grandeur's favourite dogs must first 
be fed I— 

See ^on proud duchess — yet of late so poor, 
With not above ten tHousand pounds a 
year : 
Behold, a hundred coaches at her door, 
Where Pharo triumphs in his road ca- 
reer. 


We must support her, or by hook or crook— 
For, lo, her. husband was — a royal duke. 

We must support too her fine gold •laced 
crew, 
Behind her gilt coach, dancing Molly 
fellows. 
With canes and rufiles goodly to the view, 
And (suiting their complexions) pink 
umbrellas. 

It must be 00 ; for lordly Grandeur rules-* 
Lo ! quality are gods, and mob are mules. 

T know you wish to see on gold, so good, 
King George's head, that many a want 

supplies ; 
So very pleasant to his people's eyes, 
As pleasant as the head of flesh and 

blood. 
Money's a rattling sinner, to be sure : 
Like the sweet Cyprian girl (we won't say 

whore) 
Is happy to be frequently employed. 
And not content by one to be enjoyed ; 
Tet, like the great ones, with fastidious 

eye 
Seems of inferior mortals rather shy. 

Then go, my friends, and chew your 
mouldy bread : 
'Tie on our shonlders courts must lift the 
head. 

Remember, we are only oxen yet*- 
Therefore, beneath the yoke, condemned 

to sweat/ 
But gradually we all shall change to men ; 
And then ! what tlien ? — Ye heavens ! why 

then 
The lawless sway of tyranny is o'er — 
Pride falls, and Britons will be beasts no 

more ! 


ODE TO BURKE. 

Ah, Burke ! fu^l sorry is the Muse indeed 
That thou art from Uie patriot phalanx fled ! 
For what .' To crouch, and flatter queens 
and kings .' 
Meanly to mingle with a courtier gang, 
That infamy herself would scorn to hang-* 
Such a poor squalid host of creeping 
things! 

Has madness fired thy brain ? Alas ! re- 
turn: 

Thy fault in sackcloth and in ashes 
mourn : 


PETER PINDAR- 


808 


Join not a court, and Freedom's foulest 
foes — 
Aepentance, lo, shall try to wash thee 

white: 
Then howl not, Edmaiid, *mid the imps of 
Night : 
Swell not the number of a flock of crows. 

What murky cloud, the vapour black of 

courts, 
(For many a cloud, the breath of kings 
supports) 
Attempts thy reputation's spreading 
beam ? 
What bat-like demon with the damned'st 

; spite 
Springs on thy fame, on Glory's sacred 
, height. 
To souse it in Disgrace's dirty stream ? 

Alas ! if majesty did gracious say, 

" Barke, Burke, I'm glad, I'm glad you 

ran away ; 
I'm glad you left your party — very fflad — 
They wished to treat me like a boy at 

school; 
Rope, rope me like a horse, an ass, or 

mule— 
That's very bad, you know, that's very 

bad — 

"I hate the Portland Junto— hate it, 

Burke— 
Poor rogues, poor rogues, that cannot draw 

a cork — 
Nothing but empty dishes, empty dishes — 
We've. got the loaves and fishes, loaves 

and fishes."— 

I say, if thus a mighty monarch spoke 

As usual — not by way of joke : 
Did not the speech so withering make 
thee shrink ? 

Didst thou not inward say, " I've damned 
myself— 

Why, what a miserable elf!" 
And then upon each old acquaintance 
think; 

And with a sigh recal those attic days. 

When Wit and Wisdom poured the min- 
gled blaze ! 

Burke, Burke, most easily do 1 discover 
Thou loathest the weak smile that won 
thee over — 
From treasury borrowed, ne'er to be re- 
turned ! 
Even now thou art not happy at thy heart — 
It sighs for Wisdom's voice, and pants to part 
From fellows by the honest Virtues 
spurned. 


Thy tongue has promised friendship with 

a sigh — 
F^r, lo, th interpreter of thoughts, thine 

eye 
Hangs heavy, beamless on the motley 

band— - 
To whom thou stretchest forth thy leaden 

hand! 
Tea, slowly does that hand of friendship 

move : 
The startled courtiers feel no grasp of 

love I 
A cold and palsied shake of gratulaUon, 
As though it trembled at contamination ! 

O Burke! behold fair Liberty advanc- 
ing— 
Truth, Wit, and Humour, sporting in her 
train : 
Behold them happy, singing, laughing, 
dancing. 
Frond of a golden age again ! 
When all thy friends (thy friends of late, I 

mean) 
Shall, flushed with conquest, meet their 
idol queen. 
The ffoddess at whose shrine a world 
should kneel ; 
When they with songs of triumph hail the 

dame, 
Will not thy cheek be dashed with deepest 
shame. 
And conscience somewhat startled feel P 

Ah ! will thine eye a gladsome beam dis- 
play. 
Borrow from smooth hypocrisy's a ray, 

To hail the long-desired return ? 
Speak, wilt thou screw into a smile thy 

mouth. 
And welcome Liberty, with Wit and 

Truth; 
And for a moment leave thy gang to 

mourn f 
Tes, thou wilt greet her with a half-forced 

smile. 
Quitting thy virtuous company, awhile, 
To say, *' Dear madam, welcome— how 

dVedo?" 
And then the dame will answer with a 

dip, 
Scorn in her eye, contempt upon her lip, 
'* Not much the better. Mister Burke, 

for you. 
Poor Burke, I read thy soul, and foel thy 

pain — 
(xo, join the sycophants that I disdain." 
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ODE TO IRONY. 

O TBov, with moath demnrei and ■olemn 

eye, 
"Who langheit not, thon Qnaker^Iooking 

wight, 
Bot makeet others roaring laugh outright, 
Thufl chasing widow sorrow and her 

sigh— 
O thon who formest pills to purge the 

spleen, 
No more in Britain must thou dare beeeen 1 

There was a time, bot not like ours so nice, 

"When thou couldst banish Folly, nay, and 
Vice — 

Leagued with thy daughter Humour, dam- 
sel quaint. 

And Wit, that could have tickled even a 
saint. 

But times are altered ! Certain graybeards 

say, 
" Te vagabonds^ you've had indeed your 

day; 
But never dare to show your face again. 
To take vile liberties with lofty men. 
Grin, if you please — with joke the worid 

resale— 
Tet mind, a critic hears you, called a Jail/' 

Bot, lo ! fair Liberty divinely strong I 
A JPf triot phalanx leads the dame along. 

ThoQ, Wit, and Humour, shall adorn her 
train — 
And let me proudly join the noble fbw ; 
Whilst to the cause of glory true. 

The Muse shall shout her boldest strain. 

Even I, 'midst such a patriot band. 
Will gain importance through the land : 

Rise, from a poor extinguisher, a steeple^ 
And, O Ambition, hear thy suppliant's 

prayer, 
A sprig of thy unfkding laurel spare. 
And crown me, orown me poet of the 
people. 


PROBATIONARY ODE. 

L 

Son of my mother, here I am ! 
Born of a spanking Polish dam. 

Begot by God knows who : 
Anxious to reach immortal Fame, 
1 ask the laoreat's envied name. 

And claim the honoura due. 


n. 

Is there a bard who dares aspire 
To equal my poetic fire, 

Mv sweet harmonious strains ? 
Hayley be damned l^amn Warton too ! — 
Damn all the living rhyming crew ! 
' They have not half my brains ! 

III. 

« 

What I^Shall these base-bom bratscompare 
Witn great Cowalsky's greater heir, 

Of birth almost divine.' 
Ravens and screech-owls miffht as well 
Vie withHnelodious Philomel, 

As their dull notes wi(h mine. 

IV. 

By Fame, that '^ glorious mad dog," bit, 
(To borrow Brother Peter's wit), 

I've strove in various ways ; 
In prose and verse, and verse and prose. 
Ana sometimes neither, PboBbus knows^ 

To win the meed of praise. 

V. 

With Femev's lord my verse hath rung — 
Have I not Netley's Abbey song 

In lofty verse sublime ? 
Did I not Kauffman's fame extend, 
When I my soft epistle penned 

In many a tuneful rhyme ? 

VI. 

Don't I in annual prologue shine ? 

Is not the flippant epilogue mine, » 

Which .Garrick's own surpasses ? 
Without me vain were Newcombe's plays ; 
'Tis I alone confer the bays 

On these theatric asses. 

VII. 

What though the critics pendant corps 
With Satire's whip-cord lash me sore. 

And strive to blast my name ? 
The half-starved witlings I despise : — 
By heaven! my woru shall reach the 
skies — 

I'll have eternal fame ! 

« 

vni. 

For this, Arcadia's scenes I planned — 
For this, with sacrilegious hand, 

I pillaged Yorriek's urn ; 
And. viewing ** Nature's Sketches," cried, 
Witn more man famed Correggio's pride, 

" 1 also am a Sterne." 
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IX. 

Th' Etrascan dome'i laperb design, 
0*er Cloacina'8 sacred ihrine, 

For this, maiestic rose ; — 
For this, at Pride or Folly's call, 
Each year in Academic UaJl 

My Drawings I expose. 

X. 

For this, my angel form and face. 
Enwrapped in robes of furry grace, 

Before my poems stare : 
Though once a wicked wit declared, 
The trontispiece to him appeared 

An old starved Russian bear. 

XI. 

Then brin^ the laurel — bind my brows 
My soul with conscious genius glows, 

Disdaining abject prayer : 
Give me the salary, sack, and praise, 
O give to Keate's triumphant lays 

The Laureat's vacant chair. 


ODE TO LORD LONSDALE. 

Fis, ^, my lord! attack a saint-like 

po^t! 
O, let not Askalon, nor let Gath know it ! 
What! by law bulldogs bid the lambkin 
groan! 
O LouMlale ! genuine poetry is rare, 
Half of our verse adulterated ware ; 
I speak of others' verses, not my own. 

Ah! stop not, stop not Peter's tuneful 
throat! 

Hereafter, he may warble in thy praise, 
Who BO surpasseth thousands in his note, 

A philomel amidst a flock of jays. 

The banishment of Ovid into Thrace 
Did Cssar's glory grievously disgrace ; 
Dropped on his coat of arms a stain of ink, 
And made the honest pen of History 
slirink. 

Thou who shott'st Sergeant Bolton through 

the foot. 
At least didst make the sergeant shoot 

himself: 
O think bow thou mfty 'at suffer in repute. 

By fidling on a harmless rhyming elf! 
Revenge herself would blush at such a 

deed; 
For poets always were a dovelike breed. 
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Fire at a great law sergeant-~then let fly, 
Bounce on a simple rhymer such as I, 
Great condescension verily requires : 
What sportsman at the pheasant aims, and 

then 
Hunts in his humble bush the twittering 
wren? 
On grouse and grtsshoppers-what nortal 
fires? 

At London frequently we meet 
A lofty camel in the street, 

Moving with state-unwieldiness along ; 
We also see a monkey on his hump, 
Now, with an arch grimace, from head to 
rump 
Skipping, and drawing wonder from the 
throng — 
Against Lord Chesterfield's grave maxim 

sinning. 
The merry gng, that is to say, by grinning. 

Now this same camel, a well-judging beast, 
Feels not of goading ridicule the least; 

Calmlv the ruminating crealnre goes, 
Poking nis head, and shaking it in giUM» 
Much like great Doctor Johnaoni oaUed the 
wise. 

For pulling every Seotsman by the iioee. 
When ponderous moving through the 

northern track. 
With dapper Jemmy Bos well on his back. 

Now would not every mortal smile, 
To see the camel all so full of bile 

Bouncing unhappily about. 
Dancing, and staring, grunting, kicking, 

moaning. 
And like a creature in the cholie ^^roaning. 

Making for playful Jacko all thu rout ? 

When Hawkabury, Salisbury, Leeds, and 

more beside. 
Fearing the tinsel on the back of Pride 

Might tarnish by an acid drop of rhyme. 
And consequently lose the magic rays 
That call forth admiration's gape and gaie, 
And make her think she views the true 
sublime— 

I say, to msiesty when those great lords 
Poured forth a foaming torrent of bard 
words; 
As, ** Hang that Peter Pindar, if you 
please; 
Sire, make the graceless varlet understand 
What 'tis to smile at rulers of the land«* 
A beggar that disgraces his own fleas. 

'* Sire, Sire»th' attorney-general's tiger gripe 
Would quickly »iop the raggamuffin's pipe ; 
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Then ibr his langh at grandeur let him 

swing.'* 
" No/' quoth the king— 

" If I'm not hurt, my lords, you may be 

quiet ; 
'Tis for yourselves, yourseWef, you wish 

the riot — 
Tes, yes, you fear, you fear, that Peter*s 

Muse 
Will hang your grandeurs in her noose. 

" N0| no, my lords, M'Donald* must not 

squeeze him : 
Tou see I give up new-year odes, to please 

him; 
And (kith, between mo and the post, and 

•you, 
I fear the knave will get the birth-day 

too. 

*' No, no, — let Peter sing, and laugh, and 
live : 
I like to read his works — kings are fair 
same: 
What though he bites — *tis glorious to for- 
give: 
Go, go, my lordn, go, go, and do the 
same. 

<* Should Peter's verse be in the right. 
Our conduct must be in the wrong— 

Poor, poor's the triumph of a little 
spite -i 
We must not hang a subject for a song. 

** My lords, my lords, a whisper I desire- 
Dame Liberty grows stronger — some feet 
hiffher ; 
She will not be bambooiled, asof late : — 
JirUtoerate et la lanteme 
Arever^ often cheek by jowl, we learn, 
Within a certain neighbouring bustling 
state: 
I think your lordahipa and your graces 
Would not much like to dangle with wry 
' faces. 

" But mum, my lords— mum, mum, my 

'lords— mum, mum : 
Tou must be cautious for the time to come : 
The people's brains are losing their old 

logs — 
Juries before the judges won't look slink — 
No, no, — they fancy they've a right to 

think : 
They say, indeed, they won't be driven 

like hogs* 


* The attomey-feneral. 


'* No starehambers, no staichambers Ibr 

them — 
Slavery's the devil, and Liberty a gem. 
Tou see, my lords, their heads are not eo 

thiclt.^ 
Take care, or soon you'll have a bone to 

pick; 
And p'rhaps you would not like this same 

hard bone — 
So let the laughing, rhyming rogue alone." 

Sweet Robin of the Muse's sacred grove^ 
Whose soul is butter- milk, and song is 

love; 
So blessed when Beauty forms the emil- 

ing theme : 
Who wooldst not heaven accept, (the eez 

so dear) 
Had charming Woman no apartments 

there, 
Thy morning vision, and thy nightly 

dream — 

Mild minstrel, could their lordships call 

thee rogue, 
Varlet, and knave, and vagabond, and 

dog? 
What ! try to bring thee, for thy harmlcM 

wit. 
Where greybeards in their robes terrific 

sit. 
With sanctified long fortune-telling 

faces, 
Whilst Erskine, eldest-bom of Ridicule, 
From solemn Irony's bewitching school, 
Tears to un-judgelike grins, the hanging 

Graces! 

Meek poet, who, no prostitute for price^ 
Wilt never sanction fools, nor varnish 
▼ice; 
Nor rob the Muse's altar, of its flame, 
To brighten with immortal beams a king 
(If Freedom finds no shelter from his 
wing), 
And meanly sing a tyrant into fame ! 

Thus, Lonsdale, thou beheld'st a fair ex- 
ample 

Ofgreatness in a king— a noble sample ! 
'Thou criest, ** What must I do ? on thee 
I call."— 

Catch up your pen,, my lord, at once, end 

** Dear Peter, all my rage is blown away ; 
So, come and eat thy beef at Lowther- 
Hall." 
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ODE TO THE ACADEMIC CHAIR, 

OV TRB BXiSCTIOir OF MK WEST TO THX 

PRBSlDKHCr. 

How art thou fallen, thou once high-hon- 

oared Chair ! 
Most hedgehog like, thoa bristleit ap my 


B«t possibly I'm only in a dream : 
If so, immediately O let me wake : 
Good Morpheas, drag me from this sad 
mistake- 
Open my eyes, or lo, I shall blaspheme. 
Ev oeaTens ! it is no vision^-'tis too plain 
Tliat thou, poor imp, art fated to sustain 

Of Benjamin the abominable bam. 
What! alter Reynolds, to take up with 

West! 
Th' antipodes thou seekest, I protest. 
From Jove's grand thunder to an infiint's 
drum; 
The lightning coarser, to the creeping 

mole; 
The world's wide orbit, to a spider's hole ; 
From some fair column, or Corinthian dome, 
Sunk to a dreary dungeon, or the tomb ! 

Andyet, on recollection, that old throne. 
In Westminster's fair choir for twopence 
shown, 
Which bore the Edwards, Harrys of our 
isle. 
Has been obliged (a troth most melancho- 

To shrink beneath a leaden load of folly, 
And every meanness that can man de- 
file. 

Thy virtue is gone out of thee, I ween ! 
Thy brother onairs of late with hambled 

mien. 
That jealous onried thee thy towering 

fiune, , 

All with one voice exclaim. 
And all the poignant power of ridicule, 
" He is not equal to an old joint-stool. > 

** He who of late so k>fly hold his crest. 
Arrayed so gorgeous in a crimson vest, 
He now is worse than us poor humble 

hacks. 
With not a single rag about our backs. 

m 

" Get thyself burned, thou sad degraded 
creatnre; 

€k», boil some poor old washerwoman's 
water; 
Or get thyself to skewers snd crock- 
sticks torned : 


To some dead beggar's coffin give each 

nail, 
And yield thy velvet to some strumpet's 

tail; 
For, know, thou shouldst no longer be 

adorned." 

Thus speak thy brother chairs ! And yet 
'tis cruel, 

As thou wouldst rather be cut up for fuel. 
Or rest the backs of beggars in the 
street; 

Bat lo. West fills thee, by his king's com- 
mands ; 

Loved by his subjects— feared by foreign 
lands — ^ 
And full of wisdom as an egg of meat I 

** I like West's works — he beats the Ra- 
phael school — 
I never liked that Reynolds — 'twas a fix)]-> 
Painted too thick— a dauber^-'twon't, 


'twon't pass- 
West, West, West's pictures are as smooth 

as glass: 
Besides, 1 hated Reynolds from my heart : 
He thoaght that 1 knew nought ahoat the 

art. 

'* West tells me that my taste is very 

pare- 
That I'lQ a connoisseur^ a connoisseur : 
I like, I like, I like the works of 

West."— 
Thus doth our king, in soonds so grtoious, 

cry, 
Which proves that kings witji little can 

be blessed, 
And give the wings of eagles to a fly ! 


ODE TO THE KING. 

WBlTTBir 80MB TIMB BllTCB. 

An't please your Majesty, 'twas rumonred 
lately, 

That you had got it in your heads so state- 
ly* 
That we must have a law-suit — God for- 
bid it I 

Whether 'tis Hawkabury, or his Grace of 
Leeds, 

Invented such intended hostile deeds ; 
Or whether the more lofty Salisbury did 

I say not — but groat lords are given to 

chatter ; 
So, Sir, I deem it all a lying matter. 
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Tlian't my Lord Bloff too— Cardigan the 

Great, 
WhoM fiuse Dam^ Nature never meant 

•hoald cheat ; 
Who, if aaght hurts the king, doth shrink 

and wince, 
Aa faithful to his sovereign as his prince ! 

Brimful of loyalty his noble breast ! 
Large and fermenting Uke a tub of 

yeast! 
Glad at the aloes thrown into my cup, 
Me says too that you mean lo eat me up. 

That heartily they wish it, I don't doubt- 
Most loyal seem they in your cause, and 

stout; 
Ton can't think how they seem to take 

your part ; 
And at the poet, as the devil, start— 

9 

I say the devil, Sir, because some peers 
Are with the devil oft in lar^ arrears : 
They opened an account, iSir, long ago, 
And Satan's a great creditor, I know. 

Tes, hugely do they seem to take your 

part, 
And at the poet, as a demon, start ; 
lust like a horse or ass, at some wild 

beast 
Prepared to jump upon their backs, and 

feast 

This Loyalty's a bird of passage, Sire ; 
Likes the sun's eye— « comfortable fire I 
Warmed by this nre, so cheerful doth she 

sing 
The hacked old ballad, called " God save 

the King " 
But be in trouble, Sir, soon, very soon 
The jade will drop the good old tune. 

Tes— much your lords are like the birds of 

May, 
Cryingr, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, so gay ; 

But if a gloomy month appear, so rough, 
And frost, and snow, and storoM lay waste 

the land. 
Where are the pretty birds with notes so 
bland? 

Off! 

Spit on the courtiers, when with praise 
they greet : 
What firom their mouth's unhallowed 
censer flows ? 
iKJtoad of Fame's perfume, so passing 
sweet, 
Lo, putrid dunghills smoke beneath thy 


Good God ! that man should so &r lose his 

nature. 
To beg Hypocrisy to mould each feature — 
Crawfiike the meanest reptile of the plain ; 
Kicked, cur-like whipped, and whistled 

back again ! 

Tou tell me that such reptiles you abbor, 
And thatyou never see my fancied cur. 
Indee<}, Sir ! then I strongly do surmise 
On levee-days you always shut your eyes. 


ODE TO A MARGATE HOT. 

Whbit Virgil shipped himself for Greece ; 
Whether to 'scape the bailiffs, I can't 
tell— 
Or libels wrote, got drunk, and broke the 

Eiace; 
oraoe wrote an. ode, to wish him 
weU. 

Whether, like Margate Hoys, the ship was 
crammed 
With Roman quality, no histories know 
it; 
But Horace swore she might as well be 
damned, 
As show her nose again without the poet : 
In the same verse he breathed a pious wish 
To blustering Boreas, and the king offish.^ 

Now if a bard, and that a heathen too, 
£ould offer verse to make old Ocean 
quiet. 
Instruct the great king Neptune who was 
who. 
And bid the god of mackerel breed no 
riot; 

A Christian bard may give a Hoy an ode, 
So oft with valuable people stowed, 
That, thick as rats or nuiggots, firom Wool 

quay 
Crawl down the ladder to their watery 

way I 

Go, beauteous Hoy, in safety every inch ! 
"That storms shotdd wreck thee, gracious 
heaven forbid ! 
Whether commanded by brave Captain 
Finch, 
Or equally tremendous Captain Kidd. 

€ro, with thy cargo— Marsate town amuse ; 
And God preserve thy Christians and thy 
Jews! 

* N«ptune. 
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Soon as thou gett'tt within the pier. 
All Margate will be oat, 1 trow, 

And people rush from far and near, 
As if thon hadst wild beasts to show. 

O Venas, queen of every kissing joy, 
Beneath thy soft protection take the Hoy : 
Protect each damsel from the dangerous 

brine ; 
For man^ a nymph it holds, thoa callest 

thwe. 

Alas! the little Lores, and blooming 

Graces, 
Wonld all put on most melancholy faces, 
Should Ocean, hostile to the soft desires, 
O'erwhelming, quench for aye their amo- 
rous fires. 

My good friend Johnson — Mesdames Wind- 
sor, Kelly, 
Who for the- public, let me tell ye, 
And through St James' street, the Park, 
Pall-mall, 
Oft lead their loveW giggling tits along, 
A pretty pleasing fascinating throng — 
Much would they grieve to find the voy- 
age fail: 

Like three stout men of wiur for safety 

made, * 
From port to port, who convoy the fair 

trade; 
Or three protecting ducks, that guard their 

brood, 
And lead their cackling young to pick up 

food. ^ ^ 

Tet not alone would those be taken nap- 
ping— 

Great were the loss of gentle folks from 
Wapping, 

Who, fond of travel, unto Margate roam. 

To gain that consequence they want at 
home. 

At Marinate how like quality they strut ! 
Nothmg is good enough to greet their 
jaws; 
^ Tet, when at home, are often forced, God 
wot. 
To suck like bears a dinner from their 
paws. 

Forced on an old joint-stool their tea to 
take, 
With treacle *stead of sugar for their 
funis; 
Buttering their hungry loaf, or oaten cake, 
Like mighty Charles of Sweden, with 
their thumbs. 


Bat, Hoy, inform me— who is she on 

board, 
That seems the lady of a first rate lord, 
With stomach high pushed forth as if in 

scorn, 
Like craws of ducks and geese o*ercIiarged 

with com — 

Dressed in a glaring, gc^geous damadc 

gown. 
Which roses, like the leaves of cabbage, 

crown; 
With also a bright petticoat of pink, 
To make the eye from such a* lustre 

shrink ! 

Tes, who is she the Patagonian dame. 
As bulky as of Heidelberg the tun ; 

Her face, as if by brandy taught to flame, 
In blaze superior to the noonday sun — 

With fingers just like sausages, fat things ; 

And loaded much like curtain-rods with 
rings ? 

Tes, who is she that with a squinting eve 

Surveys poor passengers' that sickenmg 
sigh; 

Sad, pale-nosed, gaping, puling, mournful 
faces. 

Deserted by the blooming, smiling Graces ; 

That, reaching o'er thy side so doleful 
throw 

The stomach's treasure to the fish be- 
low? 

'Tis Madam Bacon, proud of worldly goods, 
Whose first spouse shaved and bled-— 
drew teeth, made wigs; 
Who, having by her tongue destroyed poor 
Suds, 
Married a wight that educated pigs ! 

But hark ! she speaks ! extremely like a 

man ! 
Raising a furious tempest with her fan — 
** Why, captain, what a beastly ship [ good 

Why, captain, this indeed is very odd ! 

Why^ what a grunting dirty pack of do- 
ings ! 

For heaven's sake, captain, stop the crea* 
tnres' spe wings.' 


fi 


Now hark! the captain answers*— " Mis- 
tress Bacon, 
I own I can't be with such nM^ters taken ; 
I likes not vomitings no mOM than you ; 
But if so be that genue folks be sick, 
A woman bath the bowels of Old Nick, 
Poor souls, to bung their mouths — 
'twere like a Jew." 
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Maintio Mistrats Bacon speaks again !— 
"Folks have no^ business to make others 
sick: 
I dofi*t know, Mister Captauii what jon 
mean 
About your Jews, and bowels of Old 
Nick:— 
If all yoor cattle will such habbab keep, 
1 know that I shall leave jour stinking snip. 

M Borne folks hsTe devUisli dainty gats, 

good Lord ! 
What business hare siiekcattle here aboard ? 


Such gang indeed to foreign plaoee 

roaml 
'Tis more becoming them to spew at 

home." 


But hark ! the captain properly replii 

*' Why, what a breeze is here, •God damn 

my eyes 1 
God bless oa. Mistress Baoon! who are 

you? 
Zounds, Ma'am, I say, my paosengers shall 

spew." 


THE TEARS OF ST. MARGARET; 


OR 


ODES OF CONDOLENCE. 


DtlirmU, reget, fUctmntmr aekivi. 
The klDg WM wroth ; and simlUnf nuitten oat. 
Ho pat the grtind DirectorB to the rout. 


PROLOGUE. 

Row Night, the negro, reigned—" Past one 
oVjlock," 

The drowsy watohman bawled— from mur- 
ky yaolts. 

Hie dough- faced spectres crowded forth— 
the ^ye. 

The sunk, the wearied eye of Toil, was 
closed : 

Mute, Nature*s busied voice, her brawl and 
hum; 

While horror, creeping on the world of 
gloom. 

Breathed her dark spirit through the death- 
like hour. 

New from her silver fringed east the 
Moon 

Peeped on Ibp vast of shade — up-mounting, 
gjerf^ 

In solemn Winess, till her labouring orb, 

Freed from the caves of darkness, gained 
its sphere, 

And movea in splendid solitude along. 


At this blank hour of awe, amid her fane,' 
That caught a partial radiance on its 

walls, 
A radiance stealing on the shadowy tombe. 
Illuminating death, the pious maiil. 
Whose flesn did wonders in its days of 

bloom. 
And bones worked marvels when she 

smiled no more — 
The pensive Margaretta stalked, and 

paused. 
And paused and stalked, and stalked and 

paused again ; 
Now nailing to the twilight floor her eye ; 
Now gazing on the holy windows dim ; 
Now motionless, and now with hurrying 

stop 
Along the hollow-sounding kisle she 

passed; 
And leaning lorn at murdered Raleigh's 

tomb, 
Of Silence waked the pale and sacred 

sleep. 
With plaintive accent thus — 
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MARGARETS LAMENTATION. 

Wbt should yon old abbey, ihouldering 
My poor fkno with (Gothic pride, 

Cnekinify einkinff, falling, monlderingi 
On the back of Margaret ride ? 

What is that huge rain's merit ? 

Only fit for housinir rats. 
Be her guests, with all my spirit, 

Hootmg owls, and horrid bats ! 

Why am I to be despised, 
Why am I to be kept under ; 

I who once by kin^ was prized ? 
What's the meaning on t, I wonder ? 

I whose power could agues charm. 
Fits and toothachs, cramps and evils : 

Satan's wicked self disarm; 
Him, the great proud prinee of devils. 

Lo, that abbey for past years. 
At each grand commemoration, 

For Directors boasted peers-— 
Peers, the glory of the nation ! 

Who were my directors P Lo, 
Doctor Persons, Justice Collie ; 

Arnold and Dupuis and Co. 
What a very pretty frolic t 

But 'tis said the king commanded, 
And the grand Directors fell : 

By the king were they disbanded ! 
Fame will blush the tale to tell. 

Soon ru go (for what should hinder)? 

To the first of rhyming men ; 
To that giant Peter Pindar^ 

tie shall hear — and then, and then ! 

Peter in his wrath shall* rise, 
And the sithe of verse prepare ; 

Lo, I see his lightning eyes ! 
Lo, his arm of vengeance bare ! 

Backs of monarchs shall he slice, 
As he scorns them so sincerely^ — 

Woman need not ask him twice ; 
Peter loves the ladies dearly. 


Thus spoke the saint!— When Mom her 
blushes spread. 
To Covent- Garden's square she winged 
her flight. 
And drew the curtains of the poet's bed, 
Who fortunntely sVpt alone that night. 


To him she told the storv o'er and o'er ; 

When Peter, roused by Margaret's sad 
narration, 
Pulled off his nightcap, and devoutly swore 

Ho'd roast a certain ruler of a nation. 

Saint Margaret thanked the bard with 

sweetest smiles, 
And Peter thundered on the king of islea. 


ODE L 


The Poet breaks moumfullv out on the fall 
of the noble Directors — 'Threatens to ex- 
postulate with the king-^Lamente the 
loss of Direction -importenoe, boxes, 
white wands, and dinners at the St AI- 
ban's Tavern, &c. 

Pooa Leeds! poor Uzbridgel and poor 
Joah Bates ! 

And all the other poor ones, of hard fates I 
Tis a strange man this king of oun in- 
deed — 

There's reason, to be sure, in rotating 

What ! raise an oratorio at Saint Peg's, 
And set a thing on foot without a head I 

What! could the king have musie in a 

church. 
And leave the great directors in the lurch ? 
Even so ! — but lo, I'll ptarley with the king. 
And such a peal into his ears I'll ring t 

Thus will I say, howe'er it may disgust— 
" An't please your majesty, you are unjust" 
" How, how ?" the kmg will cry, with 

wild rapidity — 
" Tea, Sire, the grand Diraoton take it 
• ill; 

Deeming themselves all men of tuneful 

skill. 
And having all for crotchets, hawk-avi« 

dity; 

" That they should lOse the lead in this af^ 

fair, 
Which really makes them marvel, and so 

stere, 
Not knowing what offence they have 

committed ; 
Being a set of very clover men, 
So stuffed with crotohet-knowledges, and 

then 
For oratorios so nicely fitted ! ' 

<* Behold ! no boxes for directors ! no ! 
Who at the abbey formed o raree-show. 
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With nioe kid gloyes, medaUionB, wands 
00 white 
Tagrag and bobtail now conderanod to join ; 
W£it*B ten times worse, condemned to pull 
oat coin ; 
Mbn so unused to pay a single doit ! 

** When proud to view of royalty the rays, 
Tour subjects had their bellies full of gaze, 

Amid the abbey's glory for past years ; 
Then would they ponder on the white-stick 

row, 
Of Uzbridge, Grrey de Wilton, Leeds, and 
Co. 
And next to majesty admire the peers. 

'< * Who's that slim, whey-faced gentleman, 

and thin, 
With some old gentlewoman's nose and 
chin; 
And he so surly, with a sable face ?' 
Would gaping strangers all so curious 

crjr; 
When, all so solemn, I have made reply, 
* That lord is Leeds' very noble grace. 

** ' l¥ith lath-like form, whey -face, and 

cheeks so thin. 
And good old gentlewoman's nose and 

chin— 
And he who lowers as though he meant to 

Ute, 
Is earl of Uzbridge. with his face of night' 
And then I'ro told the names of all the 

rest; 
At which the strangers hate been all so 

blessed, 
Bowed, courteded low, so grateful— I doo't 

doubt it, 
They told their dear relations all about it ! 

''No more Directors challenge admira- 
tion! 

No more the tuneful rulers of a nation ! 
Unknown in vulgar seats they bite their 
thumbs ; 

Now half awake they nod, and now they 
sleep, . 

And BOW they sigh, and now in dreams 
they weep. 
And mumble much displeasure 'midst 
their gums. 

'' Hearens ! with what huge delight their 

eyes would hail 
The breeches* blazing at Saint Margaret's 

tail, 


* Poor Balat Stephen had a rery warm pair of 
Kreechet clapped to his >~— lately ; bat the mint 
lacklly shook them off. 


Instead of Stephen, who, to all belief, 
Poor fellow, must have travelled with « 
brief!* 

** But, Sir, this is not all — for in your ear 
Something more horrible brings up the 
rear! 
No lon^r on the HoeedU'dum account, 
At yon fair tavern in St Alban's street. 
Those men of taste and music joyful greet. 
And load their stomachs to a large 
amount; 

" All for the good of the poor ftind, so kind ! 

Now this is dreadful to my simple mind ; 
To think those titled men, wnose valiant 
jaws, 

And stomachs all so keen, and deep as 
sacks. 

And teeth so valorous in feast attacks. 
So bravely battled in the tuneful cause. 

Should, by the royal, word so hard com- 
manded. 

Disgracefully be turned adrift — disbanded 1 

" I hear, I hear the angrv lords'ezclaim, 
' Thus to be all discarded ! 'tis a shame— 

The royal mandate will be cruel styled— 
Behold churchwardens, overseers so sleek ! 
Read their card-invitations every week^ 

Sir, you're desired to come and eat a 
child. 
One child a week they constantly devour^ 
Sometimes they eat two children-HKHoe- 
times four-— 

•< < If thus those fellows live, the lazy 

drones. 
Lords of a charity may pick the bonee; 
Yes, as provisions are so ver^ dear. 
Eat a Uw fiddlers once or twice a year.' 

''Such is the language lords employ, O 

king. 
Enough the hearte of savages to wrin^. 
And make, I hope, your roy«l conscience 

ache— 
Such reasonings are indeed extremely deep ! 
Why ahoold of lords the teeth and stomaons 

sleep, 
Whilst those of keen churchwardens are 

awake?" 

Thus to the king of nations will I cry^ 

But what will be his majesty's reply ? 

" Thank, thank ye, Peter, for supporting 

straws^- 
Good advocate — good, good, in a bad eause : 

• To solicit charity, like many others who SBf> 
fer hy Are. 
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I'll bave no more such doings, let me tell 

ye— 
No, no, no eetinff calves in the cow's bel 


ODE TO ST CECILIA. 

The Poet Terr loyally calls upon St Cecilia, 
the great Patroness of Masic, by way of 
justice of peace, constable, and comforter, 
to come down from beaven to the noble 
Directors, issue a proclamation for dis- 
solving societies of musical instruments; 
taking them up, and knocking them to 
pieces, as also the heads of the musicians 
against each other .^The Poet concludes 
with a prophecy of returning power to 
the Directors. 

DiYiRE Cecilia, pray, from heaven step 

down; 
Most wondrous are the doings in this town ! 
Behold, behold a tuneful revolution ! 
Directors banished, but no execution ! 
Thank God, no grinning heads of lords, 

poor souls. 
Amid the mob, survey the streets on poles. 

The fiddles screech with rapture one and 

all! 
The flutes and hautboys whistle at the fall I 
The pompous organ, for rebellion ripe ! 
Glad of the long-wished overthrow, he 

opes, 
To show the world his pleasure, all his 

stops. 
And pours his thunders through each 

giant pipe ; 

Whilst all his pigmies, trilling, squeaking, 

squalling. 
Like mad things, every one his tone, are 

bawling : 
The hoarse bassoons their nasal twang em- 

ploy— 
And hog-like bases grunt the song of joy. 

Wild screams the trumpet's brazen notes so 
^ dear ; • 

AB on th' occasion, scorning to be mum. 
Like cannon soundeth on the loaded ear. 

At solemn intervals, the double drum. 

Tlie various instruments of wind and string. 
Thus to the world in sanc^ triumph sing — 
"What are those lord -directors? — arrant 

• fools, 
Bffean mongrels— never bred in Music's 
schools ; 
2P 


With just as much of science as a pig ; 
Who scarcely know a psalm*tune from a 

Jiff- 
Are these the men to lead us? — Music 

swears. 

And to'the pillory recommends their ears." 

And lo, of Music the choice bands. 
Delighted, clap their madding hands ; 
And, raising to the stsrs their eyes devout, 
" Thank heaven," they roar, *^ those fel- 
lows are turned out. 
No longer shall their tyranny impose. 
And lead the king of nations by the 


II 


nose. 

Then, sweet Cecilia, leave thy lofty station ; 
O haste and issue out thy proclamation — 

Of wondrous danger let it talk aloud— 
Root up societies or flutes, bassoons ; 
Knock down the organ, for his rebel tunes, 

The brazen trumpet break, and crack the 
crowd. 

Lay on the necks of the rebellious band 
Thy powerful and chastising hand^ 
And for their impudent and senseless 

pother, , 
Sweet goddess, knock one head against 

another. 

O haste and keep the mournful lords in 

heart. 
As scarce a single mortal takes their part, 
Except the lofty family of pride, 
Few are the comforters they boast beside — 

These are their constant friends indeed, and 

stout; 
Friends that few nobles ever are without ; 
Hereditary friends of ancient date, 
Accompanying great title and estate. 

And yet 'tis said no virtues can reside 
Where dwells that lofly scowling spirit, 

pride. 
That Aconite, the noisome weed of gloom. 
That near it suffers not a flower to bloom. 

Joy to my soul I of Leeds his glorious 

grace 
Puts forth a simpering, sweet prophetic^ 
. face. 
Amid this rough mischance, that seems 
to say, 
" Though disappointment mocks the pre- 
sent hour, 
Next year shall mark the triumph of #iy 
power, 
When Faction's scowling fiends shall 
shun the day.*' 
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Thus when tho Monarch of the win^Si in. 
■pite, 

Rolls a dark phalanx on tho golden light, 
And blots the beauteons orb the world 
adorning, 

SolUfts the sable mantle of a doad, 

And peeping underneath the envious 
shroud, 
Smiles hope, and says, ''I'll shine to- 
morrow morning." 


ODE. 


The Bard advises the Directors to submit 
to their degraded situation ; and, by way 
of consolation, informs them of the fallen 
state of the poets — and, moreover, com- 
forts the Directors with the changes that 
take place amongst crowned as well as 
uncrowned heads. 

Tkt not alone are you by kings despised ; 
Lo, lofty poets are no longer prized, 

That to an eaffle turned a popinjay ; 
That scorned ofTime the ever d read mg wars, 
Turned winking rush lights into blazing 
stars, 

And stole from frail mortality, decay ! 

Poets, with that rare instrument called 

Rhvme, 
Drew with the greatest ease the teeth of 

Time; 
Snapped his broad scythe so keen, and broke 

his glass ; 
Clipped his two wings, and fixed him on an 


Such was theenried power of ancient bards, 
When kings vouchsafed to crown them 
with rewards. 

■ 

In days of old the bards were sacred crea- 
tures. 
Deemed so exalted in their natures ! 

By numbers thoiyht fit company for gods ! 
Lo, at the feasts ofkinffs the minstrels sat ; 
Ate, sung, and mingleain the royal chat; 
And scarcely did there seem a grain of 
odds. 

Thus cried those kings of old, (delightful 

S raise!) 
not the men of other days ; 
Hurt not a hair of those sweet sons of 
song, J 

Wh Ae voices shall be heard amidst our halls, 
When we, amidst of death the narrow walls, 
In gloomy silence shall be stretched 
along." 


Scot-free the poets drank and ate ; 
They paid no taxes to the state ! 
Now comes a butcher, roaring, " Pay 

your bill ; 
Now the blue-aproned wight of beer, 
And man of bread, approach and cry, 

'* Look here ; 
Not one more morsel, not a single gill. 
Shall, Master Poet, pasd your piping throat. 
Until you quickly pay up every groat." 
Unnatural ! alas, what Gothic sounds! 
Thus 'tis tho rude profane a poet wounds ! * 

At Windsor, when the monarch has been by, 
How have I languished on the royal sty. 
Where wantoned fifty little grunting 
grigs! 
But never had the king the grace to say, 
^' You're hungry, hungry, Peter—take 
away, 
Take, take a couple of the prettiest pigs." 

Oft of his geese too have I hoard the notes, 
And, hungry, wished to stop their gobbling 
throats; 
But vainly did mine eyes around them 
wander- 
How easilv the monarch might have said, 
" Ton don t eat roast meat often, I'm afiraid ; 
Take, take away the fattest goose or 
gander." 

Kings care Inot if we neither drink nor 

carve — 
This is their speech in secret, " Sing and 

starve. 

And yet our monarch has a world of books. 
And daily on their backs so gorgeous looks i 
So neatly bound, so richly gilt, so fine. 
He fears to open them to read a line ! 

Since of our booksa kiuj^ can highly deem, 

The authors surely might conunand es- 
teem — 

But here's the devil— I fear too many 
know it — 

Some kings prefer the binder to the poet. 

Tet though it never was poor Peter's fate 
Toget a sixpence firom the man of st^la, 
•Who rather tries to keep the poetakn- 
der — 
Oft have I dipped in golden praise thtf^pen, 
Writing such handsome things about great 
men. 
That Candour's eye-balls hare been seen 
to wonder. 

Tet had it happened that the bard 

Had borne on high-bred folk a little hard ; 
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Good for an evil mortals slioaid rotum — 
'Tia Tory wicked with revenge to burn. 
Tho sun'a a brigrbt example, let me say— « 
Obliges the black cloads that veil his ray ; 
Oft makes them decent ^gores to behold, 
And covers all their dirty rags with gold. 

But let Qs not an idle pother keep, 

And, aaS'like, at a revolution bray : 
Lo, kings themselves, like cabbages, grow 
cheap : 
Thus every dog at Inst will have his day- 
He who this morning smiled, at night may 

sorrow ; 
The grub to-day's a butterfly to-morrow. 


ODE. 


The Poet administers comfort to the dis- 
graced Directors. 

Poor imps! we all are bom at times to 

groan ! 
Misfortune won't let Happiness alone ; 
Sharp as a cat for ever pleased to watch her^ 
And trying with a thousand traps to catch 

her. 

Still must we all submit— it is our fate 
To mourn at home, amid this mortal state ! 
Yet by our folly often worse we make it — 
At disappointment frequent have I sighed : 
•'*Poz take the world! indignant I have 
cried — ' 

'' Life is not worth the terms on which 
we take it." 

Then on the lot of mortals did I scowl ; 
And angry thus, one night, addressed an 
Owl. 


ADDRESS TO AN OWL. 

** Thoo solemn bird on yonder ivied tower. 
Wilt thou exchange thy nature. Owl, 
with me ? 

Happy to take possession of thy bower, 
I here protest I would ezchangre with thee. 

'' When to his western bed the Sun retires, 
Obeys the curfew, and pats out his fires ; 
When evening, blushful harbinger of 
Night, 
Gems with the dews of health the drooping 

flower ; 
With cooling zephyrs fans the sober hour. 
And wakes the myriads to tho fading light : 


" Forth, with what happiness I pass 
Amid the moist reviving grass. 
To meet the tribes by Nature made. 
To crawl and wing the world of shade I 

" Daughters and sons of Night that creep 

the ground, 
Blessed most ye live, with such a calm 

around. 
So unmolested, to enjoy your loves! 
And lighter people, ye who spread the wing. 
Now 'mid tne moon's pale lustre sport and 

sing, 
Now playful pierce the shadows of the 

groves. 

" Te harmless nations, with averted eyes, 
The sons of men your silent world despise. 
Because their eyes no punoh-houses be- 
hold; 
Because no mobs, nor fires, nor thieves ap- 
pear; 
Because no riots with their veils they hear ; 
No brotheiSf scenes of sallow fate unfold. 

'' Sweet Owl, this short apostrophe ex- 
cuse; 
And willing now to thee returns the Muse. 

"O bird of wiedom, 'mid the twilight 

scene 
Dimly I mark thy philosophic mien— - 

And now I see expand tny snowy wings : 
To yonder elm, O happy, nappy fowl. 
Thou rushest forth to call upon Miss Owl, 
Expectant of her beau, who darkling 
sings. 

" Together now ye sail tho dusky vale, 
Now dart on prey, now mount again the 

gale; 
Now on the moon*clad bam, or silent 

grove, 
Tour four hands filled with various game ye 

(For hunger must be satisfied. 1 trow ;) 
And, after feasting, kiss ana sing of love . 

** To-morrow sullen must I move to town, 
Shook in a wooden engine up and down, 
For want, O Owl, of thy soft gliding 
wing — 
Stowed with a gang of thieves, perchance, 

and trulls ; 
Too noisy for the thickest human ekuUs-^ 
Who smoke, and laugh, and roar, and 
swill, and sing. 

<* Gladly at length I quit my wooden hive ; 
Fatigued, at busy London I arrive. 
Parent of sin, and nastiness, and noise : 


316 


PETER PINDAR. 


By coach and cart, and wheelbarrow and 

dray, 
Through motley mob I force my sighing 

way; 
Pimps, porters, chairmen, chimney- 

sweepers' boys; 

<* Saluted as I pa«s along, 

Br all the various imps of song, 

This crying rabbits, rabbits, wild fowl that. 

Another mackerel, salmon, oyster, sprat! 

With such a howling ear-distracting note, 
And mouth extended as a barn-door wide, 
That iish and flesh, forsooth, may be 
well cried, 

A man might leap into each cavern throat. 

'<ln Covent«garden, at the Hummnm's, 

now, 
I sit, but afler many a curse and vow 

Never to see the madding city more ; 
Where barrows ^truckling o'er the pave- 
ments roll, 
And, what is horror to a tuneful soul. 
Where asses, asses greeting, love-songs 
roar; 

'' Which asses, that the Garden square 

adorn, 
Must lark-like be the heralds of my mom. 
Let others talk with wild affrij^ht 
Of horrors and the shades of night : 
Tou want no Sol's refulgent painful ray ; 
Might to your eyes is but a milder day. 

" Let otliers mock your airs that simply 

flow — 
TeekOf ieewhit, teetokUf teeho-^ 
But then, dear Owl, 'tis sweetly simple, 
mind: 
Avaunt the scientific squall— 
I hate it-^nature hates it all — 
But lo ! 'tis science and the ton, I find. 

*< The ear with harsh chromatics must be 

teased. 
Grown much too fashionable to be pleased. 
Here could I wander 'mid the dewy glade, 
On sacred silence feast, and shade : 
But ah! farewell — rest calls me — 'tis 

night's noon ; 
On wings of freedom as thou sweep'st the 

' ""hi 
Sweet cbild of shadows, o'er my hamlet 

fly, 

And kindly soothe my slumber with a 
tune.'*^ 

Thus out of humour I addressed the bird. 
Wishing to change conditions with the 
fowl ; 


But at the cheerful morn, npon my word, 
I liked the mam-state better than the 
otU. 

Thus angered at the wayward tricks of fate, 
Pettish yon wish your grandeur a^t the 
devil ; 

Yet, after cursing high and mighty state, 
Ton wisely deem it not so huge an evil : 

Contented to be men of worship still, 
Pleased with the gills that kings, not 
Heaven, bestow ; 
Proud, from the height of Title's star- clad 
hill, 
To mock us poor unhonouied grubs be- 
low. 


ODE. 


The Poet comforteth again and agun and 
again the noble Directon with Moral 
Reflections, &jc, 

'Tis given as gospel both in prose and 
rhymes. 
That people should not be for ever 
blessed ; 
Misfortune therefore must be good at 
times, 
A salutary, though satiric guest ; 

That goads to Virtue's works the rump of 
Sloth ; 
Like ^out, that bites us into health so 
fair; 
Or like the needle, while it wounds the 
cloth, 
It puts the rag into repair. 

Sigh now no more, nor let those suns, your 
eyes. 
Be dimly gleaming through perpetual 
showers- 
Let pleasure bring the beam of summer 
skies, 
And ^ild the pinions of your sable hours. 

Let not Griefs surge along* your bosom 

roll, 
Nor Fancy gather sorrows for the soul. 

Ah ! sigh no more, sweet lords, pray sigh 
no more ! 
Not all, not all your consequence is 
dead; 
In Tottenham-street you still preserve a 
power, 
And proudly bear an elevated head ; 
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Where, all obedience, and with one accord, 
Musicians learn to tremble at the Lord.* 


ODE. 


THC yXClSSITUDSS OF LIFB, WOITDXBFOL. 

Life changes — ^now 'tis calm<— now hurri- 
cane — 
Up, down, down, np— a yerj windmiirs 
▼ane 
Is man, poor^ellow — much too like a ball ; 
'Tis hi^h, 'tis low — 'tis this way now, now 

that, 
Just as its wooden master wills, the bat — 
Thus majesty can bid us rise or fall. 

The monarch may repent him of the deed — 
His heart, so soft, at your dismission bleed, 
To House of Buckingham yoa may be 
called. 
And at the queen's sweet little concerts 
sing ; 
Then how the tribe of nobles will be galled! 
This will be soaring on the eagle's wing. 

Thus to the world then be it nnderstood, 
What seems misfortune, happens for our 

good: 
This from my rhyming storehouse, or my 

stable^ 
May be elucidated by a fable.t 


ODE. 

I 

Still more Comfort for Directors. 

Ones more, I pray you, be not sad ; 

Remember what the proFerb doth declare: 
'Tis better riding on a pad, 

Than^on a horse's back that's bare. 
At Tottenham's Qoncert, to delight ye — 
Behold, my lords, you still are mighty. 

Think of yonr titles too — the name of Lord, 
What merit it proclaims of head and 
heart! 

It is a tradesman's handsome board. 
In letters fair of gold that doth impart 

To people who their mouths of wonder ope. 

What goodly articles are in the shop. 

• Of tke night, who Mlecis the muite, and 
sometimes gives a sopiano song to a baie volee, 
and who once ordered, In the Jnbilate, the tnim- 
petlo be executed by the German flute. 

t See Un Rob1nMO*i Handkerchief, and Judge 
B«Uer*sWlcp.M. 


Tes, as of yore, the pompoue name of Lord 
Doth still our awe-dad admiration rule— 

And comfort to the hungry doth afford^ 
As nods of Lords are dinners for a fool. 

" I thank my God, I am not like those fel- 
lows," 
Cried the proud Pharisee, the bellows 

Or trumpet of his reputation blowing^- 
And you in triumph also may exclaim, 
Proud of a peer's exalted name. 
With pride of title and fair birth o'er- 
flowing : 

** I thank my stars, I am not like the mob, 
Whom Nature fabricated by the job." 

You shall, you shall return to power. 
And o'er the grumbling millions tower ; 

Tour sacred laws shall be obeyed— 
Musicians to. allegiance mustreturn-^ 
In sackcloth and m ashes mourn ; 

Submitting, if you will it, to bo flayed, 

Their eyes so fierce, that flashed like tin 

reflectors. 
As though they meant to roast the grand 
directors. 
Shall from their meteor fury fade away*- 
Becoming mild and placid as the light , 
Shed by the worm, the lamp of dewy night, 
Or Luna's modest, melancholy ray. 

Tes I to your noble hearts' delight, 
With waving wands and gloves so wliite. 

And gitt medallions blessed, shall ye ap- 
pear; 
Smile at us Mob, the many-headed beast; 
And as you seem to like a ^alts-feast. 

Eat a few fiddlers every year. 


PETER'S PENSION, 

▲ 80LVMH CPI8TLK, TO A VBRT SUBLIME 
PERSONA GB. 


My heart Is Inditing a good matter— I speak of the 
things which I have made unto the king. Pi. xl v. 


Drxad Sir, the ram's horns that blew 

down 
The walls of Jericho's old town, 
Made a most monstrous uproar, all agree^ 
But lo ! a louder noise around us rages. 
About two most important personages ; 
No less, my royal liege, than you and 
me! 
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In short, Dot greater the Philietines made. 
When Delilah, a little artful jade, 
(Indeed a very pretty girl) 
Snipped off her lover Mr Samson's carl, 
Who well repaid the clamours of the bears, 
By pulling down the house about their 


Prodigious is the shake around, 

Stilt London keeps (thank God) her ground, 

Tet| how th' exchange and coffee-houses 

ring! 
Nothing is heard but Peter and the King : 
The handsome bar-maids stare, as mute as 

fishes ; 
And sallow waiters, frightened, drop their 

dishes. 

At first, 'twas thought the triumph of the 
Jews 
On some great victory in the boxing way ; 
The^news, the very anti*chrisUan news, 
Of Israel's hero* having won tlie day. 
And Humphries, a good Christian boxer, 

beat: 
Enougll to give all Christendom a sweat. 

Again, 'twas thought great news of the 

Grand Turk, 
Who on his hands hath got some serious 
work; 
*Twas fancied he had lost the day ; 
That every Mussulman was killed in battle; 
A fate most proper for such heathen cattle, 
Who do not pray to God our way. 

But lo ! unto the lofty skies, 
Of sound this wonderful ascension. 

Doth verily, my liege, from this arise. 
That you have given the gentle bard a pen- 
sion ! 

Great is the shout indeed, Sir, all abroad. 
That vou have ordered me this handsome 
thing; 
On which, with lifted eyes,I've said, ** (}ood 
God! 
Though great my merits, yet how great's 
the King." 

And yet, believe me, Sir, I lately heard 
That all your doors were doubly locked and 
barred 
Against the poet for his tuneful art ; 
Ana that 'the tall, stiff, stately, red ma- 

chines, 
Tour grenadiers,— the guards of kings and 
queens, 
Were ordered all to stab me to the heart : 

* Daniel Mendoza. 


That if to house of Buckingham I came. 

Commands were given to Mistress Brigg, 
A comely, stout, two-handed dame, 

To box my ears, and pull my wig ; 
The cooks to spit me,— curry me, the 

grooms, 
And kitchen queans to baste me with their 
brooms. 

You're told that in my ways I'm very evil I 
So ugly ; fit only to travel for a show, 
And that I look so grimly where I go, ■ 
Just like a devil I 
With horns, and tail, and hooft that make 

folks start, 
And in my breast a millstone for a heart. 

This Cometh from a certain painter, Sire ; 

Bid story •mousing Nicolay inquire. 
Tour page, your Mercury, with cunning 
eyes ; 

Who, jumping at each sound, so eager, 
opes 

His pretty withered pair of Chinese chops, 
Like a Dutch dog that catches butter- 
flies. 

He, Sire, will look me o'er, and will not 
fail 

To swear that I've no horns, nor hoofs, nor 
tail. 

Lord ! Lord ! these sayings grieve me and 

surprise ! 
Dread Sir, don't see with other people's 

eyes — 
No devil am I with horns, and tail, and 

hoofs — 
As for the likeness of my heart of stone — . 
That Sir, — it's full as tender as your own — 
Accept, my liege, some simple love-sick 

proofs. 


A POEM 

TO Air UNFORTUNATK BEAUTT. 

Sav, lovely maid with downcast eye, 
And cheek with silent sorrow pale ; 

What gives thy heart the lengthened sigh ; 
That heaving tells a mournful tale ? 

Those tears which thus each other trace, 
Bespeak a breast o'erwhelmed with woe ; 

Thy sighs, a storm that wrecks thy peace, 
Which souls like thine should never 
know. 

Oh ! tell me, doth some favourite youth. 
Too often bless'd, thy beauties slight ? 
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And leave those thrones of love and trath, 
That Up, and bosom of delight 

What, though to other nymphs ho flies. 
And feigns the fond impassioned tear ; 

Breathes all the eloquence of sighs, 
That, treacherous, won thy artless ear ? 

Let not those nymphs thy anguish move, 

For whom his heart may seem to pine- 
That heart shall ne*er be bless'd by love, 
WhtMo guilt can force a pang from thine. 


FOR CYNTHIA. 

Ah ! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a 

That a coldness will creep o'er my heart ; 
That a sullen indifference will dweU on my 
eye. 
When thy beauty begins to depart 

Shall thy graces, O Cynthia, that gladden 
my day. 

And brighten the gloom of the night, 
Till life be extinguished, from memory stray, 

Which it ought to review with delight ? 

Upbraiding, shall gratitude say with a tear, 
'< That no longer I think of those charins 

Which gave to my bosom such rapture sin- 
cere, 
And faded at length in my arms ?" 

Why, yes ! it may happen thou damsel di- 
vine: 
To be honest — I freely declare, 
That e*en now to thy converse so much I 
incline, 
I've already forgot thou art fair. 


TO LAURA. 

tlow happy was the mom of love, 
. When first thy beauty won my heart ! 
How guiltless of a wish to rove ! 
I deemed it more than death to part! 

Whene'er from thee I chanced to stray. 
How fancy dwelt upon thy mien. 

That spread with flowers my distant way, 
And showered delight on every scone ! 

But fortune, envious of my joys, 
' Hath robbed a lover of thy charms — 

From me thy sweetest smile decoys, 
And gives thee to another's arms. 


Yet, though my tears are doomed to flow, 
May tears be never Laura's lot ! 

Let love protect tb^ heart from woe ; 
His wound to nune shall be forgot 


HYMN TO MODESTY. 

MoDSSTT, thou shy and blushing maid, 
Don't of a simple shepherd be afraid ; 
Wert thou my lamb — with sweetest gnun 

I'd treat thee : 

1 am no wolf so savage that would eat 

thee I 
Then haste with me, O nymph, to dwell, 
And give a goddess to my cell. 

Thy fragrant breast, like Alpine snow so 
white, 
Where all the nestling loves delight to lie ; 
Thine eyea^ that shed the milder Tight 
Of night's pale wanderer o'er the cloud- 
less sky. 
O nymph, my panting, wishing bosom 

warm. 
Seeks thee around me, with thy latent 
charm! 
Then baste with me, O nymph, to dwell, 
And give a goddess to my cell. 

Thy flaxen ringlets, that luxuriant spread, 
And hide thy bosom with an envious 

shade; 
Thy polished cheek so dimpled, where the 

rose 
In all the bloom of ripening stkmmer blows : 
Thy luscious lips, that heavenly dreams 

inspire. 
By* beauty formed, and loaded with desire ; 
With sorrow, and with wonder, lo I I see 
What melting treasures ! thrown away on 

thee. 
Then haste with me, O nymph to dwell. 
And give a goddess to my cell. 

Thou knowest not that bosom's fair design ; 
And as for those two pouting lips divine, 
Thou thinkest them formed alone for 
simple chat — 
To bill so happy with thy favourite dove, 
And, playful force, with sweetly fondling 
love. 
Their kisses on a lapdog or a cat. 
Thou haste with me, sweet maid, to 

dwell. 
And give a goddess to my cell. 

Such thoughts thy sweet simplicity pro- 
duces ! |. 
But I can point out far sublimer uses ; 
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Uaes the very bett of men esteem*-^- 
Of which thine innocence did iieyer. dream. 

Then haste with me^ meek maid, to 
dwell I 

And give a goddess to my cell. 

Oh ! fly from impudence, the brazen rogue, 
Whose flippant tongue hath got the Irish 

brogue, 
Whose hands would pluck thee like the 

fairest flower. 
Thy cheeks, eyes, forehead, lips, and neck 

derour : 
Shun, shun that Caliban, and with me 

dwell : 
Then come, and give a goddess to my 

cell. 

The world, O simple maid, is full of art, 
Would turn thee pale, and fill with dread 

thy heart, 
Didst thou perceive but half the snares 
The devil for charms like thine prepares ! 
Then haste, O nymph, with me to dwell, 
And give a goddess to my cell. 

From morn to eve, my kiss of speechless 
love, 

Thy eyes' mild beam and blushes shall im- 
prove ; 

And, lo! from our so innocent embrace. 

Young Modesties shall spring, a numerous 
race, 

The blushing girls in every thin^ like thee ! 

The bashful boys prodigiously like me ! 
Then haste with me, O nymph, to dwell. 
And give a goddess to my cell. 


Is not. this pretty. Sir? can aught be 
sweeter ; 
Instead of IhkX vile appellation, devil, 
80 blackguard, so unfriendly, and un- 
civil, ^ 
Should not I be baptized the gentle Peter ? 

Great is the buzz about the court, 
And at th' Exchange, where Jews, Turks, 
Christians meet, 
Or Smithfield fair, where beasts of every 
sort, 
Pigs, sheep, men, bullocks, all so friendly 
greet. 

Busy, indeed, is many a sly court leech ; 
Afraid to trust each other with a speech — 
In hems, and hahs, and half words, hint* 

Some whispering, listening, tip-toe walk* 
ing, squinting; 


For lo, so warily each courtier speaks, 
They seem to talk with halters round their 
necks. 

Some praise the king for nobleness of 

spirit, 
For ever studying how to find out merit ; 
While from its hole their heart doth slUy> 
peep. 
And ask the tongue with marvelling eyes, 
How it can dare to tell a heap 
Of such unconscionable, bare-faced 
l^s. — 

" How are the mighty fallen !" the people 
cry — 
Meaning me, 
^' Another hog of Epicurus' stye; 

This vile apostate bends to Baal the knee; 
Lo, fur a little meat and guzzle 
This sneaking cur, a dog, too, takes the 
muzzle. 

'^ In lyric scandal soon will be a chasm — 
He wrote for bribes, 'tis plain, and now he 

has 'em. 
This mighty war-horse will be soon in hand. 
By means of meat, the price of venal 
notes, 
Calm as a hackney coach*horse on the 
strand. 
Tossing about his noee-bag and his oats. 

'' Whatever he hath said, he does unsay. 

In native impudence so rich— 
Explain the plainest of all things away, 

And call his muse a forward bitch; 
Treat fire of friendly promises a smoks, 
And laugh at truth and honour as ajoke :" 
Such, Sir, is your good people's hewl, 
As thick as small birds pestering a poor 
owl. 

In vain I tell the world around. 
That I have not a pension found ; 
Which speech of simple truth the mob en- 
rages; 
" Peter, this is an arrant lie — 
The tact is clear, too clear," they cry, 
"Thou hast already touch'd a quarter's 
wages." 

Varlet, it always was thy vile intention— 
Thou hast,' thou hast, tliou liar ? got a pen- 
sion. 
Still, to support my innocence, I've said. 
Most sinfully, I own— "I ha'n't, by 
God :"— 
Yet, had I sworn my eyes out of my 
head, 
They never had believed — How vastly odd ! 
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The moraiD||r and Uie eyening papers, 
Struck by the sound, are in the vapours, 

And mourn and droop to think Fm dead- 
Stunned by the unexpected news, 
The magazines and the reviews 

For grief can scarcely lift the head. 

*' Nothing but poor mechanic stufi^" they 

cry, 
'* Shall now be quoted for the public eye ;— 

Nothing ori|[inal in song ; 
No novelty of images and thought 
Before our fair tribunal shall be brought ! 
But trifling transpositions of oar tongue : 
The sonneteers now must be called to 

rave, 
And we must pay them too for every 

stave, 
Forth from their garrets high, or cellars 

low. 
To us they run, as soon as this they know ; 
Buckle and pipe makers now will dine. 
And once more boast their porter and sur- 

ioin. — 
Penury, avaunt! their pockets now may 

chink, 
And future gaxeteers afford them drink. — 

'' The papers thus deserted, in a flurry. 
Print all their paltry nonsense in a hurry ; 
For still the public must be soothed with 

■ong, 
However weak or foolish, right or wrong. — 

" Nought but a solemn pomp of words. 
Bearing a lifeless thought, shall readers 
meet — 
The picture of a funeral that affords ; 
So solemn marching through the staring 
street ; 

*' Where flags, and horse, and foot, a sor- 
row ape. 

With all the dread dismality of crape. 

Near the poor corpse — perhaps a puny 
brat. 

Or dry old maid as meagre as a cat 


»» 


No, Sir ! you never offered me a pension — 
But then I guess it is your kind intention — 
Tea, Sir, yon mean a small douceur to 

proner ; 
But give me leave. Sir, to decline the offer. 

I'm much obliged t'ye. Sir, for your good 
will; 
But oratorios have half undone ye : 
'Tis whispered, too, that thieves have 
robbed the till. 
Which kept your bread and butter 
money : 
2Q 


So much with saving wisdom are you 
taken. 

That Drury and the Garden seem for- 
saken — 

Since cost attendeth those theatric borders, 

Content you go to Richmond House with 
orders. 

Formed to delight all eyes, all hearts en* 

When lately the sweet princess* came of 

age. 
Train oil, instead of wax, was bid t^illume 
The goodly company and dancing-room ! 
This never had been done, I'm very 

sure. 
Had not you been, some way or other, 

poor. 

Tou now want guineas to buy live-stock, 
Sir, 

To graze your Windsor hill and dale ; 
And fahners will not let their cattle stir. 

Until the money's down npon the nail. 

I'm told, your sheep have died by dogs and 

bitches. 
And that your fowls have suffered by the 

fitches ; 
And that yonr man- traps, guards of goose 

and duck. 
And cocks and hens, have had but so-so 

luck. 
Scarce &(iy rogues, in chase of fowls and 

Have in those pretty engines lost their 
legs. 

The bulse. Sir, on a visit to the Tower, 
Howe'erthe roj^al visage may look sour, 
However the object of a deep devotion. 
Must cross, they say, once more the 
ocean.t 

Indeed I hope the diamonds will be off, 

Or scandal on us rolls in floods- 
Some Nabob may be vile enough 

To bring an action for stolen goods — 
An action, to speak lawyer-like, of trover. 
But Heaven forbid it ever should come 
over! 

For money matters, I am sure. 
The Abbey music was put off; 

Because the royal purse is poor. 
Plagued with a ary consumptive cough ; 

Tet in full health again that purse may 
riot. 

By God^s grace, and a skim- milk diet 

* Princess Boyal. 

t Indian must be soppoeed. 


822 


PETER PINDAR. 


Close as a vioe behold the nation's fist ! 
Vain will be mouths made up for the civil 

list! 
And humble prayers, so very stale. 
Will all be oallod an old wife's tale. 

Tour faithful Commons to your cravings 
Will not give up the nation's savings— 
Tour favourite minister, I'm told, runs 

resist 
And growls at such petitions like a mastiff. 

What, if my good friend Hastings goes to 
pot? 
Adams and Anstruther have flung hard 
stones — 
He finds his situation rather hot— 
Burke, Fox, and Sheridan may break his 
bones. 

As surely as we saw and felt the bulse, 
Hastings has got a very awkward pulse ; 

Therefore in jeopardy the culprit stands ! 
Like patients, whose disorders doctors 

sUght 
Too often, he may bid us all good night ; 

And slip, poor man, between our hands. 

Then, Sir !— oh ! then, as long as life en- 
dures, 

Nought but the remembrance of the bnlse 
is ours ; 

And to a stomach that like ours digests. 

Slight is the dinner on remembered feasts. 

I tiiink we oases understand, and ken 
Symptoms, as well as most ingenious men ; 
But, Jtiord ! how oft the wisest are mistak- 
en! 
Therefore I tremble for his badgered bacon. 

We mav be out, with all our skill so clever, 
And what we think an ague, prove jail- 
fever. 

Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, the king. 
As sacred histories sweetly sing. 
Was, on all fours, turned out to grass, 
Just like a horse, or mule, or ass : 

Heavens ! what a fall from kingly glory ! 
I hope it will not so turn out, 
That we shall have (to make a rout) 

A second part of that old story ! 

This pension was well meant, O glorious 

king, 
And for the bard a very pretty thing ; 
But let me, Sir, refuse it, I implore — 
I ought not to be rich whilst you are poor. 
No, Sir, I cannot be your humble hack ; 
I fear your majesty would break my back. 


I dare refuse you for another reason — 

We differ in religion, Sir, a deal ; 
Tou fancy it a sin allied to treason, 
And vastly dangerous to the common* 
weal. 
For subjects, minutes and jigs to play 
On the Lord's day. 

Now, Sir, I'm verv fond of fiddling-— 
And, in my morals, what the world calls 

middling : 
I've asked my conscience, that came 

straight from Heaven, 
Whether I stood a chance to be forgiven, 
If on a Sunday, from all scruples free, 
I scraped the old Black Joke and there 

Jimie, 

" Ah, fool," exclaimed my conscience, 
" no, no, no ! 
Gk>d never against music made a rule ; 
On Sundays you may safely take your 
bow — 
And play as well the fiddle, as the fool." 

A late archbishop,* too, O king, 

Who knew most secrets of the skies. 
Said, Heaven on Sundays relished pipe and 
string. 
Where sounds on sounds unceasing rise — 
And asked, as Sundav had its music tbore. 
Why Sunday should not have its music 
here? 

In consequenoe of this divine opinion, 
That prince of p^ursons in your great do- 
minion. 
Informed his fashionable wife. 
That she might have her Sunday routs 

and cards. 
And meet at last with Heaven's rewards. 
When death should take her precious life. 

Thus dropping pious qualms, religious 

doubts, 
His ladv did enjoy her Sunday routs ! 
Upon Good Friday, too, that awful dav, 
Lo! like Vauxhali was Lambetli all so 

Now, if his present grace, with keener eye*. 
Could squint a little further in the skies. 
He might be able to inform his dame. 
Of two impostors, p'rhaps, called Sin and 

shame. 
Who many a pleasure from our grasp re- 
move. 
Pretending to commissions from above. 


* Comwallit. 
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Like this, a secret could hie grace explore, 
What a merry day for us and Miatress 

Moore I 
For lo, two greater foes we cannot name 
To this world's joys than Messienrs Sin and 

Shame. 

Then might we thinlf no more of praise and 

{>niyery 
eave at will our Maker in the larch ; 
Sleep, racket, lye a-bed, or take the air, 
And leave to owls and bats to fill the 
church. 

Sunday, like other days, would then have 
life; 
Now prim, and starch, and silent, as a 
quaker — 
And gloomy in her looks, as if the wife 
Or widow of an undertaker. 

Happy should I have been, my liege, 
So great a monarch to oblige ; 
And, Sir, between you and the poet, 
And me, you don't know whatyou'vo lost — 

The loss of me, so great a bard, 
Is not, O king ! to be repaired. 
My verse, superior to the hardest rock, 
Nor earthquake, storms, nor sea, nor 
fire- 
Fears nought 
Surpassing, therefore Mistress Darner's 
block. 
That' boasts so strong a likeness of you, 
Sire, 
That block so ponderous, mtist with time 

decay, 
And all the lines of wisdom wear away : 


I grant the lady's loyalty and love, 
Tet, ** none but Phidias should attempt a 
Jove." 

The Macedonian hero graced the stone 
Of famed Praziteles alone ; 
Forbidding others to attempt his nob, 
It was so great and difficult a job. 

Augustus swore an oath so dread, 
He d cut off any poet's head. 
But Virgil's, that should dare his praise re- 
hearse, 
Or even mention his name in verse. 
Then, Sir, if I may be a little free, 
My art would suit your merits to a T. 

Lord ! in my adamantine lays 
Tour virtues should like bonfires blaze — 
So firm your tuneful jeweller would set 'em, 
They'd break the teeth of Time to eat 'em. 

Wrapped in the splendour of my golden 

line. 
For ever would your Majesty be fine ! 
Appear a gentleman of first repute, 
And always glitter in a birth-day suit 

Then to old stories would I give the lie. 
That dared attack you, and your fame 
devour; 
Making a king a ninepin in our eye. 
Who ought, like Egypt's pyramids, to 
tower ; 
Such as the following fable,t for example ; 
Of impudence, unprecedented sample ! 


* See the Royal Bheep, p. 19. 


A BENEVOLENT EPISTL^T 


TO 


SYLVANUS URBAN, 


ALIAS 


MASTER JOHN NICHOLS, PRINTER, 

COHHON-COUKCILMAn OF FARRINODON WARD, AND CENSOR-OBHBRALOF LITXRATURX i 


HOT FORGETTING 


MASTER WILLIAM HAYLET, 


rOET AND ESSAYIST. 


How now, prithoe, John, 
Do not quarrel, man, 
Let UH be merry, ond 
Drink about. Cauk. 


I, WHO, anibitioiiB that the brats, my rb^meB, 
Should aee the gentlefolks of future timee; 
Rise like antiques in value, nor expire, 
Till ruin spreads his universal fire : 
Dread thoug)it! that to destruction must 

be given 
This charming world, this handsome work 

of Heaven ! 
I, who, regardful of the courtier throng. 
To kings, and lords, and commons, tuned 

Sie song ; 
BadeTom*no more indulge the goldendream , 
And kindly wished his wit a wiser theme ; 
Struck to the lime and mortart knight the 

string, 
And hailed of butterflies the nursinff king,) 
Who scorning suns and moons, with happier 

eyes. 
Beholds from dunghills purple emperorB§ 

rise; 

* Late Mr Warton, Poet Laureat. 
Peter to Brother Tom, p. 94. 
t Sir William Chambers. 

Sir Joseph Banki. 

A rare tpecles of batterfly. 


Bee Brother 


I 


More blessed on this onr earth a frog to seoy 
To find a cockleshell, and boil a flea,* 
Than dwell in yonder skies, with glory 

crowned. 
Where frogs, nor fleas, nor cockleshells are 

found ; 
More blessed to mark a bat's than angel's 

wing ; 
To hear a grasshopper than seraph sing ; 
More pleased to view (if rumour julstly 

paints) 
The tails of tadpoles than the heads of 

saints ; 
And hear (if fame to credence maybe given, 
One humming- bird than all the host of hea- 
ven; 
I, who to men of canvass struck the lyre. 
And set with rhymes the academy on fire,f 
O'er mount Parnassus Jove-like cast my 

shoe; 
At poets smiled, and poetesses too; 

* See the Ode upon Boiled Fleas, p. 10. * 

t Stirred thb ingenious artists up to emulation. 

not put them in a violent pasdon, as soom uncandta 

critics might insinuate. 
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Preferred the ballade of the good Old Bailej 
To all the cold pompoeities of Havlej, 
Whoae rhymes, as Boon as litteredf^ join the 

heaps. 
Where midst her shadowy golf obUvion 

sleeps ; 
So deep, who scarce can dive into himself! 
So lofly, too, the tenant of the shelf! 
Now stiffer than recruits, so raw at drill ; 
Now petit-maitre of the Muse's Hill : 
I, who to grave reyiewers sighed my prayer) 
Sahinissive bending at the critic's chair ; 
And, blushing, begged one little laurel 

sprig, . 
To bring importance, and adorn my wig : 
I, who Sam Whitbread's brewhouse praised 

in song. 
So highly honoured by the royal throng ; 
Berhymed a goodly monarch and his spouse. 
Miss Whitbread's courtesies, Mister Whit- 
bread's bows. 
Amounting, history says, to many a score. 
Such, too, as Chis well street ne'er saw be- 

•fore, 
Not e'en forgetting with my classic force, 
The brewer? bull-dog, and his marvelling 

horse; 
The curious draymen into puncheons creep- 
ing, 
And charmed with greatness, through the 

bug- holes peeping; 
I, who to Pitt the chords in anger struck, 
Who whelmed his prince so gracefully with 

muck. 
Lycurgus Pitt, whose penetrating e^es 
Beholds the fount of freedom in excise ; 
Whoso patriot logic possibly maintains 
Th' identity of liberty and chains: 
I, who of Leeds and Hawkeebury designed 

to sing. 
The blessed favourites of a blessed king ; 
-High on the labouring pinions of an ode, 
Heaved Brudenell's folly, what a leaden 

load! 
Brudenell who bids us all the proverb 

feel, 
" The largest calves are not the sweetest 

veal." 
I, who on juch rich subjects deigned to 

shine, 
Now tune to once a printer's devil the 

line; ' 
But now no more a devil — with Atlas mien, 
The great supporter of a magazine ;* 
No more, no m6re a devil with humble air. 
But fit companion for our great Liord May- 
or! 

* Tlie Gentleman's, as It It modestly called ; to 
whose gentility Mr Uayley Is a 'constant contribu- ' 
tor. In the way of ingenious rhyme and liberal cri- 
ticism. 


How like the worm which tsrawls at 'first 

the earth, 
But, getting a new coat, disdains its birth ; 
Spreads its gold tissue to the solar ray, 
And wingao^r trees and towers its airy way ; 

With anger foaming, and of vengeance 

full, 
Why belloweth John ^ichols like a bull ? 
Say, goddess, could a few poetic stripes 
Make John, so furious, Kick about his 

types: 
Spin round his pandimonium like a top, 
And, thundering, to its centre shake the 

shop ? 
Could Satire's twig produce so dire a din .' 
And dwells such soilness in a printer's 

skin ? 

Illiberal ! never, never have I said, , 
That thou wert not an honest man in trade I 
Whether from principle or jail dismay 
Spring thy morality, we dare not say ; 
Since jails, those iron agents of the law. 
Keep many a graceless rogue in pious awe. 
Tet, son of ipk, devoutly let us hope 
Thou lovest a virtue more than dreadst a 

rope; 
Nay, to thv honour let me this declare. 
To make the rigid sons of conscience stare. 
That when thou money lendest, such thy 

purity, 
Detesting bad, thou seekest good security. 
Inclined for ever, John, to take thy part, 
I'hus have I poured the dictates of my 

heart : 
'* If 'midst a vulgar mass his stars unkind. 
Have placed most niggardly a pigmy mind, 
'Tis not John's fault— John should not 

blush for shame. 
His Parsimonious planets are to blame. 
What though in wisdom's crucible his head 
Prove that it dealeth lose in gold than lead ; 
Unskilled on classic ground to cut a caper. 
Tet knoweth John the price of print ana 

paper: 
His nice discerning knowledge none deny. 
On crown, imperial, foolscap, and demy, 
On blankets, sheepskins,* urine, John can 

think ; 
Myself would take his sentiments on ink : 
Myself would take his sentiments on let- 
ters : 
On syllables, indeed, I'd ask his betters. 
The meanest mortal let us not deride : 
Lo ! beasts of burden oft must be our guide ; 
Tes, through the dfirk and unknown track, 

of course, ' 

I yield up all opinion to my horse." 

• Necessary for making printers* balls. 
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Truth, let fair truth for ever rule my 

rhymes ! 
I'm told this lady visits thee sometimes ! 
How kind ! how humble ! thus the god of 

day 
Deigns to a mud pool to impart his ray ! 
Amidst the passions' roar, a clamorous 

host, 
Ofl is the gentle voice of reason lost ! 
How triest thou, bntcher-like, to carve my 

work, 
And treat each sweet-sottlM stanza like a 

Turk! 
From such sad readers. Heaven the muse 

protect, 
Proud to find fault, and raptured with de- 
fect! 
Yet though thou frown^st on Peter's every 

line, 
Behold the difference, John ! — he smiles on 

thine. 

Say not I hate each man of verse and 

prose; 
I reverence genius, John, where'er it 

grows : 
Whene'er it beams through ignorance's 

niffht, 
1 mark the stranger with as keen delight, 
As looks the pilgrim on Bassora's towers, 
Her streams, ambrosial blooms, and myrtle 

bowers, 
Who, long denied of hope's sweet. cup to 

taste, 
Had sighed amidst the solitary waste. 

Blame not the bard, thou num of lettered 

pride. 
Who taking not Dame Prudence for thy 

guide, 
Didst stone the poet's mansion like an ass. 
Forgetting that thy own was made of glass. 
Know, John, that passion maketh man a 

swine ; 
Know this, and bid thy conduct copy mine. 
When deeming me a Saracen in heart. 
Why, simple John, attempt my roao to 

thwart? 
Amidst thy walks should bullies meet thine 

eye. 
Composedly let those bullies pass thee by : 
To blnstermg bravoes, for my ease and 

pride, 
I give the wall, and, smiling, turn aside. 
Tnus, if a rock or log the stream oppose. 
That sweetly lambent from its ronntain 

flows. 
No foamy turbulence the rills betray. 
Bat, easy yielding, wind in peace away I 
My hate of courtiers how thine anger drew, 
I own I loathe St James's servile crow : 


Where'er the smiles of royalty are found, 
The lazy clan of courtiors crouch around : 
Thus, on the country town when Pbobos 

shines. 
Amidst the radiance every cur reclines : 
And lo! neglectful of the mice and rats, 
Each street presents us with a dozen cats. 

Truth needs not, John, the eloquence of 

oaths, 
Not more so than a decent suit of clothes 
Requires of broad gold lace th' expensive 

glare. 
That makes the linsoy-woolsey million 

stare; 
Besides a proverb, suited to my wish. 
Declares tiiat swearingr never catches fish. 
'Tis vulgar — I have said it o'er and o'er ; 
Then keep thy temper, man, and swear no 

more.. 
Struck, nay, half petrified, that Banks 

should dare. 
Indecent fellow ! ravish Newton's chair ; 
Mock such as wisdom's sacred mines ex* 

plore. 
And kick the arts and sciences to door ; 
Making (metiiinks a monstrous impro- 
priety) 
A fly -club of a great and famed society: 
The muse, with virtuous indignation stun^, 
In rhyme's strong chains the orazeuculpnt 

hunff; 
When, With the fury of a thousand foes. 
Howled the wild tempest of thy verse and 

prose. 
Shocked that an idle gossip, Madam 

Thrale,** 
And he,t a feather genius in thy scale. 
High panting for the echo of a name, 
Should meanly crucify poor Johnson's 

fame : 
I own I glowed with more than mortal 

ire. 
And fixed to satire's scourge my sharpest 

wire; 
When lo ! the poet's visage to begrime. 
Forth rushed thy muddy sluice of prose and 

rhyme : 
For this, against my will, indeed with 

tears, 
I showed a grinning land thy ass's ears. 

Fired that the muse should daringly sug- 
gest 

That stars have beamed upon the blackest 
breast; 

Just like their heavenly cousins all so 
bright. 

O'er the dark mantle of old mother night ; 

• Kow VUomL t BosweU. 
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Should hint (bj 'fortane's wild Ttgariea 

placed) 
That crowns may feel themsehres at times 

disgraced 
To take a king's and coartier's part so 

prone, 
Fall at mj forehead didst thou fling the 

stone : 
Bat thanks to Phoebas, who secored mj 

crown, 
Tfaoa couldst not bring the great Goliah 

down. 

Griered that th* ambitions mase a prince 
should praise, 

Whose name diffuses lustre o*er her lays ; 

Aprince whose only fault is want of art, 

Whose horrid vice, benevolence of heart ; 

Which little abject souls profusion call. 

And o'er each action vainly spit their gall : 

Grieved that the muse attacked with scorn 
a man. 

Unlucky formed on Nature's hungry plan; 

Who, lord of millions, trembles for hi^ store. 

And fears to give a farthing to the poor ; 

Proclaims that penury will be his fate. 

And, jBcowling, looks on charity with hate; 

Whose matchless avarice is meat and drink, 

That dreads to spill a single drop of ink ; 

On each superfluous letter vents a sigh. 

And saves tne little dot upon an t ; 

Happy even Nature's tenderest ties to 
slight, 

And vilely rob an offspring of his right ; 

Forth rushed thy venom — harmless, too, 
it flowed. 

For man defies the poison of a toad ; 

Vexed that the muse (as if she uttered trea- 
son) 

Should try to bring poor Boswell back to 
reason; 

(Herculean toil, to keep such folly under!) 

Loud from thy head's dark cloud 1 felt the 
thunder ! 

When mad t' induce the world to deem 
thee wise ; 

Then staredst through spectacles with sa- 
pient eyes ; 

Say, did I crv, th' imposture to expose, 

(" See John s whole stock of wisdom on 
his nose !") 

Cat-like, because the world my lyrics read, 

Thine oni^ clawed the laurel on my head : 

Tet clawed I not again with cat-like spleen. 

The drooping leaves of thy sad magazine ; 

Touched not thy trash, nor Hayley^ tinsel 
stuff; 

Nor fresh, stale, new antiquities of Gough ;* 

* A fabricator of antiqnltlM, and one of Sir Jo- • The late Dr Johnson for many jreara siipeHn- 
soph's copper fkrthing oracles, and conatant tea tended tbiamagaslne, a poet of honoor afterwards 
and toast men. | astumed by Mr Deputy Nichols. 


Indeed I'm tender conscienead on that 

score, 
And learn to look with pity on the poor : 
No Mohawk 1, in scenes of horror bred, 
1 scorn to scalp the dying or the dead ; 
Tet well thou knowest that with trifling 

toil, 
On satire's gridiron I could bid thee broil — , 
Turn tuneful butcher, out thee into quar- 
ters. 
And give thee, John, for one of Folly's 

martyrs. — 
I see thy vanitjr in all its fulness ; 
The turhot venison conspiring dniness; 
And let me. oh ! rare epicure, remark. 
That thou hast ^rot a gullet like a shark. 
Myself as merciful as man can be, 
1 grieve to find that mercy not in thee. 
Behold, amidst their shortening, panting 

breath, 
Poor souls ! the dying dread thee more than 

death. 
" Oh save us from John Nichols !" is the 

cry, 
" Let not that death-hunter know where 

we lie ; 
What in delirium from our lips may fall. 
Oh ! hide — our 'letters, burn them, bum 

them all ! 
Oh ! let not from the tomb our ghosts com* 

plain ! 
O Jesu I we shall soon be up again ; 
Condemned, alas ! te grin with grisly mien, 
'Midst the pale horrors of his magazine : 
Like felons first in Newgate ballads sung, 
Then (given to infamy) on Hounslow 

hung !" 
Know, when thou took'st of Aristarch the 

chair, 
My eyes expanded only to a stare : 
Softly, indeed, unto myself I sighed, 
'* Johnson,"* thy place is damnably sop- 
plied ; 
Not that I think this idol of a million, 
Longinus, Aristotle, or Quintillian ; 
Who gives (against sound taste so apt to sin) 
A pyramid's importance to a pin : 
On every theme alike his pompous art, 
The general conflagration or a fart." 
When into Fame's fair dome, t' insult her 

throne, 
So free, as if the house had been thy own, 
Thou daredst to shove a vile conundrum 

crew. 
Fellows that PhoBbus nor the Muses knew ; 
Speak, did I tell the nation with my pen. 
How fame in anger kicked them out agen ; 
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Threw at their hoads the I amber of their 

brainS) 
And called thee a pert puppy for thy p^iins ? 
On such marked iaipudence did I harangue, 
And give to public scorn the pigmy gan^ ? 
Short are the hours that smuggled praise 

can last, 
An echo, a poor meretricious blast ; 
A sudden ^ust that bids old ruins stare, 
And| bowhng, whirls a feather through the 

air. 
Flattery, a little, sly, deceiying lass, 
With smile resistless, and a front of brass, 
Shall reign, porchai^e, the idol of a day ; 
Then, like a battered harridan, decay ; 
Whilst Truth, unfading, lifts the head on 

high. 
And dares the tooth of e'en old time defy ; 
Lifls her fair head, and looks with brow 

sublime. 
On all the fading pogoantricQ of time, 
Whose leather stretching conscience inter- 
est sways, 
Shamed that the Hesperian fruit desired 

praise ; 
Should fall through sordid avarice and 

spleen 
Upon thv head, and cram thy magazine. 
Charmed as a child whose doting eye re- 
gards 
Its imitation of St Paul's with cards ; 
When fired by Plutarch's venerable name, 
Whose genius raised a pyramid to fame ; 
Thou gayest of Bowyer's life a gossip's 

story, 
And only rearedst a dunghill to thy glory : 
I railed not at thine infant emulation, 
I^or spread thy weakness, John, around 

the nation ; 
Nay, grieved was I, as all the world can 

tell, 
That thou shouldst write a book that would 

not sell. 
Oft have I whispered to myself, " Enough 
Of this most tiresome fellow's i|[iontiny 

stuff: 
A magazine ! a pedlar's, huckster's shop. 
That harbours brush, and cabbage-net, and 

mop, 
Pan, gridiron, button, buckle, bodkin, 

bead, 
Tape, turnip, malkins, nightcaps green and 

red, 
Pins,pipkins, garters, oatmeal, jorden,dish, 
Stale loaves, and rusty nails, and stinking 

Yet bade I not the world its laughs prepare. 
To meet thy miserable monthly ware : 
Nay, man, I've praised thcc— for example, 

said, 
'* Lo ! in this cumbrous magazine diRplayed 


Once in a year a verse tt raise our wonder, 
Which proves that John may make a lucky 

blunder ; 
How like the heavy mountain, on whose side 
A daisy starts in solitary pride 1" 
Lo ! from ebriety their sons to save. 
The Greeks oft showed the lads a drunken 

slave : 
I thus might thee, O ginfflin^ John, display 
A sad example in the rhymmg way. 
For printers, and their demons to avoid. 
Whose labours might more wisely be em- 

' ployed; 
But pity sweetly whispers in my ear, 
'' Expose not folly that deserves a tear; 
Set not the roaring lion at a rat, 
Nor call down thunder to destroy a gnat.*' 
When mad for honours* — softly have! said, 
*' What imp could put it in the printer's 

head ? 
Oh! may the fates the maniac over-rule, 
For titles cannot dignify a fool I" 
Complain not that I've wronged thy repa- 

tation. 
By calling thee the silliest in the nation : 
No, John, be comforted, — it cannot be ; 
1 think I know a few that equal thee. 
Swear, swear not that I've said, to wound 

thy fame. 
That hirelings wrote each work which 

bears thy name ; 
How false! I know thou wrotest many a 

line. 
For all the blunders of the book are thine. 
A literary jackdaw, thou, Grod wot ! 
Yet by that thievish name I called thee 

not; 
A carrion-crow that lives upon the dead; 
Yet hawk-like pounced I not upon thy 

head ; 
A daring coiner, lo ! I let thee pass, 
Nor once impeached thy literary brass ! 
Speak — when enamoured of thy monthly 

hash ; 
Thou clapp'at another sixpence on thy 

trash ; 
Once did thou hear me in a passion roar, 
** Was ever impudence like this before ?" 
Instead of making in th' affair a fuss, 
In soft soliloquy I whispered thus : 
" How blessed the fool ! he thinks he all 

things knows ; 
With joy he wakes, with joy his eye-lids 

close : 
Pleased through the world to spread his 

own renown, 
With calm contempt he looks on others 

down ; 


* Alluding to John^i ambition to become a 
Common-cou ncd-m VI • 
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Self and hU own dear worka tb* eteroa) 

theme, 
Hia daily idol anjd hia nightly dream ; 
Thrice envied being, whom no tongue can 

wonnd, 
In pride's impenetrable armonr bound ! 
How much in happinen beyond the wise, 
Who view the greatest men with pitying 

eyes. 
0*er human imbecility who grdan. 
And sigh to think how little can be known!" 
Oh, do not to the muse's hill resort, 
Maop'a dull brute ! — a bumpkin 'midst a 

court; 
With brother council crack the clumsy 

joke ; 
Midst beer and brandy, bread and cheese, 

and smoke; 
Descend the ladder to the clouds below, 
Where ordinary men of two-pence go ; 
Where vagrant knives and forks are bound 

in chains, 
And never table«cloth is spoiled by stains; 
Where in the board's black hole (superb 

design!) 
Pepper and salt in matrimony join ; 
And in another hole, with frown and smile. 
Much« too, like marriage, vinegar and 

oil !— -» • 

Where— for a towel (economic thought I) 
A monstrous mastiff's after dinner brought. 
Complacent waits on gentlemen's eom- 

mands. 
And yields his back to rough to wipe the 

hands — 
Such is the scene where thou shouldst ever 

sit, 
Formed to thy taste, and suited to thy wit- 
Deal not in history ; often have I said 
Twill prove a most unprofitable trade : 
Talk not of Painting, for thou knowest her 

not; 
Such coy acquaintance will not boil tfay 

pot: 
Nor make strong love to Music, she*a a 

dame 
Who smiles not on the souls of earth, but 

flame, 
Push not thy brain to thought— thou canst 

not think — 
From metaphysics should thy genius 
i shrink ! 

To thee superior see the goddess rise. 
And hide her lofty head amidst the skies I 
Behold eternal mist her beauties shroud. 
And 'tis not thy weak eyes can pierce the 

cloud. 
Cursed with the common fitror of indit- 

Yet, if th^ head possess the mange of 
writing. 


Go with Biography and cool thy rage ; 
Pen lives that cannot well disgrace thy page ; 
Describe whom every nobler virtue curses, 
^ pair who mump with millions in their 

purses. 
If loftier subjects thy ambition call, 
Descant upon the giants of GuUdhall. 


ELECT TO APOLIXX 

The Poet coroplaineth of the Cruelty of 
Authors, Authoresses, and the Blue- 
Sioaking Club. 

6&BAT are my enemiei in trade, God 
knows ! 
There's not a poet but would stop my 
note; 
With such a world of spite their venom 
flows. 
With such good-will the knaves could 
cut my throat 

Tet how have I offended, Phosbus, say, 
To get so much ill-blood, such cursing 
looks? 
Is it because my more ambitious lay 
Disdains to visit trunk-makers and 
cook«? 

To go with them to grocers, and to men 
who fortune in that weed tobacco see ; 

From thence come deeply laden back agen. 
With sugar, pigtail, pepper, and rappee ? 

The man of words, of stilt-snpported 
phrase. 
The glistering Hayley seems whate'er I 
write; 
This will-o'wisp of verse disdains my lays ; 
Tales, odes, nor Lousiads yield the least 
delight! 

So epftly, yet in ware so humbly dealing ! 

So classically tasteless I big with nought ! 
So tender, yet so destitute of feeling ! 

So sentimental, too, without a thought ! 

I see the band of Blue-stockings arise, 

Historic, critic, and poetic dames ! 
This lifts her palms, and that her marvel- 
ling eyes, 
And squeaks, ** The fellow's stuff should 
feel the flames ; 

" Such is the way his works should come 
tolijfht:"— 
Thus rau those dames of classic erudi- 
tion: 
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Thus, leagued with wit, unmerciful they 
bite 
Thy favourite bard, O PhoBbus, and phy- 
aioian! 

And now I hear a score in union bawl— 
f' '* In cold contempt shall poor Piozzi sigh ? 
Miss Hannah More into oblivion fall ? 
Dear Mistress Montague neglected lie ? 

'' Those rich Corinthian pillars of the club, 
Sink to the ground so vile, with dust be- 
spread; 

Whilst he, of motley poetry the Scrub,* 
Erects, Colossus-like, his brazen head ! 

** Oh ! let the scullion use his vapid book, 
Instead of dishdouts, when her hands 
she wipes : 

Oh! let the kindled leaves assist the cook, 
And of old washerwomen light the 


pipes 


i»» 


Thus in m^ condemnation all agree, 
The mighty cloud-capped petticoaied 
. wise; 


* The Poet here flmcirally allodeth to Mr Serab, 
the servant of all work, in Farquliar's play of the 
Beaiu Btratacom. 


Whilst pleased (as conscious of the just da* 
cree) 
In proud disdain their snuff-clad noses 
rise! 

The Misses sad of elegy, ray foes, 
Say my rude genius wants Uie genuine 
fire; 
Bald all my rhymes, my verses measured 
prose, 
That bears would bettor touch the Muse's 
lyre. 

The riddle and conundrum-mongers eryi 
*< Pshaw! damn hislyrioodesandsatiresal]; 

His strength in fields Diarian dares he try ? 
Soon would (he almanack record hie 
fall I" 

Thus with dread voice my enemies ex- 
claim. 
Thus am I doomed to gulp the bitter pill ! 
Themselves, *^ fitir traders of the mount," 
they name, 
But mo a smuggler on thy sacred hill ! 

God of lis lyrics, shall I rouse my rhyme. 
Confound the gang, and vindicate invlay; 

Or calmlv leave them to devouring Time, 
Who dines upon such witlings everyday? 


ODE UPON ODE; 


OK 


A PEEP AT ST JAMES'. 


Jofli u the maggot bitei, I take my wajr— 

To painters now my eoart reapectful pay } 

Now (ever welcome !) on the Muee'i wingi, 

Drop in at Windsor, on the beet of kings ; 

Now, at 8t lames*, al>out Handel prate. 

Hear odes, see lords and 'squires, and smile at state. 


PROEMIUM. 

Khow, reader, that the lanreat's poet sub- 
lime 

in destined to record, in tunefol rhyme, 
The deeds of British monarchs, twice a 
year; 

If i^eat — ^how happy is the tunefol 
tongae ! 

If pitiful — (as ShaJkspeare says) the 
son^ 
'' Mast suckle fools, alkd chronicle small 
beer." 

Bat bards mast take the uphill with the 
down ; 
Kin^ cannot always oracles be hatohingr: 
Maff^ts are oft the tenants of a crown — 
Therefore, like those in cheese, not 
worth the catching. 

O ffentle reader ! if, by God's good grace, 
Or (what's more sought) good interest at 
court, 

Thou gett'st, of lyric trumpeter, the place, 
Andbundreds are, like gudgeoiis, gap- 
ing for't ; 

Hear! (at a palace if thou mean'st to 
thrive) 

And of a stanch old coachman learn to 
dri?e. 

Whene'er employed to celebrate a king, 
Let fancy lend thy mose her loftiest 

wing — 
Stan with thy minstrelsy th' affrighted 

sphere ; 


Bid thy voice thander like a hundred bat- 
teries ; 

For common sounds, conveying common 
flatteries. 
Are zephyrs whispering to the royal ear. 

Know— glutton-like, on praise each mon- 
arch crams : 
Hot spices suit alone their pampered na- 
ture: 
Alas! the stomach, parched by boming 
drams* 
With mad-dog terror starts at simple wa- 
ter. 

Fierce is each rojral mania for applause ; 
And, as a horse-pond, wide are monarch 
maws,— 
Formed, therefore, on a pretty ample scale : 
To sound the decent^ne^^yrio note, 
To pour the modest nattenes down their 
throat, 
Were offering shrimps for dinner to a 
whale. 

And mind, whene'er thou strik'st the lyre 

to kings, 
To touch to Abigails of courts the 
strings; 
Give the queen's toad-eater a handsome sop, 
And swear she always has more grace 
Than even to sell the meanest place — 
Swear, too, the woman keeps no title-shop ; 

Sells, not, like Jews in Paul's Church-Tard, 

their ware, 
Who on each passenger for custom stare ; 
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And, in the happv tonea of traffic, cry, 
^^Shiar! vat y<m luy, Sker f'-^Madam J vat 
you buy f" 

ThQ8| reader, ends the prolo^e to my ode! 
The true-bred courtier* wonder whiUt I 
preach— 
And, with grave visarda, and atretehed 
eyea to God, 
ProBoance my aermon a moat impiona 
speech. 
With all my apirit— let them damn mylaya— 
A courtier a caraea are exalted praiae. 


I BIAS a atartled moraliat exclaim, 
<* Fie, Peter, Peter ! fie for shame ! 
Such counael disagrees with my digestion.'* 
Well ! well then, my old Socratea, to 

pleaae thee, 
Yuft much Fm willing of thy qoalma to 
eaae thee, 
I'll nobly take the other aide the queation. 

Par sxtmple : 

Fair praiae ia aterling gold— ail ahould de- 
aire it- 
Flattery, baae coin— a cheat upon the 
nation : 
And yet our vanity doth much admire it, 
And really givoa it all ita circolation. 

Flattery'a a aly inainuating acrew— 
The world — a bottle of tokay ao fine— 

The engine always can ita cork aubdae. 
And make an eaay priaoner of the wine. 

Flattery'a an ivy wriggling round an oak — 
Thia oak ia ofCan honeat blunt John Bull — 

Which ivy would ita great supporter choak, 
Whilst John (so thick the walla of his 
dark akull) 

Deema it a preUy ornament, and atruta— 

Till Maater Ivy creeps into John'a guts ; 

And givea poor thougfatleaa John a aet of 

Sripea: 
, ke an organ, opening all hia pipea, 
John roara ; and, when to a consumption 

drained, 
Finda ont the knave hia folly entertained. 

Priuae ia a modeat unaaauming maid. 

As simply aa a Quaker-beauty dreaaed :— 
No ostentation here— no vain parade : 
Sweet nymph ! and of the aweeteat worda 
poaaeaaed; 
Yet, heard with reverence when ahe al- 
ienee breaka. 
And dignifiea the man to whom ahe apeaka 


Flattery'a a pert French milliner— a jade 
Covelred with rouge, and flauntingly ar- 
rayed— 
Makea aaucy love to every man ahe meeta, 
And offera even her favoura in the atreeta. 

And yet, inatead of meeting public hiasea- 
Divines so grave— philoaophera can bear 

her; 
What'a stranger attll, with childiah rap* 
ture hear her ; 
Nay, court the amiUng harlot'a very kiaaea. 


AN ODE. 

Rich aa Dutch eargoea from the frag- 
rant Eaat, 
Or cuatard-pudding at a city feaat, 
Tom*8 incense greets hia aovereign'a hun- 


gry noae : 


For, Dating birth-day torrenta from Par- 

nassua. 
And new-year'a apriug-tide of divine 

molaaaea. 
Fame, in a acanty rill to Windaor flowa ! 

» 
Poeta (quoth tuneful Tom), in ancient 

timea. 
Delighted all the country with their 
rh^es ; — 
Sung knighta and barbed ateeda with va- 
lour big ;— 
Knighta who encountered witohea, mur- 
dered wizarda, 
Flogged Pagana till they grumbled in 
their jp^izzarda : 
Roguea! with no more religion than a 
pig:— 

Knighta who illumined unbelieving souls 
Through pretty little well -formed eyeletr 

noles, 
By pioua pikea, and godly lances made—^ 
Tools ! that worked wondera in the holy 

trade; 

With battle-axea fit to knock down bulla. 
And therefore qualified (I wot) full well, 
With force, the aacred oraelea to tell 

Unto the thickeat unbelieving akulla : — 

Knighta, who, ao famona at the game of 

tourney. 
Took boldly to the Holy-Land a journey, 
To plant, with aworda, in hearta, the goa- 

pel-aeeda; 
Juat aa we hole for cucumbera, hot beda, 
Or pierce the boibm of the auUen eartit, 
To give to radiahea or oniona birth : 
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— Knif bu, who, when tumbled on the 
huatile field, 

And to an enemy obliged tojield, 
Could neither leg, nor arm, nor neck, nor 
nob atir : 

Poor deFik! who, like alligatora hack- 
ed, ~ 

At length by hammen, hatchets, sledges, 
cracked ; 
Were dragged from coats of armour— like 
a lobster. 

Great (says the laareat) were the poet's 
puffings % 

On idle daring red-cross raggamuffins, 
Who for tlieir childishness deserred a 
birch : 
Qnoth Tom, A worthier subject, now, 

thank God ! 
.Inspires the lofty dealer in the ode. 
Than blockheads battling for old mother 
church. 

TimM (quoth our courtly bard) are al- 
tered quite-^ 
The poet scorns what charmed of yore 
the sight — 
Goths, women, Vandals, castles, horses, 
mares: 
The poliihed poet of the present day, 
Doth in his tasty shop display. 
Ah f vastly prettier-coloured wares. 

—The poet '' moulds his harp to matters 
mild," 

Quoth Tom — ^to monarch, who, with rap- 
ture wild, 

Hear their own praise with mouths of 
gaping wonder, 

And catch each crotchet of the birth-day 
thunder : 

CroU^hets that scorn the praise of common 
folly— 

Though not most mtisical — most melan- 
choly : 

Ah ! crotchets doomed to charm our ears 
no more. 

Although by Mr Parsons set in score. 

Drear and eternal silence doomed to 

keep. 
Where the dark waters of oblivion sleen— 
To speak in humbler English— doomea to 

rest. 
With court addresses, in a musty chest 

Tet all the lady amateurs declared,' 
They wen th»ehui>>uic-.t things they 
ever heard : 
As for example— all the angels Gideons — 


That is, my ladv, and her daughters fair, 
With coal-black eye-brows, and sweet 
Hebrew air — 
The lovely produce of the two religions. 

Thus, in their virtues, greyhounds best suc- 
ceed, 

When sportsmen very wisely erose th^ 
breed: 

And thus, with nobler lustre, shines the 
fowl 

Begot between a game-hen and an owl. 

Sir Sampson too declared, with voice di- 
vine, 
** Dot thinee he luf Utm Ckreeatian, and 
eat hog, 
He nebber did hear moathie hdffehojine ; 
Jfo! nMer Mace he life the ahioMf- 
gogue," 

His Grace of Queensbury, too, with eyes 
though dim, 
And one deaf ear, was there in wonder 
drowned ! 
Listening, in attitude of Corporal Trim, 
He raised his thin gray curl to catch the 
sound: 

Then swore the airs would never meet 

their matches. 
But in his own immortal glees and catches ; 
Yet were those crotchets all condemned to 

rest 
In the dark bosom of a musty chest! 

Crotchets that formed into so sweet an air. 
As charmed my Lady Mayoreas and Lord 

Mayor ; 
Who thought (and really they were true 

believers ; 
The music equalled marrow-bones and 

cleavers. 

Strains I that the reverend bishops had no 

qualms 
In saying, that they equalled David*s 

Psalms : 
But not surpassed, in melody, the bell 
That mournful soundeth an archbishop's 

knell : 
Strains ! that Sir Joseph Mawbey deemed 

• divine. 
Sweet as the quavers of his Attest swine. 

Even great Lord BrudenellV self admired 

the strain, 
In all the tuneful agonies of pain ; 

« A prodlfioQs gnat amataer— Without his 
lordship there can ba no raheanal. 
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WhO| winking, beata with daok*likd«nodi 

the time, 
And called the music and the worda aub- 

lime. 

Too, all the other lonla, with plaadita 

Bwarminff, 
Cried bravo! bniToi charming! bravo! 

charming I 
And majeaty itaelf, to muaic bred, 
PronoaDced it " Very, very good, indeed !" 
Indulging, p'rhapa, tae very natural dream, 
That all ita charma were owing to the 

theme. 

Not, but aome amall degree of harmleea 

pleasure 
» Mi|^ht in the brace of reyal bosoms rise, 
To thmk' they heard .it without waste of 

treasure : 
As sixpences are lovely in their eyea, 

A few months since, I heard a forward 

dame 
Thus, in a tone of impudence, exclaim — 
" Good God ! how kinga and queens a aong 

adore ! 
With what delight they order an encore ! 
When that same song, encored, for nothing 

flows ! 
This Madam Mara to her sorrow knowa.*' 

<< To Windsor, several tunea, and ^eke to 

Kow, 
The royal mandate Madam Mara drew. 
No cheering drop was Mara asked to sip — 
No bread was offered to her quivering Up : 
Though faint, she waa not suffered to sit 

down — 
Heaven help the goodness— grandeur of 

the crown ! 

" Now tell me, ladies, will it be believed. 
How much for song and chaise-hire she 
received ? 
•*How much, pray think ye?" — Fifty 

guineaa— '^ No." — 
Most surely, forty.—" No, no."— Thirty . 
— " Poh ! 
Pray, ladies, guess in reason— come, 
again."— 
Alaa I you jeer us — twenty, at the least ; 
No man could ever be so great a beast, 
As not to give her twenty for her pain. — 
"To keep you, then, no longer in sus- 
pense. 
For Madam Mara's chaise-hire and sweet 
note. 
Out of their wonderful benevolence, 
^Their bounteous majesties gave — not a 
groat." 


" Ay !" cried a second slanderer, with a 

aneer, 
" I know a. story like it— Tou shall hear— 
Poor Mra Siddons, she was ordered out, 
To wait upon their majestiea, to apout — 
To read old Shakspeare's Jis jfou Wee it, to 

'em; 
And how to mind their ttopa ahd commas 

show 'em. 
" She read, and spouted— almost lost her 

breath— 
And, standing all the time, was tired to 

death; 
Whilst both their majesties, in royal style. 
At perfect ease were sitting all the while. 
Nor offered to her was one drop of beer. 
Nor wine, nor chocolate, her heart to 

cheer : 
Ready to drop to earth, she must have 

aunk. 
But for a child, that at the hardship 

shrunk — 
A little prince, who marked her situation. 
Thus, pitying, poured a tender exclama- 
tion : 

" La ! Mrs Siddons is quite faint, indeed. 
How pale! Tm aure she cannot longer 

read *, 
She somewhat wants, her spirits to repair, 
And would, I'm sure, be happy in a chair. 

What followed? "Why, the royal pair 

arose, 
Surly enough — one fairly may suppose ; 
And to a room adjoining made retreat. 
To let her, for one minute, steal a seat 

" At length the actress ceased to read and 
spout 
Where generosity's a crying ain : 
Her courtesy dropped— was nodded to— 
came out — 
So rich !"— How rich ?— " Aa rich as she 
went in." 

Such are the stories twain — Why, grant 

the fact. 
Are princea, pray, like common folks to 

act? 

Should Mara call it crueltv, and blame 
Such royal conduct, I'd cry. Fie upon 
her! 

To Mrs Siddons freely say the same — 
Sufficient for such people is the honour ! 

Eveii I, the bard, expect no gifts from 

kings, 
Although I'vek said of them such handsome 

things-* 


PETER PINDAR. 


335 


Naj, not their eye'i attention^ whose bright 

ray 
Would, like the sun, illumine my poor lay : 
And, like the sun, so kind to procreation, 
Increase within my brain the maggot na- 
tion. 
So much for idle tales. — Now, muse, thy 

strain 
Digressive, turn to drawing-rooms again. 

There, too, was Pitt, who scraped and 

bowed to ground. 
And whispered majesty, 'twas yastly 

fine;— 
Then wished such harmony could once be 

found 
Where he, each day^ was treated like a 

swine 
By that arch-fiend, Charles Fox, and his 

vile party — 
Villains! in nought but black rebellion 

hearty; 

Fellows ! who had the impudence to place 
The sacred sceptre underneath the mace. 
And twisted ropes, with malice disappoint- 
ed, 
To hamper or to hang the Lord's Anoint- 
ed. 

To whom a certain sage so earnest cried, 
" Don't mind—don't mind— the rogues 
their aim have missed — 
Don't fear ^onr place, >rhi1st I am well 
supplied— 
But mind the poveKy of civil list 

" Swear that no king's so poor upon the 

globe : 
Compare me — ^yes, compare me to poor 

Job. 
The House will credit thee— I know tiie 

ninnies ; 
And wife and I are fond of bags of guineas. 


'*What, what, Fitt— hef wo must have 

t'other grantr— 
What; what ? Ton know that B— , my old 

, dead aunt, 
Left not a sixpence, Pitt, these eyes to 

bless, , 
Bat firom the pariah saved that fool at 

Hesse. 

" Bat mind me — h», to plague her heart 
when dying, 
I was a Nimrod still— a constant bant- 
er! 

And when in state as dead's a mackerel 

I did not care a button for the banter. 


" And three days after my old aunt was 
dead, 
Which some folks thought prodigiously 
profane, 
I took it — yes — I took it in my head, 
To order Sir John Brute at Drury-lane.' 

" Had she respected me, I do aver, 
i should have staid at home, and thought 
of her." 

Lord Rochford, too, the gentle youth ! was 
there, 
Whose nwoei falsetto voice is often sport- 
ed 
In glees and catches; so that all who 
hear, 
Believe a pretty senUvir imported. 

Tet was there one who mach the day de- 
cried — 
Old Lady Mary Dancan, (says report). 

" What, no dear, dear eastrato here !" she 
sighed, 
" Whv then — pox take the voices and 
the court ; 

Then Lord have mercy on. my tortured 
ears, 

And shield me from tiie shouts of such he- 
bears. 

" Where, where is Pacchierotti*s Heart-felt 
Strain f 
Where Rubinelli's sostemUo note ? 
That tickled oft my sighing soul to pain, 
That bade my senses in Elysium float ? 
A vaunt ! you vile black-bearded rogues-^ 

avaunt ! « 

'Tie smoother chins, and sweeter tones I 
want" 

Mv Lord of £xeter was also there ; 
Who, marvelling, cocked his time discern- 
ing ear 
To strains that did such honour to a 
throne : 
There Uxbridge taught the audience how 

to think ; 
With much significant and knowing 
wink. 
And speeches clad in wisdom's eritic 
tone; 
Who look'd musicians throagh with half- 
shut eyes ; — 
Most solemn, most chromatically wise I 
Sandwich, the glory of each jovial meet- 

This fiddler now — now that, so kindly 
greeting. 
Appeared, and shrewdly poured his hahs 
and hams ; 
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Great tn tattoo, my lord, and cron*hand 

roll ; 
Great in the Dead-march-ftroke snbliine 
of Seal; 
He beats Old Ashbridge* on the kettle- 
drams. 

What pity ! to our military host, 

That sacn a charming drnmmer shoold be 

lost! ^ 
And feel, through life, his glories over* 

cast 
At that doll Board,t where, never could 

he learn, 
Of ships, the difference between stem 

and stern, 
Hen-coops and boats, the rudder and the 

mast 

Say— 'midst the tuneful tribe was Ed- 
mund Burke ? 
No !— Mun was cutting out for Hastings, 
work! 
Writing to Cousin Will and Co., to league 
em 
Against that rogue, who, like a raffian, 

rose, 
And tweaked a bnlse of jewels from the 
nose 
Of dames, in India, christened Manny Be- 
gum. 

Edmund! who formerly looked fierce as 

Grimbald 
On that most horrid imp Sir Thomas Rum- 
bold, ' 
Vowed, like a sheep, to flea that eastern 
• thief;-* 

Till stranffe good fortune opened Ed- 
mund s eyes : 
Oh! then he heard of innocence the 
cries. 
And, like Jew-converts, damned his old 
beUef. 

Yet, let s6me praise for Mun's conversion 
pass 

To that great wonder-worker, Saint Don- 
das. 

Edmund! who battled hard for Powell's 
life, 
And swore no man, in virtae, e*er went 
fbrther ; 
To prove which oath, this Powell took a 
knife, 
And made the world believe it, by self- 
marther. 


• A kettle^lnullOltr of great note, 
t Adflilnlty. 


Reader— eoppose I give thee a small ode 

Made when vile Tippoo Saib in triumph 
rode, * 

And played the devil on our Indian bord- 
ers. 

In person, or by vile Satanic orders: 

When Mr Burke, so &mous for fine 
speeches. 
From trope to trope, a downright rabbit, 
skipping, 
Meant, scnool-boy-like, to take down Hast- 
ing' breeches, 
And give the noble governor a whip- 
pmg ? 

If rightly, reader, I translate thy phis. 
Thou smil'st consent — I thank thee — Here 

It IS. 

But mark my cleanliness ere I begin : 
Know, I've not caught the itch of party-* 

sin. 
To Pitt, or Fox, I never did belong: 
Truth, truth I seek^so help me god of 
song! 

» 
P'rhaps to a heathen oath thou mayst de» 

mur : 
Well then— suspicion that I may'nt in- 
cur. 
But, like a Christian swear^I do not 
sham— ' 
Bv all the angels of yon lofty sky. 
Where burning seraphims and oherube 
cry, 
I'm of no party— curse me if I am ! 

By all tiioee wonder-monger saints and 

martyrs 
Cut, for the love of God, in halves and 

quarters ; 
By each black soul in purgatory frying ; 
By all those whiter souls, though we 

can't see 'em, 
Singing their Af-Mwrv and Ts Deacm 
On yon bright clouds— I swear I am not 

lying. 

No ! fi«e as air the Muse shall spread her 

wing. 
Of whom, and when, and what she pleases 

sing: 
Though privy councils, jealous of her note, 
Prescribed, of late, a h Jter for her throat. 

Let folly spring— my eagle, falcon, kite. 
Hawk— satire— what yon will— shall mark 

her flight; 
Through huts or palaces ('tis just the same) 
With equal rage, puisne the panting game ; 
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And lay (by princea, or by peaiaiiU, brad) 
Low at the owner*f feet, the cackoo dead. 


ODE TO EDMUND. 

Much edified am I b^ EdmuDd Burke ! 
Well-pleased X lee-his patriot-mouth at 
work, 
Grindinjf away for poor Old England's 
^ood. 
He gives of Elocution such a foast ! 
He tells of such vile doings in the East! 
And fights, as 'twere, for his own flesh and 
hlood. 

Shroff, Chauty Laek, Omra, Dustuek, Jfabob, 

BundtTf 
Crore, Choultry, Btgumf leave his lips in 

thunder. 

With matchless pathos, Man describes 

the gag. 
Employed by that vile son of Hyder 
Naig, 
Named Tippoo. — Gags! that British mouths 
detest. 
Occasioned partly by that man so sad, 
That Hastings!-— oh! deserving all 
that's bad— 
That villain, murderer, tyrant, dog, wild- 
beast! 

Poor Edmund sees poor Britain's setting 
sun ; 

Poor Edmund groans, — and Britain is un- 
done ! 

Reader ! thou hast, I do presume, 
(God knows though) been in a snug 
room, 
By coals or wood made comfortably warm ; 
And often fancied that a storm without 

Hath made a diabolic rout 

Sunk ships—tore trees up— done a world 
of harm. 

Tes ! thou bast lifted up thy tearful eyes. 
Fancying thou heardst of mariners the 

cries; 
And sighed, '^ How wretched now must 

thousands be ! 
Oh! how 1 pity the poor souls at sea!" 
When lo ! this dreadful tempest,, and his 

roar, 
A zephyr — in the key 'hole of the door! 

Now, may not Edmund's bowlings be a sigh 
Pressing through Edmund's lungs tor 
loaves and fishes, 
28 


On which he long hath looked with long- 
ing ey^, 
To fill poor Edmund's not o'erbordened 
dishes? 
Give Man a sop— -forgot will be complaint^ 
Britain be safe, and Hastings prove a saint. 


Now for the drawing-room— O muse so 

madding, 
Delighted in digression to be gadding* 


Hampden and Fortescue (brave names!) 

attended— 
The last, in catches, wonderfully mended. 
The lovely Lady Clarges, too, was there, 

To all the graces as to music born ; 
Whose note so sweetly melting soothes the 
earl 
Soft as the robin's to the blosh of morn ! 

There, too, the rare moUdi-gamba Pratt, 
Whose fingers fair, the strings so nicely pat. 
And bow, that brings out sounds unknown 

at Babel— 
Though not so sweet as those of Mr Abel. 

Dear maid ! the daughter of that prince of 
PratU, 
Who music eoru as well as law ; and 

swears 
The girl shall scrub no soul's but Han- 
del's airs, 
To whom be thinks our great composers, 
cats. 

Id est, Sacchini, Hayden, Bacch, and 

Gluck, 
And twenty more, who never had the 

luck, 
To please the nicer ears of some crowned 

folk; 
Ears, that, like other people's, though 

they grow. 
Poor creatares! really want the eense to 

know 
Psalm-tunes, so mournful, from the old 

Black Joke. 

That musty music-hunter too— Afii#. D. 

Much travelled Burney, came to bear and 
see; 

He, in his tour, who found such great pro- 
tectors — 

Kings, queens, dukes, margraves, margra- 
vines, electors. 

Who asked the doctor many a gracious 
question, ^ 

And treated him with marv^Uoas hospi- 
Ulity ; 
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GaetaiDg he had ai clever a diction * 
For meat and drink, as mosie of rare 
quality.— 

Not with much glee the doctor heard the 

ode, 
But turned his disappointed eyes to God ; 
And wished it his own setting, with a 
sigh !— 
For, ere to Salisbury's house the doctor 

came^ 
To get, as ode-setter, enrolled his name — 
Behold ! behold the wedding was gone by. 

Ah ! how unlucky that the prize was lost ! 
Parsons, who daring, dashed through 

thick and thin— - 
Eclipse the second !— got like lightning 
in^ 
When Bumey just had reached the dis- 
tance post. 

Yet, gentle muse, let candour this allow. 
That, though his heart was mortified enow. 
The doctor did his riTal's art admire. 
And owned his maiden crotchets full of 

fire — 
Crotchets I though sweet— alas ! condemned 

to lie 
Hid, like most royal virtues, from our eye ! 

Crotchets, that songful Mr Parsons ties 
• To Tom's big phrase, to make sublimer 

cries: 
Thrice happy union to entrance the soul ! 
How like the notes of cats, a vocal pair, 
By bojjrs (to catch their wild and mingled 
air) 
Tied tail ^to tail, and thrown across a 
pole I 

But where was great Sir Watkyn all 

this time ? 
Why heard he not the air and lofty 
rhyme ? 
The sleek Welsh deitv, who music knows— 
The Alexander of the Tottenham troops,* 
Who, tutored by his stampings, nods, 
grunts, whoops. 
Do wondrous execution with their bows ? 

Sir Watkyn, deep in dismal dudgeon gone, 
Far in his Cambrian villat sat alone : 
To Mrs Walsinghamt he scrubbed his base. 
Whilst anger swelled the volume of his 
ftce 

• BIf Watkyn ig a mtmber of the Anctent Mu- 
sic Concert in Tottenham-Street, and mucb at- 
tended to both for tale art and Mience. 

t Wynnestay. 

% The quarrel between the Knight and the 


Flaming, like sons of London in a fb^ ; 

Of Mrs Walsingham he sung with ire ; 

His eyes as red as ferret's eyes, with fire ; 
His mighty soul for vengeance all agog. 

Achilles thus, affronted to the beard, 
His sledge like fist o'er Agamemnon 
reared. 
And down his throat'WMild fiun his words 
have rammed ; 
Who, afler oaths (a pretty decent vollev,) 
And rating lon^fthe monarch for his fojly, 
Informed the king of men he might bo 
damned ; 
Then to his tent majesticstrode, to strum, 
And scrape his anger out on tweedle- 
dum. 

• 

" He moulds his harp," quoth Tom, '< to 
manners mild;" 

To kings, for babe-like manners, simple 
styled. 
And graced with virtues that would fill a 
tun: 

To him the poet humbly makes a leg. 

Who, gooee-liko, brooding o'er the fa- 
vourite egg 
Of genius, gives the phosniz to the sun. 

To him, who for such eggs is always 

watching. 
And never more delighted than when 
hatching : 
Which makes the number offered to the sun 
So vast !— why , verily as thick as peas, 
That people may collect with equal ease, 
A thousand noble instances, as one. 

What numbers wisdom to his care hath 

given ! 
All hatched — some living— others gone 

to Heaven : 
Thus, in the pinnick's* nest the cuckoo 

lays. 
Then, easy as a Frenchman, takes her 

flight :— 
Due homage to the eggs the pinnick pays. 
And brings the little lubbers into light. 

"The modem poet sings," quoth Tom 
again, 
" Of monaiohs, who, with economic fuiy, 
Force all the tuneful world to Tottenham- 
lane, 
And lock up all the doors of harmless 
Drury.'^t ' 

Lady was a wonderihl one— TanUuu mnimu e«- 
UttUus ifw 1 

* A bird so called In tome conntriee, that at- 
tends upon the wise bird, and feeds him. 

t The onuorfoe were to have been performed 
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Saji why this eone on Drory's harmless 
door, • 
That thos, in anger, majesty shoald lock 
it? 

Mnse,are the Tottenham-street sabscribers 
poor? 
Will Drury keep some pence from Tot- 
tenham's pocket? 

Doth threatening bankruptcy extend a 
gloom 

O'er the prond walls of Tottenham's regal 
room? 

i^erchance, 'tis Blara's song that gives of- 
fence \ 
Bine iUm LaeryvMt /—Oh dear ! — oh dear ! 
The song that once could charm the rpyal 
sense, 
Delights, alas ! no more the royal ear. 
Gods ! can a guinea deaden every note, 
And make a nightingale's a raven's throat? 

But let me give his majesty a hint, 
Fresh from my brain's prolific mint — 
Suppose we amateurs should, in a fury, 
Just take it in our John-Bull heads to say 
(And io ! 'tis very probable we may,) 
" We will have oratorios at Drury ?' 

How must he look ? — Blank— wonderfoUy 

blank ; 
And think such speech an insult on his 

rank: 
What could he do ? oppose with ire so hot ? 
I think his majesty had better not ! 

Kings should be never in the wrong*— 
They never are,some wise acres declare.— 

at Droiy-laDe, thii year, nnder the condact of Mr 
Unley and Dr Arnold.— Madame Mara waa to 
baye exhibited her amazing powera. This woald 
have been a death-etroke to the pigmy perform- 
ance In Tonenbam-Court Bead. How abonld the 
plgmT be saved ?— By killing the Giant :-«id lo ! 
his death-wanant hath been signed.— By what 

S^wer of constitution? None! Can the Grand 
onafque do more ? ^:aiUfwd ddtrant fges, pltc- 
timtur Jtckiti. 

* Yet let DsglTe an Inalanee of wrong proceed- 
legs.— A certain king and queen, instead of having 
concerts at their palace, In the 4tyle of other prhices, 
such as the king of France, the emperor, the em- 
press of Russia, Itc have entered Into a private 
Bttbscriptlon for a concert in a pitiAd street.— They 
pay their six guineas a-piece : and, what Is more 
extraordinary, get In their children, as we are told, 
gratis! What is still more extraordinary, they have 
entered Into a bond for borrowing two thousand 

Sunds for putting the house into a decent repair; 
for the reception of the king of the Hiat empire 
upon earth. Of whom has this money been bor- 
rowed ?— Marrelling reader ! of the poor musicians' 
ftind !— which money might have been placed out at 
a much superior advantage. Let me add, that the 
subscribers order a Ibrmal rehearsal previous to 
every coaceit; so that. In ihct, they get a double 


Poh! such a speech may do for birth-day 
song 
But makes us philosophic people stafe ! 

I know a certain owner of a crown, 
Not quite a hundred miles from Windsor 
town, 
Who harboured, of his neighbour, horrid 

notions— 
A widow gentlewoman, who, he said, 
Popped from her window every day her 
head 
Impertinent, to watcbJiis royal moUons. 

« What? what?" quoth majesty, <<ril 

teach her ejres 
To take mv motions hy surprise-— 
One cannot breakfast, dme, drink tea, nor 

sup. 
But, whip ! the woman's head at once is 

out, 
To see and hear what we are all about:— 
I'll cure her of that trick— and block her 

up. 

Mad as his military grace* 
For fortifying every place, 
From dockyards to a necessary house 
The monarch dreamed of ncihing but the 

wall— 
The saucy spy in petticoats to maul. 
And make her eagle pride crawl like a 
louse. 

Now workmen came, with formidable 

stones, 
To block up the poor widow Jones — 
Who marked this dread blockade, and with 
a frown— 
And to the cause of freedom true- 
One of the old hen's chicks so blue, 
Fast as the king built up, the dame pulled 
down. I 

'Twas up— 'twas down — 'twas up again— 
'twas down — 
Much did the country with this battle 

ring, 
Between the valiant widow and the king. 
That admiialion raised in Windsor town : 

The mighty battling Broughtons and the 

Slacks. 
Ne'er knew more money betted on their 

backs. 


concert for their money i— undoubtedly, to the vast 
sattslkction of the fingers of the happy Cramer, 
Borghl, Shield, Cervetto, fcc who, in this Instance, 
earn their money not v«ry unlike the patient ana 
laborious animal called a drayhorse. 
* DukenfBichmond. 
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Sin;, heavenly nmae, how ended thie af- 
fray : 
Jiiet as it happen*, faitfai nine times in 

ten, 
When damee ao epiriied engage with 
men — 
That ii — the Taliant widow won the day. 

The king conid not the woman maul ; 

Bat found himaelf moet shamefolly de- 
feated ; 

Then, very wisely, he retreated, 
And, very pradently , gave np the waU. 

Now sing, O mnse, the warlike amma- 

nition 
Used by the dame in her besieged eou' 
dition. 
That on the boet of vile invaders flow : 
Say, did no god nor goddess cry out. 

Shame ! 
And nobly hasten to relieve the dame 
From such a resolute and hostile crew ? 

Yes — Neptune, like her guardian angel, 

kind, 
Joined the poor widow Jones, and ran 

up stairs ; 
Then fiercely caught up certain earthen 

wares. 
And, pleased his fhvourite element to find. 
Bid, on their heads, the. briny torrents 

flow. 
And washed, like shagSi the combatants 

below. 

The goddess Cloacina too, so hearty. 

Rushed to the widow's house, and joined 
the party ; 
But say, what ammunition filled her hand. 

Much glory for the widow to acquire. 

To bid the enemy retire. 
And gi^e to public scorn the daring band ? 

• 

What that strong ammunition was, the 
bard 
Heard as a secret— therefore most not 
tell: 
Nor would he for a thousand pounds re- 
ward, 
To beaux reveal it, or the sweetest belle. 
Tet nature possibly hath made a snonty 
Blessed witn sagacity to smell it out 

Reader, don't stand so, staring like a 

calf— 
Thy gaping attitude provokes my laugh — 
Thou think'st that monarchs never can act 

ill: 
Get thy head shaved, poor fool ! or think 

sostUl. 


Whether thou deem'st my story &lse or 
true, 
I value not a rush. 
Wilt have another ?— << No"— Nay , pr'y thee 
do. 
" I wont."— Thou sbalt, by Heavens I so 
pr'ythee hush I 

But ere I give the tale,* my tuneful bride, 
My lady muse, shall talk of Kings and pride. 

Some kings on thrones are children on the 

lap — 
Children, that all of us see every day- 
Brats that kick, squall, and quarrel with 

their pap, 
Tearing, and swearing they will have 

their way : 
And what, too, their great reputation rifles, 
Kings quarrel, just like children, about 

trifles. 

Moreover— 'tis a terrible affair 

For kingly worship to be kicked by fel- 
lows 
Who probably feed half their time on air, 

Mending old kettles or old bellows. 

My Lady Pride's a very lofty being. 

Much pleased with people's scraping, 
bowing, kneeling. 
Fruitful in egotisms, ana full of brags— 

Her ladyship in nought can brook denial ! 

And, as for insult, 'tis a killing trial, 
And more especially from men of rags. 

For pride, such is her stateliness, alas ! 
Rather than feel the kickings of an ass, 
Would calmly put up with a leg of horse ! 
Though pelting her with fifty times the 

force : 
Nay, though her brains came out upon the 

ground. 
Were brains within her head-piece to be 

found. 


AN APOLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT. 


TO ODB VFOR ODB. 


The bard whose verw can charm the bast of kiafi, 
Peribnnetii moat eztiaordinary things I 


Readkm, I solemnly protest 
I thought that I had worked up all my 
rhyme ! 

* Bee a Klnf aad a Briekmaker, p. 18. 
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What Btapid demon hath my brain posaesi- 
ed? 
1 pr'ythee pardon me this time. 

Afford thy patience thronj^h more ode : 
'Tb not a vaat extent of road ; 
Together let ui 'nllop then along : 

Moat nimbly ehall old Pegasnsy ray hack, 
stir. 
To drop the image — pr'ythee hear ray song, 

Some " more last words of Mr Baxter." 

A wondrous fryoorita with the tnnefal 

throng, 
Sublimely great are Peter's powers of song : 
His nerve of satire, too, so very tough, 
Strong without weakness, without sofuiess 

rough. 

What Horace said of streams in easy lay 
The marvelling world of Peter's tongue 

may say ; 
His tongue so copious in a flux of metre, 
< < Labitw et Labetur ! " 


ODE. 


World ! stop thy mouth — I am resolTed to 

rhyme, 
I cannot throw away a vein sublime : 

If I may take the liberty to brag, 
I cannot, like the fellow in the bible. 
Venting upon his master a rank libel. 

Conceal my talent in a rag. 
Kings must continue still to bo my theme — 
Eternally of kings I dream. 

As beggars every night, we mnst sup* 
pose, 
Dream of their vermin, in their beds ; 
Because, as every body knows, 
Such things are always running in their 
heads. 

Besides, were I to write of common folks. 
No soul would buy my rhymes so strange, 

and jokes ; 
Then what becomes of mutton, beef, and 

pork- 
How would my masticating muscles work ? 

Indeed, I dare not say they would bo idle, 
But, like my Pegasus' chops, so stout. 

Who plays and wantons, with his bridle. 
And nobly flings the foam about ; 

So mine would work — ** On what ?" my 

reader cries, 
With a stretched pair of unbelieving eyes — 


Heaven help thy most unpenetrating wit ! 
On a hard morsel — hunger's iron bit. 

By all the rhyming goddesses and gods 
I will — I must persist in odes— 

And not a power on earth shall hinder^- 
I hear both Universities* exclaim, 
** Peter, it is a glorious road to fame ; 

£i^^^ostomd^)is*- Well said, Pindar!" 

Tet some approach with apostolic face, 
And cry, '* O Peter, what a want of grace. 

Thus in thy rhymes to roast the king ! 
I roaat a king ! by Heavena, 'tis not a fact — 
I scorn the wicked and dialoyal actr— 

Who dares assert it, says a alanderous 
thing. 

Hear what I hare to say of kings— 

If, unsublime, they deal in childish things. 

And yield not, of reform, a ray of hope ; 
Each mightr monarch atrait appears to roe 
A roaster of himself— Fsto de ss— 

I only act as cook, and dish him op. 

Reader I another simile as rare— 
My verses form a sort of bill of fare. 
Informing guests what kind of flesh and 

fish 
Is to be found within each dish ; 
That eating people may not be mistaken, 
And take lor ortolan a piece of bacon. 

Whenever ihave heard of kings 
Who place in gossipping and news their 
pride. 
And knowing family concerns — mean 
things ! 
Very jodicioualy, indeed, I've cried, 
*' I wonder 
How their blind stars could make so gross 
a blunder ! 

" Instead of sitting on a throne 
In purple rich— a state so full. 

They should have had an apron on. 
And, seated on a three-legged stool. 

Commanded of dead hair, the sprigs 

To do their duty upon wigs. 

" By such mistakes is nature often foiled : 
Such improprieties should never spring — 

Thus a fine chattering barber may be spoil- 
ed. 
To make a most indifferent king." 

• 
* The violence of the Unlveraitlefl migbt sriae 
from hta majeaty'f aending the royal children to 
Germany for education : but have not their tatjttm- 
tiea amply made up that to Oxford, by a vialt 
there ? and la not Gambrldge to receive the aame 
honour? 
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«< Six, Sir !'* I hear the world exclaiin, 
'< At too high game you impndeDtlv aim — 
How dare yoa, with your jokes and gibos, 
l*read| like a horie, on kingly kibes ?" 

F<dkS| who can't see their errors, can't re- 
form: 
No plainer axiom ever came lirom mati : 
And 'tis a Christian's daty, in a storm, 

To save his sinking neighbour, if he can : 
Thus I to kings my odes of wisdom pen, 
Because your kings have souls like com- 
mon men* 

The bible warrants me to speak the truth — 
Nor, mealv-monthed, my tongue in si- 
lence Keep : 

Did not old Nathan tell that buckish youth, 
David the king, that he stole sheep ? 

Stole poor Uriah's little favourite lamb— 
A ewe^it chanced to be, and not a ram^ 
For had it been a ram, the rojral glutton 
Had never meddled with Uriah's mutton. 

What inodem courtier, pray, hath got the 
face 
To say to majesty,— <' O king ! 
At such a time, in such a place, 
. Too did a very foblish tning !" 
What courtier, not a foe to his own glory. 
Would publish of his king this simple ftory.* 


ODE TO A DISTRESSED BEAUTY. 

SwBST girl, forbear to droop thy head with 
shame. 
What though the parson did not tie the 
knot? 

* 8es the Apple^umpUngi and a King, p. 1<». 


What though the boy should come ?— be'll 

bring thee fame — 
The world's an ass, and custom is a sot- 
Hold up thy head, and meet mankind with 

pride, 
And throw thy blushes and thy fears aside. 

Eve had no parson— for no priest was Adam, 

And yet not out of countenance was Ma- 
dam*, 

Her modesty received no grievous shDcks ; 

When Master Cain was put upon the stocks ; 

Nor when, t' increase the number at lier 
table. 

She eat upon the frame of Master Abel. 

Once more, then, do not be afraid ; 

Without thy boy, a wonder may be miss- 
ing — 
A likeness of my charming maid. 

The boy may do a credit to thy kissii 


Thou putt'st me of the morning much in 

mind, 
Who seems afraid to peep upon mankind—* 
So slow her motions ! all so ver^ slow 1 
And then her cheeks so deep with crimson 

glow: 

But saib delivered of her boy, the sun, 
The lusty lad. so proud his race to run, 

Mounts hign, exulting in his birth ; 
Dries up her tears, her blushes puts to 

flight. 
Towers in bold triumph o'er the cloud of 
night. 
And pours a flood of radiance o'er the 
earth. 

Tlten let me kiss away thy tears— 
O! cease th^siflrhs,Vind be a happy mother; 

And when this chopping boy appears. 
Suppose we give the lad a little brother ? 


ODES TO KIEN LONG, 


♦ / 


THE PRESENT EMPEROR OP CHINA. 


A LETTER TO THE EMPEROR OF 

CHINA. 

Duer Kitn Long^ 
At lengfth an opportonity premnta itielf 
for eonverainff with the seeond Potentate 
upon earth, George the Third being moat 
undoubtedly the iirat, although he never 
made veraea. Thy Praiaea of Monkden, 
thy beautiful little Ode to Tea, dec. have 
afforded me infinite delight ; and to gain 
my plaudit, who am rather difficult to 
pleaae, will, I aaauro thee, be a feather in 
Ihy imperial cap. 

I^incipibua pIociiiaM veria, nan uUma 
lau$ut, 

Fraiae from a Bard of my poetic apirit, 
Proclaima indeed no amall degree of 
merit 

Ezouae thia piece of egotiam-^it ia natural, 
and juatified by the anblimeat anthoritiea. 
What aaya Virgil? 

" TiniandatiAUtquAme^uoguepouim 
ToUere Aicmo, vietorque wnan volitare 
per ora,** 

What, likewiae, Lucreiiua ? 

" Insignemque «ao cajriH peUre inde 

coTonam 
Vndd priu9 Mtttt V€faniii< Umpara 

Musmr 

What, aho, Orid ? 

" JamquB opus ezegi" &e. 
What, moreover, Horace ? 

'< £xtft numumtiUuin are pttenmuB" 


What, Enniua ? 

" J^emo me lacmmeis deearei ntcfimkra 
fletu" dtc. 

What, a^in, the great father of poetry. 
Homer, in hia delightful Hymn, that aome 
impudent Scholiaata dedarea he never 
wrote? 


*Br'9-*/'«' wmKUTiLt ; haI rim ^ri^rcrOi 
fidkirr* ; 

which, with a few preceding linea omitted 
in the quotation, I thua a little paraphraati- 
cally and beautifuUy tranalate : 

Should curioaity at timea inquire. 
Who atrikea with eweeteat art the Muae'a 
lyie ; 
Thia be thine anawer — ** A poor man, 
atark blind ; 
An aged minatrel that at Chioa dwella, 
Who aella tnd ainga hia worka, and ainga 
and aella. 
And leavea all other poeta far behind." 

So much for my profound learning in de- 
fence of egotiam ; tor where ia the man that 
doea not rank himaelf amongat hia own ad- 
mirera? 

Now to the point— Aa Lord Macartney, 
with hia moat aplendid retinue, ia about to 
open a trade with thee, in the varioua arti- 
ciea of tin, blanketa, woollen in general, 
&o. 8lc. in finvour ot the two kingdoma ; 
why might not a literary commerce take 
place between the great Kien Longhand 
the no leaa celebrated Peter Pindar? Thou 
art a man of rhymea— and ao am I. Thou 
art a geniua of uncommon veraatility-^ao 
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am I. Thou art an enihusiaat to the maset 
— -ao am I. Thou art a lover of novelty — 
BO am I. ThoQ art an idolater of royalty — 
BO am I. With such a congeniality of 
mind, in my God's name and thine, let us 
Burprise the world with an interchange of 
oar lucubrations, both for its improvement 
and delight. And to show thee that I am 
not a literary swindler, unable to repay 
thee for goods I may receive from thy im- 
perial Majesty, 1 now transmit Bpecimens 
of my talents, in ode, ballad, elegy, fable, 
and epigram. 

I am, dear Kien Long, 
Thy humble Servant and brother Poet, 

P. PINDAR. 


ODE I. 


Peter complimenteth Kien Long on his po- 
etical talent, and condcronelh the want 
of taste in western Kings. 

Dear emperor, prince of poets, noble 

bard, 
Thy brother Peter sendeth tliee a card, 

To say thou art an honour to the times — 
Tes, Peter telleth thee, that for a king, 
Indeed a most extraordinary thing, 
Thou really makest very charming 
rhymes. 

Witness thy Moukden,* which we all ad* 
mire; 
Witness thv pretty little Ode to Tea, 
Composed when sipping by thy Tartar- 
fire; 
Witness thy many a madrigal and glee. 

Believe me, venerable; good Kien Long, 
Vast is my pleasure that the muse's song 
Divinely soundeth through thy Tartar 
groves ; 
Still greater, that the first of eastern 

Kings 
Should praise in rhyme the Tartar vales 
and springs, 
And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves. 

Tet how it hurts my classic soul, to find 
Some western kings to poetry unkind ( 
What though they want the skill to make 
a riddle. 
Charade, or rebus, or conundrum ; still 
Those kings might show towards them 
some good will, 
And nobly patronise Apollo's fiddle. 

• A fkvDOrita city of the Bmperor. 


But no— the note is, "How go sheep a 
score 
What, what'a the price of bullock ? how 
sells lamb ? 
I want a boar, a boar, I want a boar ; 

I want a bull, a bull, I want a ram.'* 
Whereas it should be this — *'■ 1 want a 

Bard, 
To cover him with honour and reward." 

Kings deem, ah me ! a grunting herd of 

swine 
Companions sweeter than the tuneful 

Nine; 
Preferring to Fame's dome, a hog-stye's 

mire; 
The roar of oxen to Apollo's lyre. 

** I^rd ! is it possible .^" I hear thee groan— 
Kien Long, tis true as thou art on thy 

throne : 
Foreouls like thine 'tis natural to doubt 

it- 
Macartney can inform thee all about it. 


ODE IL 


More compliments to the Emperor — A dis- 
sertation on Thrones, and Kings and 
Queens— .\ very proper attack on the 
French Revolutionists — The fate of poor 
Religion, prophesied — Also, of his holi- 
ness the Pope — More lamentations on 
degraded Royalty. 

Thou art a second Atlas, great Kien Long ; 
Supporting half the unwieldy globe, so 

strong ; 
But liord ! what pigmy souls to empire 

rise ; 
Unconscious of its glorious frame, they 

sleep- 
Now judt like mice from pyramids that 

peep. 
Thinking a hole's a hole, where'er it lies. 

Fortune has too much power in this same 

world — 
Things are too often topsy-turvy hurled ! 
A bug condemned to fly that scarce can 
crawl ; 
A maggot taken from his little nut, 
(There by the great All-wise most wisely 
pot) 
To grovel 'midst the grandeur of St Paul ! 

Unluckily most thrones are placed so high, 
That kings can scarce their loving su'bjecu 

■py» 
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Hopphiir beneath them, like so many 
crows ; ' ^ 

Which subjects hsTe in France been tak- 
ing 
Great lilMrties in ladder making, 
To get ap nearer to the royal nose. 

Thus wrens ere long their pigmj powers 

wHl try ; 
And taming to the donds their little eye, 
Aim to arrest, by frequent daring flights, 
Their elder brothers of the skies, the kites ! 

And yet I hate a fool upon a throne— 
We have been happy hitherto, thank 
God; 
How boys would burst with laughter, every 
one, 
Were monkey schoolmasters to hold the 
^ rod! 

Yet much more mischief follows royal fools, 
As realms are on a larger scale than 

schools. — 
Th* Americans provide against all this : 
Which certain gentlefolk take much amiss ! 

And then spun, the wives of glorious kings. 
In generosity, and such-like things. 

And temper mild, who well themselves 
demean , • 

Are fq^the subject a rare happy matter ; 
And Mr me say indeed, who scorn to flatter, 

We Britons, are most lucky in a queen. 

Of humbling their superiors, folks seem 
fond. 
And treating monarchs as so many logs ; 
Whereas it is in courts, as in a pond. 
Some fish, some frogs. 

Thus do the rebel foes of sovereigns cry, 

Rending with vile disloyalty the sky : 

" When will the lucky day be bom that 

brings 
A bridle for the insolence of kings .' 
Too slowly moves, alas! the loitering 

hour! 
When will those tyrants cease to lancy man 
A fawning dog in Providence's plan, 
OrdaiuM to lick the blood-stained rod of 

power.'" 


have their faults uadoabtedly, and 
many— 
The man who eontndiets me is a xany. 

Some rob, seme kill, some cheat, some 

cringe and be^ ; 
Cursed wiu an avarice, some would shave 


And yet, with all their sins, I drop a tear 
On what I'm daily forced to see and hear. 

Great is the change of late ! such horrid 
scenes, 

Such little reverence both for kings and 
queens ! 
Thus cry the Frenchmen, seldom over- 
nice — 

" We want no seeptered plunderen of 
states; 

Out with them—- folly to maintain more cats 
Than capable of catching mice. 

* 

" Death to their parasites — we'll have no 

more 
Leeches that suck the heart's blood of the 

poor. 
Down with dukes, earls, and lords, those 

Pagan Jotses. 
False gods ! — away with stars, and strings, 

and crosses !" 

The French are very wicked, I declare ; 
They raise upon one''s head, one's very 
hair; 
So much those fellows majesty abuse— 
Of royaltjr the purple rojbe so grand. 
Which seizes the Jeep reverence of a land. 
They to a malkin turn, to wipe their 
shoes. 

" Out with state-pickpockets !" they erj 
Aloud : 

" Death to the ravenous eagles/' cries the 
crowd, 
"That happy hover o'er a people's 
groans; 

Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dress- 
ed; 

Flattery's vile carrion flies, on kings that 
fciast; 
Rank bugs that shelter in the wood of 
thrones ! 

«TheDustman in his cart that hourly slaves. 
Drawn by an ass, the partner of his 
toils. 
How ftr superior to those titled knaves, 
In coaches glittering with a kingdom's 
spoils !'^ 

The old sic volOf that, with thundering 

sound. 
Roused all the provinces of France around, 
(And if great things we may compare to 
small, 
Just like the boatswain's whistle that makes 
skip 
The jovial fellows of a ship) 
This great ne volo is not heard at all^- 
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To hpinbler pfaruM ohmnged b/ pome de- 
grees ; 

" With your good leave, Menieun" — 
« Sin, if jou please." 

Tee, savage are the Frencb to kiags and 

quality ; 
Void of good niaonerei commoa hospital- 
ity- 
Barbarous, tbey dog-like wish to piok 
their bones ; 
Make just as much of dukes as of a duok, 
(Mobility has therefore shooking luek) 
And dash an infant prince against the 
stones. 
Thds butchers calmly stick a suckinp^ pig, 
And o'er a bleeding lambkin hum a jig. 

Religion too is in a deep decline ; 

Her Totaries treated like a herd of swine : 
Rich relics looked upon as rotten lum- 
ber! 

Who will be canonized for frightening dev- 
ils, 

For brin|[ing back lost limbs, and curing 
evils, 
Scald heads, wry necks, and rickets be- 
yond number, 

Without a draught, a bolus, or a pill. 

That of redoubted doctors foil the skill ? 

Religion, who in France, some years ago. 
Made in rich silks so wonderful a show, 

So used with all the pride of curls to 
charm. 
Is now, poor soul, obliged to beg her bread. 
With scarce a cap or ribbon to her head. 

Or woollen pelticoatto keep her warm. 

Tea, poor dear maid, I fear she'll soon ex- 
pire; 
Her whips demolished, and extinct her 
fire. 
Her pincers broken — snapped in twain 
her cleaver. 
That flogged, that burnt a sinner to salva- 
tion, 
Roasting away the soul's adulteration. 
And chopped and pinched him to a true 
believer. 

No longer are her priests to be maintained — 
Thua IS that horrid beast the devil un- 
chained, 
That roaring bull at once his triuiQph 
shows : 
For, if not paid, what priests can prove their 
might. 
Fight the ffood fiffht, 
And, like staunch bttU-dugs, nail him by 
the noee ? 


Death and the Devil, the smutty rogno, and 

Sin, 
A pretty junto, are upon the grin : 
Hopiuff to fill the dark infernal hole, 
If all the prieets refuse to help a sofd— 
That most important contest then is o*er ; 
Full devil, pull parson, will be seen no 

more* 

Tes, at her wounded power Religion faints ; 

Alas 1 no more old bones shall make new 
saints; 
No more shall Lent, lean lady, cry her 
fish; 

No more shall slices of the cross be courted; 

Despised the manger that our Lord sup- 
ported. 
His sacred pap-spoon, and the Virgin's 
dish. 

No absolutions, like potatoes, sold ; 
No purgatory-souls rodeeroed by gold : 
No more in cloth of gold, and red- heeled 

shoes, 
Bag-wi^ and sword, a mob the Saviour ** 

views- 
Sold no certificatest of good behaviour. 
To show the Lord, the Virgin, and that 

Saviour. 

No more shall miracles obtain applause. 

Laugh at old Time, and break Dmb Na- 
ture's laws ; W 

No more dead herrings, filled with life and 
motion, 

Leap from the firying-pan, and swim the 
ocean. 

Soon may this wicked spirit steal to Rome, 
And poison every sacreo dome ; 
Relics be kicked and mocked by many a 

giber—- ' 
The pontiff to the very workhouse bronghty 
Or, what could never have been thought, 
Plumped with his triple crown into the 

Tiber : 
There may we view him floundering wild 

about, 
With not a saint he dabbed to pull him 

out: 


• Once a year tbia fine nnmmery is exhibited 
in France, and other Romish coantries. 

t In some parts of Russia, narrow slips or pa- 
per, In form of a ribbon, consecrated by ibe bishop, 
are sold for about tbreepence a piece, and bound 
about the heads of dying people. They are ceitlfl- 
cates of their aood behaviour. Tbe Inscription on 
each is as follows:— "To old God Almlghtv, to 

Soung God Almighty, and young God Almighty's 
lamma— this Is to ceitiiy, that tbe bearer hereof 
died a good Christian." 
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The fair ehaate qoillii from angel-wingt 

procured y 
Be turned to uses not to be endured ; 
To yillain pens, instead of crow-quills cut, 
To draw lewd figures, and deliver smut : 

Molted the church's sacred plate to mugfs. 
To candle-sticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs; 
To porringers the pipes* of sacred tunes, 
And silver Christs to canisters and spoons. 

Phials that held of saints the suffering sighs, 
Seen bj the dimmest of believing eyes, 
Lo, to the meanest offices shall sink- 
Hold aquafortis, or reviling ink ! 

The Virgin's gowns and garters, stockings, 

shoes, 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews— 
Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, mus- 
lin, lace, 
Sold to trick harlots for a rogue's embrace ! 
Now to disloyal mongrels we return. 
That bark Yt kings, and for confusion bum. 

How have our mighty monarcbs been 
brought down ! 

Trod in the dust, like some old wig, the 
crown ? 
The wearers— some confined in jails so 
dread ; 

Some shot — some poisoned with as much 
sangfioidf 

As thouffh the mob had merely been em- 
ployed 
To knock a thieving polecat on the head. 

In birth the public sees no kind of merit ! 
Think of the present equalizing spirit! 

Amidst the populace how rank it springs? 
Nav, from the palaces the Virtues flv. 
While; boldly entering from their beastly 

The vulgar passions rush to pig with 
kings! 


ODE HI. 

The Poet sweetly reproveth the Emperor 
for neglecting to turn a penny in an hon- 
est way, and demonstrateth the inconve- 
niency of generosity— proving that a mind 
on a broad scale may be productive of 
narrow circumstances. 

Grkat king, thou never educatest swine, 
Nor takest gosiins under thy tuition ; 

* OfUieergan*. 


Nor boardest by the week thy neighbour'! 
kinoi 
Like Pharaoh's— that is, in a lean condi- 
tion. 

Nor dost thou cut 4pwn palaces to pens, 
Nor sendest unto market cocks and hens ; 
Nor to a butcher sellest pork and beef: 
Nor wool nor egg' merchant, O king, art 

thou; 
Nor dost thou watch the girl who milks the 

cow, 
For fear the girl might sip, and prove a 

thief; 
Nor settest traps to save thy fowls and eggs, 
And catch thy loyal subjects by the legs. — 

Nor dost thou go a shopping, mighty kin^; 
I know that thou despisest such a thing ; 
Tes, to expose such meanness thou art 
loath— 
Thou soornest to pride thyself on buying 

cheap. 
And for some trifle a huge pother keep. 
An ounce of blackguard,* or a yard of 
cloth. 

Nor dost thou (which eome people may 

deem strange) 
Send pages with a halfpenny for ehan^ ; 
Nor dost thou (which would be a crymg 

sin) 
Cheat of his dues the parson of Pe-kin. 

Thy mind was formed upon an ampler 

scale : 
Each thought is generosity— a whale : 
Not a poor sprat to dunghills to be 

hurled— 
Thy soul a dome illumed by Grandeur's 

That o'er thy mighty empire casts a blaze ; 
A beacon to inform a world. 

But, ah ! Kien Long, thou never wilt be 

rich, 
If generosity thv heart bewitch. 
What says Economy? "Let sobjects 
groan — 
Let Misery's howl be music to thine ear — 
Yes, let the widow's anil the orphan's tear 
Fall printloss on thy heart as on a stone." 


The souls of many kings are vulgar entries. 
With not a rushlight 'midst the dismat 

winding ; 
A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, 
past finding-^ 
Hypocrisy and Meanness the two sentries. 

* A coarse snuff, einpliaticiilly so esllcd. 
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Ambition, that on riches casts its eyes, 
Mounts on the tempest of a people's 

sipha ! 
O emperor, Generosity's a foo1-» 
She wanu advice from saving Wisdom's 

school. • 

Look at a smiling field of grass : 
Nothing can eat it out, nor horse, nor ass, 
Providing that you put, to spare the feast, 
A padloeK on the mouth of every beast 
Thus, muzzle but thy palace now and then. 
Thou wilt be wealthy among sceptered 
men. 

Invite not a whole million* to thine hunt : 
Thy purse with such a heavy weight would 
grunt, 
In England, when a deer a king nnhar- 
. hours, 
The sport a half a dozen butchers share ; 
Of smutty chimney-sweepers perchance a 
pair; 
With probably a brace or two of barbers. 

What though 'tis not quite royal— still we 

boast 
Of gaining ^[lorious fun with little cost. 
The pocket is a very serious matter- 
Small beer allayeth thirst— nay, simple 

Water. 

The splendour of a chase, or feast, or ball. 
Though strong, are passing, momentary 
rays — 
The lustre of a little hour— that's all ; 
While guineas with eternal splendour 
blaie. 


ODE IV. 

Peter breaketh out into a strange rhapsody, 
so unlike Peter, who ehristeneth himself 
the Poet of the people — He adviaeth the 
Emperor to actions never practised by 
kings ! — Is it, or is it not, one continued 
▼ein of happy irony f 

Givx nothing from thy privy purse away, 

I say — 
Nay, should thy coffers and thy bags run 

o'er, 
^egleet or pension Merit on the poor. 

Give not to hospitals— thy name's enouffh : 
To death-fiuM famine, not a pinch of snun— 

• This is tbt number of the emperor*a attend- 
ants fsnaral, at a hunt. 


On wealth thy quarry, keep a faloon-yiew, 
And from thy very children steal their due. 

Sbouldst thou, in hunts, be tumbled from 

thy horse, 
Unlucky, 'midst some river's rapid course ; 
Though sharp betyveen thyself and Death 

the strife, 
Give not the page a sous that saves thy 

life. 

Should love allure thee to some fiuivone's 

arms, 
Who vields thee all the luxury of charms. 
And deluges thy panting heart with 

blisys, 
Take not a sixpence from thy groaning 

chest, 
To buy a ribband for the fragrant breast 
That swelled with all its ardour to thy 

kisses. 

Boy not a garland for her fiowing hair; 
Buy not ofmittens, or of gloves, a pair, 

rto shield her hands from frost, or sum- 
mer's ray ; 
Buy not a bonnet to defend her fiice. 
Nor kerchief to protect each snowy graoe. 

And deck her on some rural holiday : 
But suffer her in homely gear to pine. 
In simple elegance where others shine. 

Thou probably may 'at answer, with a groan, 
<* What! give a vile contagion to the 

throne ! 
Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that 

iieSf 
Whilst trodden merit lifts her asking eyes. 

<' That calf, shall garish Ostentation grin. 
Decked bj the sweet of Labour's sun-burnt 

skin, , ^ 

Poor cart-horse, envied even his very 

oats? 
Heavens! shall this mummer Ostentation 

cry. 
Roast in the sun, thou mob, in ashes lie ; 
Mine be the guineas, slave, and thine 

the groats. 

<' Mine be the luxury of wine and oil ; 
Thine, that I condescend to drink thy toil." 
Ah! say 'st thou thus?— dares honour this 

high pitch ? 
Then, noble emperor, thou wilt ne'er be 

rich. 

Gold should not gather in a subject's 

chest— 
The crew grows mutinous — it cannot rest; 
It Ulketn of equality, indeed ! 
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No, let the monarch^ bags and coffera hold 
The, flatteriogy mighty, nay, a^-mighty 

gold; 
On tiia shall brawny Power hie sinewa 

feed: 

JoTe's eagle near tlie throne, with eye of 

fire. 
The yengeance-bearer of the royal ire! 
Enrich the realm, Subordination dies-* 
Wealth giyes a wing that dashes at the 
' skies. 

Blush not, thooglr up to neck, to nose, in 

gold. 
To let thy favourite mandarine be told, 
'* The emperor pants for money — hunt 

about ;" 
And- should thy minister, with impious 

breath, 
Say, '*8ire, weVe squeezed the people 

nigh to death," 
Off with the yiUain's head, or kick him 

out 

Tie pleasant to look down upon the hovel. 
And count the roval treasure with a shovel ! 
Pleasant to mark *the whites of wishing 

eyes. 
And hear of Poverty the fruitless sighs ! 
Grand, on their knees to see the million 

cower; 
Pale, starved submission is the feast of 

power. 

Pr*ytbee to Europe come, Kien Long, with 

speed : 
We*il give thee much instruction on this 

head; 
Nay, some examples also shall be brought, 
Which beats a cold dry precept all to 

nought 

Precept's a pigmy, hectic, weak, and 

t alight ; 
Example is a giant in his might 
Then, pr'ythee to our Europe haste to 

stare ; 
Lo, Europe shalil produce thee such a 

pair! 
A pair ! to whom lean Avarice is a fool. 
And means to take a lesson from their 

school. 


ODE V. 

Peter giveth an account of the expedition 
of L^rd Macartney, and, contrary to the 
tenor of the preceding ode, absolutely 


reoommendeth generosity to the Empe« 
ror. 

KixN Loira, our' great, great people, and 

'Squire Pitt, 
Famed through the universe for saving 

wit. 
Have heard uncommon tales about thy 

wealth; 
And now a vessel have they fitted out. 
Making for good, Kien Long a monstrous 

rout. 
To [trade, and beg, and ask about his 

health. 


This, to my simple and uneormying mind, 
Seems economical, and verv kind ! 
And now, great Emperor of China, say. 
What handsome things hast thou to give 


Accept a proverb out of Wisdom's schools, 
*^ Barbers first learn to shave, by shaving 
fools." 
Pitt shaved our faces first, and made us 
grin- 
Next the poor French — and now the hope- 
ful hut. 
Ambitious of the honour seemeth mad 
To try this razor's edge upon thy chin. 

Thee as a generous prince we all regard ; 
For 0V0C7 present, lo, returning double : 
'Tis thererore thought that thou wilt well 
reward 
The ship and Lord Macartney for his 
trouble. 

And now to George and Charlotte what 

the presents ? 
No humming birds, we beg-^no owls, no 

pheasants ; 
Such gifts will put the palace in a sweat — 
For God's sake send us nothing that can 

eat 

" What gifts, I wonder, will thy king and 
queen 

Send to Kien Long ?" thou cry 'at — Not 
much I ween ; 
They can't afford it; they are very poor — 

And though they shine in so sublime a sta- 
tion. 

They are the poorest people in the na- 
tion. 
So wide of charity their neat trap- 
door •• 


* Reader, this ezpreMion is uacomroonly beaa- 
tlAiI. The most eecret charities are generally the 
largest, and most acceptable to God. 
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Our king may tend a doiea cooks and 
hena; 
Perhapa a pig or two, of his own breed* 
ing; 
Perhapa a pair of turkeys from his pens ; 
Perhaps a duck, of his own feeding — 

Or possibly a half a dosen geese, 
Worth probably a half-a-crown a-piece ; 

And that he probably may deem enooffh.— 
Her gracioQs majesty may condescend 
Her preotous compliments to send 

Tacked to a pound or two of snvff : 

The history of Strelitz too, perhaps ; 
A place Ihai cuts a figure in the maps. 

Most mighty emperor, be not thou afraid 
That we shall Generosity upbraid : 
Send heaps of things — poll ! never heed 
the measure — 
If palaces wont hold the precious things, 
Benold, the best of queens and eke of 
kings , 
Will build them barns to hold the trea- 
sure. 

I know thy delicacy such, 
Thou fanciest thou canst send too much— 
But as I know the great ones of our isle, 
The very thought indeed would make them 
smile. 

Lord ! couldst thou send the Chineee em- 
pire o*er, ' 

So hangrv, we should gape for more : 

Tes, couldst thou pack the Chinese em- 
pire up. 

We'd make no more on't than b China 
cup; 

Even then my Lady Schwellenberg would 
bawl, 

<( QwU ds» de shaUnffella'-vat, dU aU r ' 

Whales Tsry rarely make a hearty meal — 
Thus princes an eternal hunger reel ; 
Moreover, fond of good things gratis ; 
Whose stomach's motto should be, nun^uam 


Then load away with rarities the ship, 
And let us cry, '* She made a handsome 

trip"— 
But mind, no humming-birds, apes, owls, 

mackaws ; 
The devil take presents that can wag 

their jaws. 


OD£. 

SiMFLiciTT, I dote upon thy tongue ; 
And thee, O white-robed Truth, I've re- 
verenced long ; 
I'm fond too of that flashy va^let Wit, 
Who skims earth, sea, heaven, hell, exist* 

ence o'er, 
To put the merry table in a roar. 
And shake the sides with laugh-convnls* 
ing fit. 

yes ! in sweet Simplioity I glory — 
To her we owe a charming little story.* 


TO A FLT, 

TAKBV OUT or A BOWI« OF PVKCR. 

Ah ! poor intoxicated little knave. 

Now senseless, floating on the fragrant 

wave ; 
Why not content the cakes alone to 

munch ? 
Dearly thou pay'st for busxing round the 

bowl : 
Lost to the world, thou busy sweet^Hpped 

soul — 
Thus Death, as well as Pleasure, dwells 

with Punch. 

Now let me take thee out, and moralise. — 
Thus 'tis with mortals, as it is with flies. 

For ever hankering after Pleasure's cup : 

Though Fate, with allhis legions, be at hand. 

The beasts, the draught of Circe can't 

withstand. 

But in goes every nose-— they must, will 

sup. 

Mad are the passions, as a colt untamed ! 
When Prudence mounts their backs to 
ride them mild. 
They fling[, they snort, they foam, they 
rise inflamed; 
Insisting on their own sole will so wild. 

6»l9b»a ! my baning fneiid, thoa art not 
dead; 

The fates, so kind, have not yet snipped 
thy thread ; 

By Heavens, thou mov*st a leg, and now 
its brother. 

And kicking, lo, again, thou mov*st an- 
other ! 


* See William I*enn, Natban, and the Baillfl*, 
p. 93. 
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And now thy little drunken eyes unclosoi 
And now thon feeleet for tliy little nofle. 
And finding it, thou rubbest thy two 
hands, 
Mnch as to say, ** I'm glad I'm here again." 
And well roayest thou rejoice — 'tis Tery 
plain, 
That near wert thoa to Death's unsocial 
lands. 

And now thou rollest on thy back about, 
Happy to find thyself alive, no doubt — 

Now turnest— on the table making rings ; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track, 
Now shaking the rich Rquor from thy back, 

Now fluttering nector from thy silken 
wings : 

Now standing on thy head, thy strength to 

find. 
And poking out thy small, long legs he- 

hind ; 
And now thy pinions doet thou briskly ply ; 
Preparing now to leave me— farewell, fly ! 

Go, join thy brothers on yon sunny board, 
And rapture to thy family afford— 
There wilt thou meet a mistress, or a 

wife. 
That saw thee drunk, drop senseless in the 

stream ; 
Who gave, perhaps, the wide-rosounding 

scream. 
And now sits groaning for thy precious 

Ufe. 

Tes, go and parrv comfort to thy friends. 
And wisely tell them thy imprudence 
ends. 

Let bans and sugar for the future charm ; 
These will delight, and feed, and work no 
harm — 
Whilst Punch, the grinning, merry imp 
of sin. 
Invites th' unwary wanierer to a kiss. 
Smiles in his face, as though he meant him 
bliss. 
Then, like an alligator, drags him in. 


ODE TO C^LIA. 

Ehvt must own that thou art passing 

fair ; 
Love in thy smiles, and Juno in thy air : 

Tet, CfBlia, if with gods I may he free, 
I think that Jove commits a sort of sin, 
By stripping all the graces to the skin. 

Merely to make a nonpareUU of thee. 


G«lta, thou knowest too that thou art 

pleasing ; 
Most spider-like, the hearts of mortals sell- 
ing ; 
And what too maketh me confounded 
sour. 
Thou knowest what I wish to hide. 
Which rather mortifies my pride, 
That I'm a simple fly, an^ in thy power. 

When Nature eent thee blooming from 

above. 
She meant thee to support the cause of 
love- 
To keep alive a beautiful creation : 
Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou must be 

told. 
Are really like the sordid miser's gold, 
Worthless, for want of circulation. 

Behold ! a guinea, by a firoper use, , 
Another pretW guinea will produce; 

And thus, O peerless girl, thy beauty 
May bring the cent per eent within the 

year; 
That is, another beauty may appear, 

If properly it minds its duty. 

Of wonder, lo, thou puttest on the stare — 
It seems a dark and intricate affair ; 

Thou wan test a good, able, sound ad- 
viser. 
Well, then, my dear, at once agree, 
As chamber-council to take me ; 

I know none better qualified nor wiser. 


AN ODE TO A PRETTIT MILUNER. 

O Nymph, with bandbox tripping on so 
sweet, 

For Love's sake, stay those pretty tripping 
feet. 
Joined to an ancle, formed all hearts to 
steal — 

That ancle to the neatest leg united. 

Perhaps — with which I should be much de- 
lighted. 
For men by little matters guess a deal. 

Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom 

divine — 
But, dearest damsel, what can make them 

mine ? 
Heaven rests upon those heaving hills of 

snow ; 
The fascinating dimple in thy chin ; 
In short, thy charms without, and charms 

within. 
Speak, are they purchasable ? — aye, or no ? 
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Tboa seeat my soul wild ttariiig from my 
eyes ; 
Let me not burst in ignor&nce, fair 
maid— 
Wby showest thon, O peerless nympb, 
snrprise? 
I am Ao wolf to eat thee — wby afraid ? 

O eoold I gain by gold those heavenly 
charms ! 

Conld gold once give thee to my eager 
arms, 
Lo, into gnineas would I coin mj heart ; 

Those would I pour pell-mell into thy 
lap, 

With thee to wake to love, and then to 
nap, 
Then wake again — again to sleep de- 
part 

All happy circled in thy arms of bliss ; 
To snatch, with riot wild, thy burning 
kiss; 
A kiss ! a thousand kisses let roe add-^- 
Ten thousand from thy unexhausted 

mint. 
And then ten thousand of my own imprint — 
Speak, tempting Syren, to a swain stark 
mad. 

Heavens ! o*er thy cheek how deep |he 
crimson glows, 

And spreads upon thy breast of purest 
snows ! 

Why mute, my angel ? thou disdain*st re- 
ply ! 

'Sdeath! what a cuckoo, what a rogue 


O nymph, so sweet, forgive my wild de- 


That knave, thy bandbox, waked my law- 
less fires, 
Bade me suspect what Chastity reveres: — 
What will wipe out th' affront, O virgin, 

speak. 
That flushed the rose of virtue on thy 
cheek. 
Chilled thy young heart, and dashed 
thine eye with tears ? 

Go, guard that honour which I deem de- 
parted— 

O yield thy beauties to some swain kind- 
hearted, 

W^hose soul congenial shall with thine 
unite. 

And Love idlow no respite fh>m delight 


A MORAL AFTER-THOUGHT 

Oir THE ABOVX. 

Dear Innocence, where'er thou deign'st 

to dwell. 
The Pleasures sport around thy simple cell ; 
The song of Nature melts from grove to 
grove; 
Perpetual sunshine sits upon thy vale ; 
Content and ruddy Health thy hamlet half, 
And Echo waits upon the voice of Love. 

But where-^but where is scowling Guilt^a 
abode? 

The spectred heath, and Danger's cavern- 
ed road ; 
The shuffling monster treads with pant- 
ing breath — 

The oload- wrapped storm insulting roaru 
around. 

Fear pales him at the thunder's awftd 
sound. 
He stares with horror on the flash of 
death. 

He calls on Darkness with affright. 
And bids her pour her deepest night ; 
Her clouds impenetrable bring, 
And hide him with her raven wing ! 

Are these the pictures ? Then I need not 

muse. 
Nor gape, nor ponder which to chuse : 
O Innocence, this instant Tm tliy slave — 
What but the greatest fool would be a 

knave ? 


A LTRIC FPISTLE TO SIR WIL- 
LIAM HAMILTON. 

Srn WIluam I what, a new estate? 
I give thee joy oflfeabia's* fate — 
More broken pAns, more gods, more mugs ; 
More snivel bottles, jordens, and old jugs ; 
More saucepans, lamps, and candlesticks, 

and kettles ; 
In short, all sorts of culinary metals ! 

Leave not a dust-hole unexplored* 
Something shall rise to be adored ; 

Search the old bedsteads and the rugs ; 
Such things are sacred — if, by chance. 
Amidst the wood, thine eye should glance 

On a nice pair of^antique bugs ; 

" A newly-dtseovered town, stiter lo misfor-. 
tune to HefculansQai, PompsU, and Psstam. 
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Ob, in Bnine box ibe curious yermin place, 
And let us Britons breed tbe Roman race ! 
Old nails, old knockers, and old shoes, 
IVould much Daines Barrington amuse ; 
Old mats, old dish-clouts, dripping-pans, 

and spits, 
Would prove delectable to other wits ; 
Gods' legs, and legs of old joint stools, 
Would ravish all our antiquarian schools. 

Some reverend moth, with ne*er a win? , 
Would charm the knight* of Soho- 
Square : 

A headless flea would be a pretty thing, 
To make the knight of wonders stare. 

A curl of some old emperor's wig, 
Or Nero's fiddle, 'mid the flames of 
Rome, 


That gave so exquisite a jig, 
Believe me, would be weU 


home. 


worth sending 


Oh, if some lumping rarity of gold, 
Thy lucky, lucky eyes by chance behold. 
Send it to our good king and gracious 
queen : 
No matter what th' insc^ption — if there's 
none, 

'Tis all one ! 
Plain gold will please, as well as worked, 
1 ween — 
Much will tbe present their great eyes re- 
gale, 
Let it but cut a figure in the scale. 

Oh ! could an earthquake shake down Wap- 

pingi 
And catch th' inhabitants and goods all nap- 
ping, 
And then a thousand years the ruin shade, 
What fortunes would be quickly made I 
What rare museums from the rubbish rise, 
Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes ! 

How portraits of Moll Flanders, Hannah 

Snell, 
And MiM D'Eon, those heroines, would 
sell! 

Canning and Souires ! 
How would the d iUtt a nH or the nation 
Devour the prints with eyes of admiration ! 
And to their merits, poets strike their 
lyres ! 

Sign-posts, with Old Blue Boars, and Heads 

of Nags, 
Would from the proud possessor draw such 

brags! 


2U 


* 8ir Joaepli Banks. 


Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George 
the Third ; 

The Cat and Gridiron, our most gradoas 
Queen, 

With rapturous adoration would be seen ; 
They would upon my word. 

Such would transport the people of here- 
after. 

Though subjects now of merriment and 
laughter. 


POSTSCRIPT (Sub rosA.) 

Hist ! — what fresh ovens of Etrurian ware ; 
What pretty jordens has my friend to spare P 
What ^ods are ripe for digging up, O 
knight ? 
What Britons, knowing in the virtu trade. 
Soon as a grand discovery shall be made. 
Are near thee, gudgeon like, prepared to 
bite? 

What brazen god, baptized with chamber- 
lye,* 
For which the future connoisseurs may sigh, 

Is going into ground, with front sublime ? 
Hereafter to be worshiped soon as seen ; 
A resurfectioD rare, arrayed in green, 

A downright satire upon Time ; 
Who seems, a poor old fumbling fool, to 

dote; 
Taking two thousand years to make aooat. 

A whisper — locked is the mussDum door,t 
From whence antiques were wont to 
stray ; 
Whose parents ne'er set Byea upon them 
more. 
So much the 1 itUe creatures lost their way P 
Pity thou couldst not news of them obtain, 
And send the gods and godiings back 
again! 

Sir William, what's become of that same 

monk,} 
From whose old comer-cupboard, or old 

trunk, 

* Sir William keeps an old antiqaarian to hunt 
for him. when be atumbles on a tolerable statue, 
bathes him In urine, buries bim, and, wben ripe 
for digging up, tbey proclaim a great discovery to 
be made, and out comes an antique for universal 
admiration. 

t Some valuable antkiues, not long since, made 
tbeir escape fh)m tbe Royal Mnasum, and travelled 
tbe Lord anows where. 

X He lived in tbe neighbourhood of Vesnvlos, 
and furnished the Itnigbt with all his volcanic ob- 
servatkms, whieh pass on the worl^sa his own— 
Jfam quod §mi»,potn* dUerejvro tmua. 
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Thine history iMued aboat borniog moan- 
^ tains P 
For who would toil, and sweat, and hoe the 

hill, 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill, 
Who easily can bay the fountains ? 

O knight of Naples, is it oome to pass, 
That thouliast left the gods of stone and brass, 
To wed a deity of flesh and blood ?* 

lock the temple with thy strongest key, 
For fear thy deity, a comely she, 

Should one day ramhle, in a frolic mood. 

For since the idols of a youthful king. 
So very Tolatile indeed, take winr ; 
If hb, to wicked wonderings can incline. 
Lord ! who would answer, poor old knight, 

for tliine ? 
Yet should thy Grecian goddess fly the fane, 

1 think that we may catch her in Hedge- 

lane«t 


EPIGRAM 

OK ▲ STOlfB THHOWir AT A VEST GRXAT 
MAlf , BUT WHICH MISSKD HIM. 

Talk no more of the lucky escape of the 
head, 

From a flint so unluckily thrown — 
I think very different,with thousands indeed, 

'Twas a lucky escape for the stone. 


TO CHLOE. 

Dbak Chlob, well I know the swain. 
Who ffladly would embrace thy chain ; 

And who, alas ! can blame him ? 
Affect not, Chloe, a surprise ; 
Look but a moment on these ejeaf 

Thou'lt ask me not, to name him. 


ON A NEW-MADE LORD. 

Thb carpenters of ancient Greece, 
Although they bought of wood a stubborn 
piece. 
Not fit to make a block—yet, very odd ! 

* UisrMlly trae— th« knight Is married tea 
beautlAil virgin, whom be styles hit Oraelmn. Her 
attitudes are the most desirable models for yoong 
artists. 

t The resoiiof the Cyprian corps, an aveoae 
that opens into Cockspur-street. 


No losers were the men of chipping trade, 
Because of this same stubborn stuff they 
made 
A damned good god ! 

Thus, of the Lower House, a stupid wretch, 
Whose mind to A, B, C, can scarcely 

stretch. 
Shall, by a monarch's all-creative word, 
Become a very decent lord. 


TO MY CANDLE. 

Thoo lone comjpanion of the spectred 

night,- 
I wake amid thy friendl?-watchful light, 

h 


To steal a precious hour from lifol 
sleep — 

Hark, the wild uproar of the winds ! and 
hrfk. 

Hell's ffenius roams the regions of the 
oark. 
And swells the thundering horrors of the 
deep. 

From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurry- 
ing flies ; 

Now blackened, and now flashing through 
her skies. 

But all is silence hero~- beneath thy beam, 
I own I labour for the voice of praise — 
For who would sink in dull Oblivion's 
stream? 
Who would not live in songs of distant 
days? 

Thus while I wondering pause o'er Shak- 

speare's page, 
I mark, in visions of delight, the sage* 
High o'er the wrecks of man, who stands 

sublime, 
A column in the melancholy waste, 
(Its cities humbled, and its glories past) 

Majestic, 'mid the solitude of time. 
Tet now to sadness let me yield the hour — 
Tes, let the tears of purest friendship 

shower. 

I view, alas ! what ne'er should die, 
A form, that wakes my deepest sigh ; 
A ftirm that feeb of death the leaden 
sleep — 
Descending to the realms of shade, 
1 view a pale-e^d panting maid ; 
I see the virtues o'er their favourite 
weep. 

Ah ! could the muse's simple prayer 
Command the envied trump of Fame, 
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Oblivion thoold Eliza spare : 
A world should echo with her name. 

Art thou departing too, my trembling 

friend ? : 
Ah ! draws thy little lastre to its end ? 
Tea, on thy frame, Fate too shall &x her 

seal — 
O let me, pensive, watch thy pale decay ; 
How fast that frame, so tender, wears 

away! 
How fast thy life the restless minutes 

steal 1 

How slender now, alas ! thy thread of fire ! 
Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire ! 


In vain thy etniggles-^all will soon be 
o'er — 
At life thoo snatchest with an eager 

leap : 
Now round I see thy flame so feeble creep. 
Faint, lessening, quivering, glimmering 
— now no more ! 

Thus shall the suns of Science sink 
away. 
And thus of Beauty fade the fairest flow- 
er — 

For Where's the giant who to Time shall • 

" Destructive tyrant, I arrest thy pow- 
er?" 


A POETICAL, SERIOUS, AND POSSIBLY IMPERTINENT, 

EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 


P0ul» nMJora canamus. 


Vlrg. 


To kisgt and couftlera we bave chlmipM long« 
Mum, ^ve we now hla Holiuess a song. 


PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE. 

'' A Cat may look npon a king ;** 
So says the proverb ! and the proverb's 
nght; 
For monarch now is proved a human 
thing, 
Although it lifts its nose to soch a height 

The Lord*! anointed is an antique phrase. 
Left out by dictionaries of onr days. 
King-making unto man as justly given— 
'^ ' >ff 


Once the great perquisite indeed of t^eaven. 

I say, a cat may look upon a kin£^— 

But foreign potentates say. "Mo such 


Sicilia's king, replete with ri^ht divine, 
Thinks he may hnnt his subjects like his 


Bwme ; 


And other continental kings, beside, 
For glory and blood-royal all agog, 
Think they may hunt a subject like a hog : 

This mortifies of us small rogues the 
pride. 


What hurts me more, and botli my eyes 
expands, 
And liAs with horror from my head my 
wig, 
Those birth -puffed kings of foreign lands. 
To common Christians, have preferred 
the pig ! 

A dead pig, to be sure, is better eating 

Than a dead Christian — handsomer for 
treating : 

But both alive— how different in their na< 
ture ! 

Man surely is the much sublimer crea- 
ture. 

Since cats may look upon a king, I hope 
A bard may write a letter to a pope, 
Though hand and glove with Heaven — 
a great connexion ! 
Who daaM for ■bale salvatione from his 

wallet. 
As from their shops, green grocers, for the 
palate, 
Deal garden-stuff of all complexion ; 
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And sells a ^ood snag seat amidst the 

skies, 
To any wicked gentleman that dies : 
As unto John, Sir Will, my lord, his grace, 
Great Madam Schwellenbergen gives a 

place ; 
A cook-like dame, who. understands place- 
carving, 
And saves such worthy fiuoiilxes from starv- 
ing. 

So mach for prologue to my Pope' Epistle ; 

To which his holiness may cry, ''Gro^ 
whistle." 

Perchance his holiness may also add, 

" Pox take me, Peter, if you ar*n't too bad : 

Dare fix thine impious foot on my domi- 
nions, 

I'll pay theo for epistles and opinions." 
Well then, since things are ion&fide so. 

And Danger with his poniard lurks at 
Home, 
1*11 not set off to kiss your worship's toe ; 

But wave the glory, and remain at home. 


EPISTLE. 

Whilx France, for Freedom mad, invades 

thy rights, 
And pours her nullions o'er the world, like 

miles ; 
Knocks the poor growling German o'er the 

snout, 
And threatens hard the man of cheese and 

grout ; 
Gives poor Sardinia's monarch a black eye, 
And makes the Iilimrod king of Naples 

cry; 
What's worse too, threatens poor Loretto's 

shrine, • 

Where the good Virgin goes each day so 

fine,* 
l*hreatens to tear the muslin from her 

head, 
And put the capt of flannel in its stead ; 
Where is th' Almighty's man, the church's 

hope, 
Prince of salvation, Peter's heir, the pope ? 
O thou, the true descendant of Saint Peter, 
In very anger, lo, I pen this metre I 
There was a time when popes behaved 

with spirit — 
But nought, save indolence, dost thou in- 
herit. 


• Ske bas a dress for every day In the year, 
t Tbe cap oriiberty. 


Go, ope thy churches, convents, all thy 

chapels. 
Since atheism with the true religion grap- 
ples; 
Think of thy ancestors so great of yore, 
And bid the noble bull as usual roar ; 
They whose stern looks could make an 

emperor cower. 
And kings like schoolboys shudder at their 

power. 
Most dangerous are the times — I scorn to 

flatter- 
Then ope th J cataracts of hoi v water ; 
Gather thy crucifixes, wood, brass, stones; 
Bid the dark catacombs disgorge their 

bones ; 
Create new regiments of saints for fight; 
And chase the gathering gloom of Pagan 

night. 
See France* ajrainst her rightful lord rebel ! 
And see ! her Satan banished from his hell ! 
Blind wretch ! now justly suffering for her 

evil ! 
For what are states, without a king and 

devil ? 
A pair so sweetlv suited to control ! 
Th* insurgent body, one; and one, the 

soul. 
To thee (thy slaves) the miracles belong ; 
As music waits on Lady Mary's tongue. 

Humility on K , void of art; 

As melting meroy hangs on B— — 's heart. 
If manrels by thine ancestors were done. 
Why not performed, in God's name, by the 

son? 
As Becket, that good saint, sublimely rode. 
Thoughtless of insult, through the town of 

Strode, 
What did the mob .'—Attacked his horse's 

rump. 
And cut the tail so flowing, to tbe stump : 
What does the saint?— Quoth he, <' For 

his vile trick, 
The town of Strode shall heartily be sick." 
And lo, by power divine a curse prevails ! 
The babes of Strode are born with horses' 

tails! 

Lodged in the talons of a famished kite, 
And just about to bid the world good night, 
A gentle ffoslin on Saint Thomas called ! 
At once the feathered tyrant looked appall- 
ed; 
Sudden his iron claw grew nerveless, loose, 
And dropped the sweet believing babe of 
goose. 


* The anthor does not mean to treat with un- 
feeling ridicule the ftite of the unf<Mrtunate Louia, 
but merely to noUee the extinction of monarchy 
and miigton in France. 
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Sach was the power of saints, though dead 
and rotten, 

By thee (one verily would think) forgot- 
ten: 

Then, pr*ythee, do at once thy hest en- 
deavour, 

As all the saints are wonderful as ever. 

Saint Dnnstan caned the devil, the story 
goes, 

And pinched with red-hot tongs the imp's 
black nose : 

In vain he swore, and roared, and danced 
about — 

Sore was his back, and roasted was his 
snout. 

The power he boasted, to his bones are 
given : 

Such is the gift of saints, when lodged in 
, heaven. 

Hear with what blasphemy this France 
behaves ! 

" Rome, I despise thee : all thy popes are 
knaves ; 

Thy cardinals and priests the earth encum- 
ber— 

Avaunt the saints, and all such holy lum* 
her I 

Chop off their heads; away the legs and 
toes: 

Away the wonder-working tooth and nose : 

Away the wonder-working eyes and tears. 

The vile imposture of a thousand years I 

C^ves* heads, pigs' pettitoes, perform as 
well; 

Raise from the dead, and plagues and devils 
expel. 

Saint Genevieve no longer is divine — 

The wise Parisians mock her worm-gnaw'd 
shrine ; 

Whose coffin planks that could such awe 
inspire, 

May go to light the kitchen- wench's fire. 

Saint Jail, Saint Whip, Saint Guillotine, 
Saint Rope, 

Possess (we think) more virtues than the 
pope. 

My wooleomber, my saddler, and my hat- 
ter, 

No more Saint Blalze,. Saint James, Saint 
Saviour flatter: 

My carpenter, my farrier, and my furrier. 

My fishmonger, my butcher, baker, cur- 
rier. 

And eke a hundred trades besides, no more 

Bow to those marvel 'mongers, and adore."* 

** Hang me," the barber cries, " if I*m the 
tool 

To trim for nought the Virgin Mary's poll !" 

• Every trade has its saints. 


<< Burn me," cries* Crispin, '< if I don't re* 

fuse 
To find the gentlewoman in her shoes !" 
** Curse me, the mercer cries, '* if I give 

gowns, 
e laughing* stock of all our towns !" 
'* Damn me,' the hosier roars, *' if 'tis not 

shocking, 
That I should give the woman's legs a 

stocking ! 
" And why," the linen man exclaims, '* a 

pox. 
Should I, forsooth, be forced to find het 

smocks?" 
" No more shall bumpkins near the altar 

place 
Fair veal and mutton, for th' Almighty's 

grace ; 
Grace to increase the loves of bulls and 

rams. 
And make more fkmilies of calves and 

lambs ; 
No more shall capons too for grace be swap- . 

ped, 
By priests adored, and in a twinkling snap- 
ped. 
My bumpkins, once such fools, think wiser 

now. 
That God without their aid can bless the 

cow, 
With due fertility the poultry keep, 
And kindle love sufiicient for the sheep. 


On their past folly with amaxe they stare, 
ith 

O] 

e 
ed; 


And mock the solemn mnmmerv of prayer. 

nv's once hallowed fet 
The horse and ass shall travel, to be bless- 


No more on Anthony's once hallowed feast 


No more shall Hodge's prong and shovel 

start, 
Boot, saddle, bridle, wheelbarrow, and 

cart; 
No more in Lent shall wiser Frenchmen 

starve. 
While God affords them a good fowl to 

carve. 
Away with fasts — a fool oould only hatch 

'em- 
Frenchmen eat fowls, wherever you can 

catch 'em. 
Let not the fear of hell your jaws control — 
A capon (trust me) never damned a soul. 
Heaven kindly sends to man the things 

man chooses ; 
And he's an impious blockhead who re- 
fuses. 
Melt all the bells to cannon with their 

grace; 
And, 'stead of demons, let them Anstrians 

chase. 
Away with relics, holy water, oils, 
At which Credulity herself recoils! 
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Lo, Hellerman'e and Custine'a gun-clad 

power 
Will do jnore wonders with their iron 

shower. 
Than all the eainte and croBses of the na- 
tion, 
Since saints and crosses grew a foolish 

fashion. 
Let crucibles and crucifixes join, 
And silver saints perform their feats in 

. coiu; 
Make a good rubber of the Virgin's wig — 
Out with her ear-rings, and the dame un- 
rig ; 
Sell off her gowns and petticoats of gold; 
A piece of timber need not fear the col^. 
Out with the priests, lo lust's wild frenzy 

fed, 
Who put the bridegroom and the bride to 

bed; 
One eye to Heaven with sanctity applied, 
The other leering on the blushful bride ; 
Who loads her in hot fancy with caresses, 
And cackolds the poor bridegroom as he 

blesses ! 
Perish the masses for a burning soul. 
That never yet eztingaished half a coal ! 
No more for sins let pilgrims visit Rome— 
Th' Almighty can forgive a rogue at home. 
Strike me that purgatory from our creed — 
Heaven wants not fire to clarify the dead. 
JBreak me old Januarius' bottle ; 
And let Contempt the old impostor throt- 

tie! 
A trace to prayers for saints in heaven to 

hear — 
*Tis idle — since not one of them is there. 
Away with benedictions— canting matter ! 
A horsepond is as good as lioly water. 
Unveil the nuns, and useful make their 

charms ; 
And let their prison be a lover's arms. 
I scout your porter Peter and his keys, 
That ope to ever^ rogue a pope shall please. 
A vaunt the institutions that enslave ! 
The man who thought of marrige was a 

knave; 
Raised a huge cannon against human 

bliss. 
And spoiled that first of joys, the rapturous 

kiss; • 
Delicious novelty from beauty drove. 
And made the gloomy state the tomb of 

Love; 
To discord turning what had charthed the 

ear: 
ConTerting Burgundy to sour small beer. 
Thus from his bright domain a sun is hurl- 
ed. 
To gild a pin-hole, that should light a 

wodd. 


Exultinff Reason from her bondage springs. 
Claims Heaven's wide range, and spreads 

her eagle wings ; 
While Superstition, lodged with bats and 

owls. 
With horror, and the hopeless maniac, 

howls." 
Thus crieth France ! 

Thus InfidelitjT walks bold abroad. 

And, 'stead of Faith, the cherub, see a toad ! 

Such is th' impiety of France, alas ! 

And shall such blasphemy unpunished 
pass? 

No! for the honour of Religion, rise, 

And flash conviction on their miscreant 
' eyes. 

The French are devils— 4evils~downright 
devils. 

In heavenly wheat, accursed destructive 
weasels, 

Abominations ! atheists, to a man ; 

Rogues that convert the finest flour to 
bran. . 

In Vice's drunken cup for ever guzzling; 

Just like the hogs in mud uncleanly nuz- 
zling. 

I know the rascals have a sin in petto, 

To rob the holy lady of Loretto: 

Attack her temple with their guns, so war* 
riah. 

And thrust the gentlewoman on the 
parish — 

A lady all so graceful, gay, and rich, 

With gems and wonders lodged in every 
stitch. 

Heir of Saint Peter, kindle then thine ire, 

And bid France feel thy apostolic fire ; 

Think of the quantity of sacred wood 

Thy treasuries can launch into the flood ; 

What ships the holy manger can create ! 

At least a dozen of the largest rate — 

And, io, enough of sweet Saint Martha's 
hair, 

To rig this dozen mighty ships of war. 

Our Saviour's pap-spoon, that a world 
adores. 

Would make a hundred thousand pair of 
oars. 

Gather the stones that knocked down poor 
Saint Stephen, 

And fling at Frenchmen in the name of 
Heaven ; 

Bring forth the thousands of Saint Cathe- 
rine's nails. 

That every oonvent, church, and chapel 
hails — 

For storms, uncork the bottled sighs of mar- 
tyrs. 

And blow the rogues to earth's remotest 
quarters. 
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Such relics, of good mother church the 

pride, 
How would they currycomb » Frenohipan'e 

hide, 
Son of the church, txrain I say, arise, 
Aud flash new marvels in their sinner eyes ; 
With teeth and jawbones on thy holy back, 
Thumbs, fingers, knucklebones, to fill a 

sack; 
With joints of rump and loins, and heels, 

and toes, 
Begin thy march, and meet thy atheist 

' foes; 
Struck with a panic shall the yillains leap. 
And fly thy presence, like a flock of sheep. 
Thus shalithe rebels to Religion yield. 
And thou with holy triumph keep the field. 

Thus in Jamaica, once upon a time, 
(Ah! well remembered by the man of 

rhyme!) 
Quako, high priest of all the negro nation, 
And full of negro faith in conjuration, 
Loaded his jackass deep with wonder-bags* 
Of monkeys' teeth, glass, horse-hair, and 

red rags; 
When forth they marched — a goodly, so- 
lemn pace^ 
To pour destruction on the Christian race; 
To send the husbands to th' infernal shades, 
Hug their dear wives, and ravish the fiur 

maids; 
To bring god Mumbo Jumbo into vogue, 
And sanctify the names of whore and rogue ! 
By Fortune's foot behold the scheme dis- 
jointed ; 
And, lo, the black apostle, disapoointed ! 
But mark ! this difference, to tne world's 

surprise, 
Between your Holiness and Quako lies : — 
O'er France (no more an unbelieving foe. 
Who bought their relics, and adored thy 

toe) 
Divine dominion shalt thou streteh, O pope. 
While luckless Quako only stretohed-*a 
rope. 

Where is the priest that cannot curse a 

lat, 
A weasel, locust, grasshopper, and- gnat ?•— 
If journeymen can curse tne reptile clan, 
The master certainly can curse a man. 
Father of miracles, then stir thy stumps. 
And break the legs of sin, that takes such 

jumps: 
Fall not upon thy face, and cur-like yelp ; 
And, panting, panic-stricken, cry — " God, 

help !^' 

* Tbete little lisgi are called by the negrnee, 
•Ma, and are eoppoeed to be poaeeseed of great 
witchcraft virtuea. 


To show that prayer alone will not avail, - 
The muse shall finish with a well-known 
tale.* 


ADVERTISEMENT TO THE 
READER. 

Just as I had finished my Epistle, it struck 
me that his Holiness kept a bad house at 
Rome — Marvelling reader, nothing less 
than a large bawdy-house, from which 
he derives an immensity of impure emo- 
lument: so that this great Son of the 
Church, God's Vicegerent on earth, 
taxes female flesh, winks at fornication, 
and consequently promotes the cause of 
carnality — Thus is a great commandment 
broken, andlasciviousness becomes sanc- 
tioned by the successor of the Apostolic 
Peter. From this sad circumstance pro- 
bably the bone, wood, and metal conduc- 
tors of miracle, like the Electric Ma- 
chine in foul weather, will not answer 
so well ; and consequently a disappoint* 
ment may attend the experiments. The 
bard, therefore, wishing the moral hemis- 
phere to be as clear as possible, very pro- 
perly addresses a pair of reprimanding 
Odes to his Holiness on the occasion, in 
sanguine hopes of reformation* 

ODE I. 

LxT me confess that Beauty is delicious : 
To clasp it in our arms, is nice— but vi- 

omns : 
That is to say, unlawful hug»--oaresses 
Which want those bonds which God Al- 
mighty blesses. 
I do not say that we should not embrace : 
We may— hut then it should be done with 

grace: 
The flesh should scarce be thought of— 

there's the merit : 
Sweet are the palpitations of the spirit ! 

Pure are indeed the kisses of th* upright ; 
So simple, meek, and sanctified, and 

slight! 
Good men so softly press the virgin 

lip! 
But wicked man, what does he, carnal 

wroteh, 
With all his horse-like' passions on full 

streteh ? 
The mouth, sweet cup of kisses, scorns 

to sip — 

• See the Wagoner and Jupiter, p. 93. 
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Bat with th« spicy nectar waxing warm, 
Tbo knave gets drunk upon the pouting 

charm ; 
Seizes the damsel round the waist so 

handy ; 
And, as I've said before, gets drunk, the 

beast, 
Like aldermen, the guttlers, at a feast ; 
For ladies' lips are cherries steeped in 

brandy. 

The flaxen ringlets, and the swelling 

breast; 
The cheek of bloom; the lip, delightful 

nest 
Of balm^ kisses, moist with rich desires ; 
The burning blushes, and the panting 

heart; 
The yielding wishes that the eyes impart ; 
Oft an our bosom kindle glass-house 

fires. 

Oh ! shun the tempting nets that Satan 

spins ! 
The hignest pleasures are the deepest sins ! 
Woman's a lovely animal, 'tis true — 
Too well, indeed, the lawless passions 

know it : 
Unbridled rogues, that wild the charm 

pursue. 
And madly with the scythe of Ruin mow 

itp- 

Thns giving it of death the wicked wound — 
A tender flower stretched sweetly on the 
ground! 

*< Ware lark," the sportsman tp his pointer 
cries; 
Designing him for partridge— nobler 
game; 
As the soul's partridge is the skies, 
*' Ware girl," should Piety exclaim. 

Blessed is the simple man W virtue swayed. 
Who wishful burns not for the blooming 

maid: 
Whose pulses calm as sleeping puppies 

lie; 
Who rusheth not to prey upon her charms. 
Full of Love's mad emotioDB, mad alarms, 

Just like a famished spider on a fly. 
That in the tyrant's claws resigns its 

breath, 
Unhappy humming till it sleeps in death. 

Blessed is the man who marks the cherry 

And sigheth not the nectared sweets to sip. 
Nor press the heaving hills of purest 
snow ; • 


Who marks the love*alluring waist so taper. 

Without one wish, or pulse s single caper, 

And to his hurrying passions cries out 

"No! 
Stop, if you please, young imps, your hot 

career. 
And shun the precipice of fate so near ; 
Draw in, or, with the horses of the sun, 
Tou drive, like Phaeton, to be undone." 

O pope, I've heard that, when a friar, 
(And Fame, in this, is not a liar,) 
Thou oil didst smuggle beauty to thy 
cell. 
And, 'stead of flogging thy own sinful 

back. 
Didst give a sweet Italian girl the smack— 
The smacks indeed of love that lead to 
hell! 

And lo, thou sinner, pope, instead 
Of counting every sacred bead, 

Thou wickedly didst count the damsel's 
charms : 
Instead of clasping the most holy eroM, 
Such was of sanctity thy loss. 

Thou squeezedst mortal limbs amidst thy 
arms: 
Instead of kissing the most sacred wood, 
Lo, were thy lips defiled by flesh and blood. 

Instead of psalmody, the skies to greet. 
In sinful catches didst thou deal, and 
glee; 
And, lo, to put the angels in a sweat. 
Thou dandledst the young harlot on thy 
knee. 
Singing that wanton song of shame, 
" A lovely lass to a friar came !" 

Instead of begging gracious Heaven, 
For all tliy sins to be forgiven. 

Ready wert thou to manufacture more ! 
Thy passions, every one a mutineer. 
Just like a cask of cyder, ale, or beer. 

Fermenting, frothing, frisking, foaming 
o'er. 

The songs of harlots to thine ear, 
So full of witchery, were dear. 

And bosom of desire that hooked thine 
eye! 
Dear as a murder to a certain judge, 
A well-known wight who seems to grudge 

Life and enjoyment to a fly. 

Who, fond of hanging, robs the very cats, 
And on the gibbet mounts his captive rats 

And moles. 
To look like dangling men and maids, poor 

souls! 
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Instetd of ioiiflly crying, ** Let ui praj/' 
Thou in thy twiligrht cell so snngy 

Didil to an armfiil <» rich beanty say, 
In whisper soft, ** Bettina, let as hug" 

Initead of tarninff upwards thy two eyes, 
I>evoatly, for a blessing from the skies ; 
What was thy most unhallowed action ? 

Oh! 
Vile didst thou cast those eyes on things 

below. 


Then, pope, on fornication turn thy back: 
Ob, let it feel the thunder of attack ! 
Most dangerous is this habit, Sir, of iin- 


ninirT 


ODE II. 

Thb world was never wickeder than now — 
Wedlock abused-— her bond pronounced 
a jail ; 

A wife called vilely ' every body's cow, 
A canister, or bone to a dog's tail V 

What dare not knaves of this degenerate 

day. 
Of marriage, decent, hallowed marriage, 

say; 
" Wedlock's a heavy piece of beef, the 

rump! 
JUtums to table, hashed, and stewed, and 

fried, 
And in the stomach, much to lead allied, ^ 

A hard, unpleasant, undigested lump : 
Bat fornication every man enjoys— 
A smart anchovy sandwich— that ne'er 

cloys — 
A barme bouehe men are ready to devour — 
Swallowing a neat half doien in an hour. 
Wedlock,'^they cry, " is a hurd pinching 

boot, 
But fornication is an easy shoe-^ 

The first wont suit : 
It wont do. 

"A girl of pleasure's a light fowling 

piece — 
With this you follow up your game with 
ease: 
That heavy lump, a wife, (confound her !) 
Makes the bones crack. 
And seems, upon the sportsman's breaking 
back, 
A lumbering eighteen-pounder. 

"One is a summer-house, so neat and 

trim, 
To visit aAernoons for Pleasure's whim ; 

So airy, like a butterfly so light ; 
The other, an old castle wilh huge walls — 
Where Melancholy mopes amid the halls. 
Wrapped in the doleful dasky veil of 
Night." 

Iv 


ingi 
Hang all Sie bawds ; for whore's a greater 

vice, 
Than taking in young creatures all so nice ? 
And yet to them, 'tis merely knitting, 
spinning- 
No more ! 
Although the innocent is made a whore. 

With just as much aangfraid, as at their 

shops 
The butchers sell rump-steaks, or mutton- 
chops, 
Or eooks serve top a fish, with skill dis- 
played. 
So an old abbess, for the rattling rakes, 
A tempting dish of haman nature makes. 

And dresses up a luscious maid : 
I rather should have said, indeed, undresees. 
To please a youth's unsanctified caresses. 

Thus, in the practices of fleshv evil. 

They're off upon a gallop to tne devil ; 

Tet deem themselves, poor dupes, cocksure 
of heaven. 

As though salvation could to bawds be 
given, 

To jades encouraging those rebel fires. 

Peppered propensities, and salt desires ; 

Cursed by the bible, if we trust translators ; 

Which sayeth, ** Woe be to all fornica- 
tors!" 

At Rome, each hour, are horrid actions 
done! 
By thee approved, thou dar'st not, pope, 
deny: 
Tes, yes, the lawless places are well 
known. 
Where youth for venal pleasnres madly 

Bargain for beauteous charm, and pick, and 

cull it, 
As at a poulterer's Betty tums'a pullet. 

I like examples of a wicked act — 
Take, therefore, reader, from the bard a 
fact 
An old procuress groaning, sighing, dy- 

A rake-hell enters the old beldam's room — 
" Hs, mother ! thinking on the day of 
doom ? 
He-^dam'me, slabbering, whining, pray- 
ing, crying? 
Well, mother ! what young filly hast thou 

To give a goutloman a little trot?" 
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'' O Captain, pray, your idle nonsense 

cease, 
And let a poor old soul depart in peace ! 
What wicked tilings the Devil puts in your 

head, 
Where can you hope to go, when you are 

'* How now, old beldam ? — shamming 

Heaven with prayi&ff ! 
€k>me, come, to business — ^don't keep such 

a braying ; 
Let's see your stuff— come, beldam, show 

your ware ; 
Some fittle Phillis, fresh from country air." 

'' O captain, how impiousZy you prate ! 
Well, well, [ see there's no resisting fate; 
Go, go to the next room, and there's a bed~- 
And such a oharming creature in't— such 

grace ! 
Such sweet simplicity ! and auth a face ! — 
Captain, you are & devil — you are, indeed. 

"I thank my stars that nought' my con- 
science twits ; 
Which to my parting soul doth joy af- 
ford; 
O captain, captain ! what, for nice youag 
tiu, 
What will you do, when I am with the 
Lord r 


REFLECTION. 

SocH was the fact! tlius was this bawd 
persuaded. 

Heaven's massy door would not be barri- 
caded! 

Sure, in her mind, that Peter would un- 
lock it I 

Thus had her soul thy passportin its pocket. 


ODE TO INNOCENCE. 

Though the Author has so severely repri- 
manded His Holinessfor hisincontinency, 
he, with the utmost candour, suspecteth 
his own frailty. 

O Nthph of meek and blushful mien, 
Lone wanderer of the rural scene, 

Who lovest not the city's bustling sound, 
But in the stiU and simple vale. 
Art pleased to hear the turtle's tale, 

'Mid the gay minstrelsy that floats 
around ! 


Now on the bank, amid the sunny beam, 
I see thee mark the natives of the stream. 
That break the dimpling surface with 
delight; 
Now see thee pitying a poor captive flv. 
Snapped from the loved companions of nts 

joy, 

And, swallowed, sink beneath the gulf 
of night. 

Now see 'thee, in the humming, golden 

hour. 
Observant of the bee, from flower to flower, 
That loads with varied balm his little 

thighs. 
To guard against chill winter's famished 

day, 
When rains descend, and clouds obscure 

the ray, 
And tempests pour their thunder through 

the skies. 

Now see thee happy, with the sweetest 

smile. 
Attentive stretched along the frasrrantsoil ; 
Beholding the small myriads of the plain, 
The pismires^ some upon their sunny hills. 
Some thirsty, wandering to the crystal 
rills. 
Some loaded, bringing back the snowy 
grain; 

So like the labouring swains, who yet lo<^ 

down 
Contemptuous on their toils and tiny town ! 

Now see thee playful, chase the child of 
spring. 

The winnowing butterfly with | painted 
wing. 
That busy flickers 9n from bloom to 
bloom ; 

Pursuing wildly now a favourite fair. 

Circling amid the golden realm of air. 
And leaving, all for love, the pea's per- 
fume. 

Now see thee peeping on the secret nest^ 
Where sits the parent wren in patient rest ; 
While at her side her feathered partner 
sings: 
Chants his short note, to charm her nursing 

day; 
Now for his loves pursues his airy way, 
And now with food returns on cheerful 
wings. 

Pleased could I sit with thee, O nymph so 

sweet. 
And hear the happy flocks around thee 

bleat ; 
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And mark their iktpping sports tlong the 
land; 
Now hear thee to a favoarite lambkin speak, 
Who wanton stretches forth his woolly 
neck, 
And plucks the fragrant herbage from 
tny hand. 

Thus oould I dwell with thee for many an 

hour: 
Yet should a rural Venus from her bower 
Step forth with bosom bare, and beaming 
eye, 
And flaxen locks, luxuriant rose-clad 

cheek. 
And purple lip, and dimpled chin so sleek. 
And archly heave the love-seducing sigh; 

And cry, '' Come hither swain — be not 

uraid ; 
Embrace the wild, and quit the simple 
maid"— 
I yerilj^ believe that I should go ; 
Yet, parting, should I say to thee, '' Fare- 
well — 
I cannot help it— Witchcraft's in her cell— 
The passions like to be where tempests 
blow- 
Go girif enjoy thy fish, flies, and doves ; 
But suffer me to wanton with the Loves." 

Thus should I act— excuse mo, charming 

saint; 
An imp am I, in virtue's cause so faint ; 
Like David in his youth, a lawless 

swain ! 
Preferring (let me own with blushing face) 
The storms of passion to the calms of 

grace; 
One ounce of pleasure to a pound of 

pain. 


A KING OF FRANCE AND THE 
FAIR LADY. 

AT BATTLBDORB ANO 8HUTTLI0OCK. 

^ True Story, 

A Kino of France upon a day, 
With a fair lady of his court, 

Was pleased at battledore to play,— 
A very fashionable sport 

Into the bosom of this fair court dame. 
Whose whiteness did the snow's pure 

whiteness shamo, 
King Louis by an odd mischance did knock 
The shuttlecock, 


Thrice happy rogue, upon the town of 

doves. 
To nestle with the pretty little loves I 

" Now, sire, praj^ take it out"— quoth she, 
With an arch smile. — But what did he ? 

What? what to charming modesty 
belongs ! 
Obedient to her soft command, 
He raised it— but not with his hand ! 

No, marvelling reader, but the chim- 
ney tongs. 

What a chaste thought in this good king ! 

Flow clever ! 
When shall we hear'again of such a thing.' 

Lord ! never. 
Now were our princes to be prayed 
To such an act by some fair maid, 

I'll bet my life not one would mind 

it: 
But handy, without more ado. 
The youths would search the bosom 

through. 
Although It took a day to find it ! 


ADVICE TO YOUNG WOMEN ; OR, 
THE ROSE AND STRAWBERRY. 

A FABLS. 

YouKo women ! don't be fond of killing, 
Too well I know your hearts unwilling 

To hido beneath the veil a charm — 
Too pleased a sparkling eye to roll, 
And with a neck to thrill the soul 

Of every swain with love's alarm. 

Yet, yet, if prudence be not near. 
Its snow may melt into a tear. 

The dimpled smile, and pouting lip. 
Where little Cupids nectar sip. 

Are very pretty lures 1 own : 

But, ah I if Prudence be not nigh. 
Those lips where nil the Cupids lie, 

May give a passage to a groan. 

A Rose, in all the pride cf bloom, 
Flinging around her rich perfume, 

Her form to public notice pushing, 
Amidst the summer's golden glow. 
Peeped on a Strawberry below. 

Beneath a leaf, in secret blushing. 

m 

** Miss Strawberry,*^ exclaimed the Rose, 
<* What's beauty, that no mortal knows .' 
What is a charm, if never seen ? 
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Toa FMlly are a pretty creatare : 
Then wherefore hide each blooming fea- 
tiira? 
Gome up, and show yonr modest mien." 

<* Mias Roae," the Strawberry replied, 

" I never did poBseaa a pride 
That wiihed to aash the public eye : 

Indeed I own that I'm afraid — 

I think there's safety in the shade, 
Ambition causes many a sigh." 

** Go, simple child," the Rose rejoined, 
** See how I wanton in the wind : 

I feel no danffer's dread alarms : 
And then observe thft god of day. 
How amorous with his golden ray. 

To pay his visits to my charms ?" 

No sooner said, bat with a scream 

She started from her favourite theme— 
A clown had on her fixed his oat. 

In vain she screeched — Hob did but 
smile ; 

Rubbed with her leaves his nose awhile 
Then bluntly stuck her in his hat. 


THE DOCTORS; 

▲ TALK. 

A FXLZ.0W troubled With the itch 
(Like courtier-men) of getting pich, 

And learning that a doctor (not a quack). 
By means of a most potent pili, 
Did verily and truly fill 

Full many a time with gold his sack — 
Resolved, by pill^ to make a fortune too, 
So set about it without more ado. 

Hoist but the standard, folks will come. 

With heads as empty as the drum. 

The quack puffs off his pill, none doubt 

him : 
A bumpkin camo among the rest, 
And thus the man of pill addressed : 

" Zur, hearing^ what is come to pass. 
That vour fine pill hath cured the king. 
And able to do every thing. 

D'ye think, zur, that 'twill make' me vind 
ray ass ? 
I've lost ray ass, zur, zo should like to try it : 
If this be your opinion, zur, I'll buy it." 

<" Undoubtedly !" the qnack replied, 
*' Yes, Master Hob, it should be tried : 
Then down Hob's gullet, cure or kill, 
Tlio rrrand imposinr piifthed the pill. 


Hob paid his fee, and off he went ; 
And travelling on about an hour, 

His bowels ^re with pains were rent: 
Such was the pill's surprising power. 

No longer able to contain. 

Hob in a hurry left the lane : 
How decent t — what can decency surpass ? 

And sought the grove— where Hob s two 
eyes. 

Wide staring, saw with huge surprise 
His long- earea servant Jack, his ass ! 

Te gods ! how happv was the meeting ! 

Hobkissing Jack, ana Jack, Hob greeting. 

" Adzooks ! a lucky pill 1" quoth Hob : 
" Yes, yes, the pill hath done the job." 
Pill grew the subject of the village tattle : 

At last it gained a heap of fame ; 

Not only good for blind and lame. 
But good, too, for recovering all strayed 
cattle. 

Now ponder well ye parents dear — 

Pitt*H no catholicon, i fear : 
Pitt is a violent cathartic, 

Oeatinff very grievous gripes 

(In butcner phrase) among our tripes. 
Making the stomach, head, and heart sick : 

Producing much evacuation. 
Unto a poor consumptive nation. 
That wants restoratives called pounds. 
To give her strength, and heal her wounds. 

Though clever in his treasury rostrum, 
Pitt never yet possessed a nostrum 
For bringing all strayed mil lionsi>ack again: 
< The guineas he sent out, we find, 
Were like so many beetles blind, 
Rambling the lord knows where, like 
showers of rain, 
Makinff the German regions smile. 
Instead of Albion's famished isle. 


THE HED6E.HOGS. 

A FABLS. 

Ths hedge- hogs in a war most fatal, 
A war commenced with the doc-nation. 

Like us, unlucky, losing eaehland-battle. 
And trembling all for their salvation. 

Agreed to mrnish contribution. 

With patriotic resolution, 
As much as every hedge-hog could afford : 

One of the tribe, no hedge-hog sutler, 

An Elwes, or a Sir John Cutler, 
And inaRtcr of^i comfortable hoard, 
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Affected to be learcely worth a crown, 
Therefore nnable to come down. 

The hed^e-hog council sent to let him 
know 

The tide coald never be so low : 

" Enter my 'honae, and be conTinced," 
quoth he. 
The roeesengrer stepped in, and pried 

about: 
Appearances left not a doubt — 
Of wealth a vestige not a soul could see : 
In full conviction then they left the 

do^r : 
"Squire Hedge-Hog certainly is very 
poor." 

As from the door, the humble door 
Of our Squire Hedgo-Hog all so poor, 

Fully convinced, they passed along ; 
A hillock of fresh earth appeared, 
Seeming but very lately reared : 

This hatcned suspicion somewhat strong. 

With teetfi' and claws they oped the 
mound — 

Where such a treasure soon was found ! 
Forth trots the poverty-struck 'squire. 

Begging and praying beyond measure, 

They would not take away his treasure : 
Was sorry he had been so great a liar ; 

" Was ready with his quota to the state, 
T' assist the war, and give the dogs their 
sate." 
But, no — it was against the laws: they 
found — 
He could not have it — no such thing, 
As treasure under ground 
Belonged of right unto the king. 

Thus was Squire Hedge-Hog very fairly 

bit, 
Now to apply this fable to Squire Pitt : 

Pitt, canst thou say with a good grace, 

That thine is not a hedge-hog-oase ? 
Believe me, thou'rt not poor in purse, 

However thou mayst be in spirit : 
Thine income, for the nation's curse. 

Is much, I fear, beyond thy merit. 

The Cinque Ports, with a few remuner- 
ations, 
Prove to John Bull some trifling obliga- 
tions. 
Which Wyndham cheese-parings might 
call; 
Which cheese- parings, if in my power, 
Should, in the space of halfan hour, 
Return to where they started, like a ball. 


Had justice nicely weighed thy true de- 
sert, 
What had she given ?~ril tell thee what— 
The dame had given, to please thy lofty 
heart. 
Just half enough to feed a rat : 
An animal of vicious nature, 
Who, after breakfasting and dining, 
And supping in a house, and undermining. 
Leaves it a prey to fire and water 
As soon as all the plunder ceases), 
^0 tear it in a thousand pieces. 


^. 


THE SULTAN AND THE DOG. 

A HiOHTY sultan of the east. 

On every dainty used to feast : 
(How different from the beggar and his . 
bone) * 

Who drank, too, Burgpindy, I ween ; 

For every thing in style was seen. 
Becoming one who sat upon a throne. 

It chanced that war, all-powerful war, 
So apt the wisest schemes to mar, 

And change the master to the humble slave. 
Fixed on th? sultan his steel claws. 
Clapped an embargo on his jaws, 

And words, hard words, instead of victuals, 
gave. 

The king was beat— to prison sent, in 

shorts- 
Coarse was his fare, the coarsest sort : 

A jug of milk was sent to him for dinner : 
Enter a dog, who, while the king 
Was musing on some lofty thing, n 

Stole slily to me milk, the thievish sinner ; 
Forced in his head, and lapped each drop, 

no doubt. 
But could not get his head felonious out 

So off, with his jugged jowl, the raecal 
ran. 
The monarch smiling, marked the theft, 
And of his dinner though bereft. 

With much good humour thus began : 

"Fortune's a fickle dame: but yesterday 
A hundred camels scarce could biear 
My quantities of kitchen-ware, 

And now a cur can carry it away !" 


Oh, with a disposition soft as silk. 
So humble, affable, and mild ; 
Art thou reduced, too, to a jug of milk, 
Sweet Nature's child ? 
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Speak — Did the famished wolves, alas ! 
Eat all the flesh of the dead ass, 

And leaye thee nothinff bat the bones ? 
Say, hadst thon not the lace to mump 
One steak, from the poor nation's rump, 

To calm gaunt Famine's hollow moans ? 

Ah, me ! we all are very poor ; 
Taxed to the very eyes, I'm sure ! 
Where is the article that pays no duty ? 
Nought 'scapes !— not woman's fascinating 
beauty ! 

Lo, many a little charming Phillis, 
For Tending roses sweet and lilies, 
And love-inspiring, luscious, balmy kisses ! 
Although tiie growth of their own cheek ; 
Although the growth of their own 
neck; 
Although the growthof their own lip, sweet 
Misses ; 
Are forced to Bridewell's horrid fare, 
For dealing in unlicensed ware — 
Spoiled all their pretty hops, and skips, 

and glee, 
Because the justice had not got his fee. 


ORSON AND ELLEN; 


A LBGSNDART TALK. 


I try t' eieel in legendary tale, 

The lady, flentleman, and miss, of rhyme; 
Id Tain, alas! my ereeplng efibrta fiill ! 

Far, nr unequal to their marcb aubllme. 


CANTO L 

" Torn, &rmer, turn th^ horse's head 
And taste my ale so bright," 

Cried Boniface, whose sign displayed 
The lion in his might. 


Yet bow nnlike the roval beast, 

Who for his phiz ne er sat ? 
Wherefore deriding tongues did call 

The sign, the Old Red Cat ! 

Tea, much unlike indeed was it ! 

Jove's eagle and a gander, 
Matthias and the tuneful Pope, 

Lord RoUe and Alexander. 

" Who boasts such ale ?" quoth Boniface ; 

" No landlord that draws breath. ' 
A gallon I could fairly drink. 

Even ill the pangs of death !" 


Toung Orson from his horse leaped off, 
And shook the landlord's hand. 

Then sought a room to taste this ale, 
The best in all the land. 

The landlord had a red round face, 
Which some folks said, in fun, 

Resembled his Red Lion's phiz; 
And some, the rising sun. 

Large slices from his cheeks and chin, 
Like beef-steaks, one might cut; 

And then his paunch, for goodly size, 
Beat any brewer's butt. 

This landlord was a boozer stout, 

A snuff-taker and smoker ; 
And 'twixt his eyes a nose did shine 

Bright as a red-hot poker. 

Were gunpowder put on his snout. 

Nor flint it would require. 
And steel, to make the sable grains 

Flash off in sudden fire. 

Thus when we see a nose so red, 

It is as daylight clear, 
That ruby nose is not maintained 

On water or small beer. 

Young Orson was a comely youth, 

Stout as an oaken tree ; 
A farm he had in Taunton Yale 

And money, too, had he ! 

Wliene'er he spied a buxom lass, 

His chops began to water ; 
And as the kites on pigeons pounce, 
• The rogue was sure to pat her. 

But he his neck to wedlock's yoke 

Would not consent to bow ; 
Quoth he, '* The man who milk can buy, 

Should never keep a cow !" 

Of lovely maids at least a score 

Did rue his wanton tricks ! 
A mournful band ! a sable list ! 

Like moles between clefl sticks ! 

Now at the table Boniface 

And Orson sat them both, 
While 'twixt the twain a pewter-pot. 

Did mantling foam with froth. 

Now Orson raised the pewter-pot. 

And Mew the froth away : 
And having drank, he smscked his lips. 

And cheerily did say ; 

" Old Boniface, thou'rt in the right ! 
Thy taste is sound enough ; 
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I wish my cellar now could boast 
^ A ton of such rare stuff!'* 

Sweet Ellen gave the pot with hands 
That might with thousands vie ; 

Her face, like veal, was white and red, 
And sparkling was her eye. 

Her shape the poplar's easy form, 

Her neck the lily's white, 
Sof^ heaving, like the summer wave. 

And lifting rich delight. 

And o'er this neck of globe-like mould, 

In ringlets waved her hair : 
Ah, what sweet contrast for the eye, 

The jetty and the fair ! 

Her lips like cherries moist with dew. 
So pretty, plump, and pleasing ! 

And like the juicy cherry, too, 
Did stenL to ask for aquttjxag. 

Tet Ellen modest was withal, 
And kept her charms in order \ 

For beauty is a dangerous gift, 
And apt to breed disorder. 

Yet what is beauty's use, alack ! 

To market can it ^o ? 
Say, will it buy a loin of veal. 

Or rump of beef. ^ No, no. 

Will butchers say, '< Choose what you 
please. 

Miss Nancy and Miss Betty ?" 
Or gardeners, ^' Take my beans and peas. 

Because ye are so pretty V 

Too oft, alas ! a daughter's charms 

Increase a parent's cares; 
For daughters and dead fishy we find, 

Were never keeping wares. 

Tet spotless was this virgin's heart — 
Quite spotless, too, her fame ! 

And if a swain but kissed her neck. 
It showed the blush of shame ! 

For once a saucy Oxford youth 

Dared kiss it to a glow — 
How like the modest blush of morn 

Upon & hill of snow ! 

Tot blushes are exceeding scarce ; 

The great folk scorn to name 'em, 
Since Fashion, ruling with strong sway. 

Has bid all courts disclaim 'em. 

Tea, yes ! a blush is vastly scarce ! 
O fie, O fie upon't ! 


And when it glows, lo ! Fashion calls 
The virtue, tnauvaise honte! 

Oh ! can the great for modesty 

Not care a single rush ! 
Ah ! never be a British maid 

A stranger to a bliish ! 

Ah ! who can pierce the simple heart, 

Give modesty a fear — 
Raise with rude hands the burning blush. 

And force the pearly tear .' 

Tet there are demons who delight 

Her panting heart to wound, 
Darken with Sorrow's cloud her eye, 

And force the groan prdfound. 

Ah ! wanton Fashion, thou loose dMSUf 

Who biddest every man see 
The charms which darkness should con< 
ceal, 

And man should only/oncy. 

The ankle, nay, the knee and thigh,' 

Are secrets now no more ! 
God bless us ! every day of each 

A man may see a score ! 

The bishop was not in the wrong. 

But really in the right, 
Who at the opera saw stick things 

As shocked his holy sight. 

Tet some have said, yea, loudly said, 

With many a scornful jeer — 
" A poor old withered blinking fool. 

What business had he there ?" 

" If bishops and their wives will leave 
Their cnurch for wanton places ; 

'Tis rank hypocrisy to make 
A set of prudish faces." 

Now Orson's eyes forsook the pot, 
And marked the maid with nre ; 

For Ellen'e fair and artless look 
Did kindle high desire. 

For beauty doth possess the charm 

To pull abroad men's eyes. 
And wake the wishes of the soul. 

And bid the passions rise. 

For why ? Because 'tis Nature's plan 
The world should be supported ; 

Therefore, wherever Beauty smiles. 
It will be pressed and courted. 

Thus amber doth attract the straws, 
The loadstone draws the needle ; 
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And drawn too are the female heels 
By tabor, pipe, and fiddle. 

Now Orson whispered to himself, 
<< Gad's bob ! if things gg right, . 

With that nice girl who gave the pot 
I'll sleep this very night!" 

O monstrous thought ! O wicked wish ! 

O soul destroying sin ! 
yet for his soul (O graceless youth !) 

He did not oare one pin. 

Thus on the dolphin's beauteous scale, 

The shark he opes his jaw ! 
Poor fish ! who, ere he danger feels, 

Is in the tyrant's maw. 

Thus spiders when they see a fly 
How bailiff like they watch it ! 

And ere, boor imp, he thinks of harm, 
The grimly rascals catch it. 


CANTO II. 

Fair £llen lived with Boniface 
Nor scorned her humble sphere ; 

And with unsullied fame she drew 
Her customers their beer. 

How neat was Ellen in her dress ! 

As neat as a new pin ! 
By this she brought full many a pound 

To Boniface's inn. 

Thus Goldfinches, in fields well placed, 

The distant birds engage, 
And by their dainty forms and voice. 

Invite them to their cage. 

And thus the pastry-cooks should do, 

To sell their tarts and pies ; 
Put in their shop some pretty lass, 

To hook in passing eyes. 

For many a man, whosQ appetite 

Desires nor pie nor tart, 
May like to squeeze a charming girl. 

And ogle for her heart. 

Nay, milliners should do the same. 

For custom if they hope ; 
And many a trade besides should keep 

A nice tit in the shop. 

And lot mo own, in times of yore, 
Wbon Love was seldom quiet, 

But quickened night and day my blood, 
And bred a constant riot ; 


I bought my garters and my gloves, 

Wherever Beauty skone; 
When Ugliness was in a shop, 

I let tmit shop alone. 

For beauty may be well compared, 

I think, unto a hook ; 
Which, baited with a lady-bird, 

Draws fishes from the brook. 

Ellen was chaste as new-fallen snow, 

And modest in her air ; 
Unlike some lasses, common known 

As is a barber's chair. 

Of goodly parents was she bom, 

But in disguise did rove. 
Because a youth to her was fiilse — 

She left her vale for love. 

Six years she passed in servitude, 

At last forgot the sigh ; 
Fler lover's image forced no more 

The pearl -drops firom her eye. 

Yet many a month she ceased to smile, 
And drooped the languid head ; 

And many a lonely walk she took, 
The secret tear to shed. 

'' Ah ! happy birds," she oil would sigh 

Amid the tuneful grove — 
** Tou bear no guile within your hearts 

Tou break no vows of love. 

" Alas ! 'tis man alone deceives : 

He wins the witless heart ; 
Then meanly treads it in the dust, 

And triumphs in his' art." 

Thus in her solitary walk. 

Would Ellen say and sigh ; 
And then sweet ditties she would sing. 

Of maids for love that die. 

For Sorrow listens with fond ear 

To Music's plaintive flow ; 
Devours the sweetly-dying strain, 

And feeds oir tales of woe. 

The parish 'squire, though wedded he 

Unto a lady fair. 
Hath often at the Lion stopped, 

On Ellen's charms to stare. 

For married eyes, if not well watched. 

Are very apt to stray ; 
For which some ladies give their lords 

A lesson night and day. 

And very properly I wot; 
For eyes of married men 
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Should only on <me object look, 
Whereas they stare on ten. 

A married man should winkers wear, 
Like coach- horses and cart ; 

To rule the eyes, those squinting pimps 
That oft sednoe the heart. 

For so depraved our sez> I've known 

A man deep read in books, 
Who had a jewel of a wife, 

Yet kissed his greasy cooks. 

And what did make it ten times wonra, 
T' increase his lady's woes ; 

He kept the bastards of those cooks. 
All underneath her nose ; 

Who, if she dared to speak or weep. 
He instantly would kick her ; 

And oft (to use a Devonshire phrase) 
The gentleman would Uck her. 

Ah ! Matrimony, thou art like 

To Jeremiah's figs ; 
The good were very good, the had 

Too sour to give the pigs. 

Now to lair Ellen to return^ 

The parson of the parish, 
Although his nunUk was most devout. 

His eyes were oft vagarish. 

For oft on Boniface he called. 

The news to ask or tell ; 
Hoping his ale was fresh and good. 

And that his hogs were welh 

And was fair Ellen in the way. 

He catechised the maid ; 
Hopiuff she always wentto church, 

And like a Christian prayed. 

And gently would he squeeze her hand, 

When nobody was near ; 
And kindly pat her rosy cheek. 

With many a holy leer. 

And when the parson took a draught, 

He did persuade the lass 
To wet her lovely lips, and leave 

A kiss within the glass. 

For even the gravest of divines 

To Beauty's empire yield : 
And spite of all their zeal and grace. 

Old Nick hath won the field. 

Lo ! Bishop Kepael felt the charm, 
And wavered from his duty : 
2 W 


Confirming once a nice young maid, 
He gave up God for Beauty ; 

So pressed her head with amoroue hand, 
When lo, two large black pins. 

That slily lurked within her hair. 
Attacked him for his sins. 

Deep in his flesh they urged their way ; 

When, staring, the divine 
Exclaimed, ** 0--d damn the head ! I think 

The girl's a /lorcttptiis." 

Old Snuffle, too, the parish clerk. 

Did sometimes call for ale } 
And knew not (when the m^d was near) 

If mild it was, or stale. 

Of spectacles that rode his nose, 
He winked through each horned slass ; 

And, goat-like, licked his watering fipe, 
That longed to buss the lass. 

Than o'er his Bible in the peW, 

Ofpounds I would lav ten, 
Old Snuffle would much rather say. 

O'er Ellen's lips, amen. 

The dullest eye can beauty see, 

'Tis lightnings on the sight ; 
Indeed it is a general bait, ^ 

And man, the fish, will bite. 

JVow Boniface Ulked of Lord Rolle, 

A lord in fight so frisky ; 
Who made an old dame* a prisoner, 

And took away her whiskey. 

And eke on travelling corpses seized, 

As fierce as any shark ; 
And bullied, like a thunder-storm ; 

The parson and the clerk. 

And now they talked of Sunday schools, 
Once deemed a glorious thing. 

Praised and supported bv the great. 
Admired by queen and king. 

But now 'gainst Sunday schools, alack. 
The great folk turn their faces ; 

For fear the poor, by learning, should 
Grow wiser than their graces. 

For no great man indeed can bear 

That man of late degree 
Should read and write, since that poor man 

May be as wise as he. 

*• Actually in Ireland, where his lurdshjp per- 
formed prodigiei of TSlour. 
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There ia a lofty dame called Pride, 

With corni apon her toes : 
On which the mob is apt to tread, 

And very oft, God knows. 

Now this high dame companion is 
Of lords, and dakes, and kings ; 

And duchesses, and eke of queens, 
Indeed, and such like things. 

And lo! she whispers to the great 

To keep themselves aloof; 
Nay, crush the poor like some sad worm 

Beneath a horse's hoof. 

And lo ! the W^^^ ^^^ counsel take, 

And ears of poor folks crop ; 
Nay, flog the poor at times, poor souls ! 

As schoolboys flog a top. 

Now of a princess sweet they talked. 

And pitied her hard fate ; 
*< O Lord ! O Lord !" said Boniface, 

" Heaven keep me from high state I 

<* Poor lady !" Orson pitying said, 

'* Fve seen hor many a time ; 
And seen the baby too with tears, 

And asked about her crime. 

" However people may invent. 

Whatever folks shall sav, 
1 won't believe — ^but think hor still 

A jewel flung away. 

" Such sweetness never could offend — 
Then what's her guilt ? I cried ; 

But folks seemed all afraid to speak, 
And shook the head, and signed." 

Then Ellen said, " I would not be 

. A princess for the world."-^ 
" Thou'rt more," quoth Orson, ** or may I 
To Old Nick's house be hurled !" 

" Thou art a ^ueen," exclaims the youth; 

And for a kiss he starts— 
« Who ! I ?" rejoined th' astonished maid— 

" Yes, Mom— the quem of hearts" 

The maid received the jrouth's salute 

With such a modest air. 
As though from Mistress Stevenson's,* 

The empress of Queen-square. 

Now, gentle reader, with thy leave, 

I'll rest mv tuneful tongue.; 
And shun of nightingales the fate. 

Who die by too much song. 

* A lady who keeps a boardlng-echool. 


CANTO III. 

AwD now they talked of good great men, 

Who by their merits rise ; 
When Bishop Porteus was the theme ;— 

GreiUf though of little size : 

Who, though before the Chancellor 

He humbly bore the mace. 
Did at the last a mitre wear ; 

Such friends are Faith and Grace. 

Now Boniface did loud exclaim, 

For wondrous proud was he : 
<< D'ye know that this same bishop's wife 

No better was than vmT 

" No better, though the lofty wife 

Of this most grand diyine ! 
Her father did an alehouse keep, 

No better, man, than mine! 

'< There Madam Porteus, a young maid. 

Did draw the ale and beer ; 
And drew good customers, 'tis said, 

Indeed trom &r and near. 

<<When Parson Porteus trudged that 
way— 

Now see how tilings may hap ! 
And, sweating, took a pint of stoMi 

From this young maiden's tap. 

" Now Love within the pewter-pot, 

So wondrous is his art. 
Lurked sly. and as the parson swilled. 

Slipped aown into his heart. 

" At once he glowed with furious flame, 

And eyed the comely she ; 
And very soonfhe squeezed her hand, 

For wounded much was he. 

" Thus, when the Linnet flies to drink 

To some fair crystal spring, 
Bj lime-twigs quickly is he caught 

And cannot move a wing. 

** Now soon as the young girl's papa 

The courtship did explore, 
He took them by the shoulders both. 

And shoved them both to door. 

" As Adam and his dearest Eve 

Left Eden with a tear ; 
So Porteus with bis sweetheart left 

The tap'room and the beer. 
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'* Forth wtndering thev in homely pliff^t, 
GMeved that their plan miacamed ; 

But aoon, in epite of poverty, 
The loving pair were married. 

" Nor pnmd is Mistreas Porteoa now, 

Thouffh lofty ia her lot ; 
. For glad ia ahe old frienda to 800, 

And eke a pewter-pot.*' 

Thoa ended Bonifiice ; and now 
They talked of Hannah More, 

Whoae fame the bishop's trumpet aoonda, 
That makea a mighty roar. 

TheiPon each other they did wink, 
Which thof might be translated ; 

Some people may a mitre wear, 
And yet be skdUow-pated, 

And now they praised the bishop's care, 

Who makes it all his pride 
To aee the clergy well behave. 

And on their corea reside. 

For, lo ! the bishop finds it hard 

Into their curea to pnll 'en& ; 
ThoQffh he, good man, for reaaona imm, 

Doui aeldom preach at Fulham. 

'^ I fear some bishops are in fault," 
Quoth Boniface, and aighed — 

'* Tbey are a proud and haughty set." — 
'* Too true, the youth replied. 

" Over poor curates' backa, alaa ! 

How Jehu-like they drive ! 
And, Lord I how these old drones will suck 

The honey of the hive !" 

Of Dame Religion now they talked. 

Beloved by each divine ; 
Who thinka their wealthy patroneaa 

All in a deep decline. 

To bring her back to health again. 

Of recipes a score 
Good Doctor Porteus jointly wrote 

With Parson Hannah More. 

For, lo, the dame with these great /oM; 

Haa alwaya been in fiivour ; 
For which tney both for her wonld fight, 

And riak their all to save her. 

Most grossly waa ahe used in France ; 

Most cruell5[, alack ! 
Her pocketa picked, and her best clothes 

All pilfered from her back. 

The French swore she a bastard was 
Of some old canting friar ; 


And from her childhood known to be 
A hypocrite and liar. 

Her ringa they robbed, and diamonds 
too; 

Her gold they stole by tone ; 
With which they ahot and powder bought, 

Sworda, mttaketa, and great guna. 


Not only this, indeed, waa done 

By this same rabble rout ; 
They broke the bones of saints, and kicked 

The saintei^aes about. 

Such waa their treatment by the mob, 

Such rage did Hell inspire ; 
Ifgoldf they coined them ; and, iftoood. 

They put them in the fire. 

Old iawbones of the sainted tribea 
Old teeth, old nails, old noses. 

Old tg^, old shoes, that wondera worked, 
Aa every one supposes. 

Old wigs, and night-capa, gowns, and 
rags. 

Spoon, trencher, knife, and fork ; 
Pap-spoon, and frying pan, and apit. 

That many a marvel work. 

" Religion was a gentle maid," ' 

Quoth Boniface again — 
''In the year one; but since ahe'a apoiled 

By wicked artfUl men. 

" The bishops taught her to be proud, 

And heap of wealth a store ; 
To paint her cheeks, and wear the garb 

Of some sad tawdry whore. 

" I think she is too well dressed out 

By every great divine." — 
** Indeed," quoth Orson with a aigh, 

" I think she goes too fine." 

Of Peter Pindar now they talked ; 

Who so dhrinely sings ; 
Renowned firom pole to pole for odes, 

And eompUmenls to kings. 

Then, raptured, on his works they dwelt, 

And on his high pretension -, 
Lamenting much he had not got 

From majesty a pension : 

While parasitea, and pimps to lords, 
Enjoyed their wealth and state ; 

While he, poor soul, did make wry mouths 
Upon an empty plate. 

On which they aagely did remark, 
That alight waa merit's meed ; 
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And that the^fua, for ana fair jlowary 
Did foster many a yjeed, 

" I hare hie worki," qnoth Boniiace, 

" This moment in my houqe ; 
Pray, Farmeri did you ever read < 

Hit poem on a txmse ? 

• 

*' And Apple DompUnge and choked Sheep, 

The Pilgrims and the Pease ; 
The Brick-kiln, Brewhouse, Parson Toung, 

And Songs that ladies please ?'' 

** This great man's poems I have road ; 

Tes, over, Sir, and over,'* 
(Quoth Orson, with a wink and smile 

That pleasure did discover. 

" But then," said he, and gave a shrug, 

" Some aldermen and mayor 
Swore that his impudence is such. 

It bristled up their hair : 

*' Said that he grins too much at courts, 

And never would refrain } 
And in respect df titled folk. 

Was wicked as Tom Paine. 

** Thev called him every name that's bad, 

Turk, Infidel, and Jew ; 
And wanted, when they burned his books, 

To burn the author too,** 

" O shameful aldermen and mayor, 

To bum so sweet a bard !'* 
Cried Boniface—^* alas ! alaa ! 

'Twas very, very hard. 

** The Justice too, I do suppose. 
Did bate him from his marrow ; 

And with as much gCod-wiil would shoot 
The pott as a sporrow, 

<< I hope this wondrous man of verse ' 

Is steeled with resolution ; 
As virtuous people, in all times. 

Have suffered persecution.*' 

And now the^ talked of one George Rose, 

Who born in low estate. 
Did mount to worship and to wealth — 

So very blind is fate. 

Of George's mother then they talked. 

Her hut, and dirty gear ; - 
And said, that George allowed his dam 

But thirty pounds a-year. 

Poor crone, who swore she would have 
more, 
Or, 1o f his pride to sting, 


She'd run to London in her rags, 
And show them to the king. 

But George disliketh much to hear 

About his Scottish home ; 
Thus scabby heads, the proverb says, 

For ever hate a comb. 

And now of Hawkesbury they talked. 
Who wrote in mags for hire ; 

Whose works, till in the chimney put, 
Ne'er felt one spark of fire. 

Of taxes now thev talked, and cursed 

The emperor o er and o'er ; 
And then on Paul they poured som» giall, 

And very loudly swore. 

" The game laws tdo," qnoth Boniface, 

" Provoke me to the quick ; 
We must not knock a pheasant down, 

Although 'tis with a stick. 

" Curse on the Justices, the thievee, 

That send a man to jail. 
For touching, with an inch of gun, 
. A partridge \>r a quail : 

" Who threat my license too to take. 
And ding, and huff, and vapour. 

Because I wont be hummed, and buy 
George Rose's stupid paper!" 


>>* 


Now talked they of the princesses 

Elizabeth and Mary, 
Whose taste in all the polished arts 

Is most extraordinary. 

Then of the sweetness of their looks. 

Their manners all so mild ; 
That "win, where'er they pass the heart 

Of man, and maid, and child. 

* Which of the two papers ii meant by Bonl- 
flice, we cannot ascertain : aa the Sun was accus- 
tomed to lick up the leavings of the poor dead or 
dying True Briton, and disgorfs for the benefit of 
the public: either of those newspapers, therefore, 
may be alluded to by the landlord, as their respect- 
ive merits are rather beneath the dignity of criti- 
cism. We must say, indeed, that evecy exertion 
has been made, particularly by the Post-Ofiice, to 
cram their trash down the throats of the nauseat- 
ing people of England. A newspaper is made the 
test of our political principles. Is the Morning Post, 
or the Courier, or tlie Morning Chronicle called for, 
the man is branded with the odioui name of Jaca> 
bin . Yet who reads of a defeat in these m In Isteri- 
al hirelings ? Pma-M are for ever sung : British lau- 
rels neither decrease norfade — alt.ative and bloom- 
ing ! Victory attends the chariot of every British 
Mars— and the fools-cap which the conquering and 
contemptuous enemy now nnd then clapped on the 
heads of some of our generals, has been, by the 
hocus pocns of a misrepresenting newspaper, con- 
vnrtod Into r triitmpbai crown. 
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And let me also join my pralWi 

Before 1 farther Ming, 
The Muse with raptare ofl hath marked 

The daughters of the king. 

And if her voicti could pour a etiain, 
To yield their hearts delight ; 

Lo ! all ParnamuB with their names 
Should ring from mom to night. 


CANTO IV. 

Now Negress Night came solemn down 

To put to roost the fowls ; 
To bid her bats a hunting go. 

And likewise all her owls. 

And eke she oped the dreary tombs, 

T' enjoy her spectre races ; 
Unlocking ghosts, to frighten folk , 

With shrouds and mealy faces. 

And now amid the hags and owls, 

And gliding spectres pale, 
Mute sHence with her feet in felt, 

Did stalk from vale to yale. 

The birds their thatch and bushes sought. 

Forsaking trees and springs, 
To hide their slumbering heads beneath 

Those downy quilts their wings. 

Now Darkness with her pinions black. 

All waving wide outspread, 
Moved solemn, and with horror joined, 

Did wrap the world in shade. 

Now Theil and Murder sly stole forth 
From caves of dread and death. 

In ouest of damned deeds to roam 
Tne wild and spectred heath ; 

To meet some wanderer of the shade. 
And make his life their food : 

To seize his throat with ruffian grasp. 
And plunge their knives in blood. 

And now amid the London streets, 
Poor outcasts from their home. 

The female bands, ah ! lost to fame, 
(Sweet beauty's wrecks !) did roam. 

For these, let pity heave the sigh, 

And prudery stay her rage : 
And rather curse seducing pimps, 

The Giffords of the age -, 

Who prowl where innocence appears. 
And watch for beauty *s smile ; 


To tear the rose-bud fronr its bed, 
Then stamp it in the soil. 

Now artfully, with rueful face, 

Did Orson cunning spark, 
Step to the door, and cry, " It rains — 

And, Lord ! how dismal dark ! 

" And then the wind it is so high. 

That I can scarcely stand ; 
And then the sky's like murder black, 

I cannot see my hand." 

" Sleep here, my liriend,'* the landlord 
said: 

<' A bed, but not of flocks. 
Is thine — of feathers nice and soft. 

Picked all from hens and cocks. 

** Fine too the sheets — like lilies white, 

And warm too is the rug ; . 
And trust me that it has not got 

A single flea or bug. 

<' A little supper we will have ', 

And, if I'm not mistaken, 
Thou likest meat — now what dost say. 

My friend, to eggs and bacon .^'* 

To which the smiling youth replied, 

" I'm vastly fond of hog; 
And when 'tn fried with offffVy I vow 

I know no prettier prog. 

Now Ellen, with a knife so keen, 

To slice the flesh began ; 
And then she broke twelve new-laid eggs. 

And put them in the pan. 

But growing warm against the hog, 
The eggs unpleasant mattered ; 

While waxing hotter 'gainst the eggs, 
The hog with fury sputtered. 

Alas ! how much like man and wife ! 

What pity such things be ! 
Who at eaon other fiercely spit, 

And often disagree. 

The eggs and bacon soon were fried, 

Andplaced upon the table ; 
When Orson and the landlord ate 

As much as they were able. 

And now the merry mug went round. 

And many a tale thev told ; 
And many a wanton joke they cracked. 

Some new, and others old. 

While Ellen, busy at her work, 
Seemed not one word to hear; 
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Bat not a seriou* word or joke 
Eicaped the maiden's ear. 

For where ii she, the maid, I wot, 
'Mongst high or humble folk, 

That liketh not a merry tale, 
Nor yet a wanton joke ? 

Now Boniface to Oraon said, 

"^ Afl wo no longer mnnch^ 
SappoMi my friend, with thi0 our ale. 

We take a glan of punch ?'* 

To which the yoath did answer make, 
<* Dear friend with all my heart; 

And Ellen shall th* lemons squeeze, 
And likewise take a part 

" And Ellen too with us shall sit, 

And take her cheerful glass ; 
For what is meat, and drink, and life, 

Without a charming lass ?" 

Now Ellen did the lemons squeeze. 

The sugar put, and rum in ; 
And made what even a king would call 

A bowl of liquor humming. 

'< Landlord," quoth Orson, ''with your 
leave, 

And £IIen*s too I mean, 
I'll take a kiss from her nice lips, 

That would adorn a queen." 

" Ay," cried the landlord, " kiss her, man. 

She's sweeter than the rose ; 
A kiss can do no mighty harm ; 

So, girl, bold up thy nose." 

Then from those cherries of delight 

He kisses took a score ; 
And, but for decency, the rogue 

Had ravished twenty more. 

For kisses are the food of love, 

Well known in everv nation ; 
And such a dainty disn^ indeed. 

Will ne'er be out of fashion. 

And ladies' lips the out^works I 

To ladies' hearts may call ^ 
Soon as the first are stormed, the last 

Most naturally will fall. 

" Now sing a song," said Boniface, 
" Thy best and do not grudge it." 

« Yes, that I will," the youth replied, 
*• I've many in my budget." 

Then Orson oped his throat, and sang. 
Both loud, and sweet, and clear, 


A sonff that much the landlord charmed, 
And caught fair Ellen s ear. 

SONG, BT ORSOH. 

I owir I am fickle : to Phillida's ear 

I first told the story of love ; 
Kissed her hand, pressed her lip, with what 
ardour sincere ! 

And declared that I never would rove. 

But my sighs were scarce breathed when 
Chioe tripped bv : 
The nymph was no longer my boast ; 
From FbilUda's beauty away went the 


sigh 


And my heart to sweet Chloe was lost 

Could I dteam of a change, when Chloe 
was mine ? 
*' No, no,'* I a thousand times swore ; 
" My heart cannot rove from a girl so di- 
vine; 
No, no, it will wander no more." 

But Fate, who delighted to laugh at the 
swain, 
Presented a damsel more fair ; 
My heart ! the sad rogue, turned inconstant 
a^ain. 
And sighed to Corinna his prayer. 

With Corinna I swore, " Every hour must 
be blessed ; 
These eyes shall no other pursue ;" 
When agen, to alarm with new tumults my 
breast. 
Thou, Sylvia, beam'st full on my view. 

But, Sylvia, I'm sure thou hast nothing to 
fear. 
That my heart for another can pine ; 
Since, to make it a traitor, a girl roust ap- 
pear. 
Whose beauty is equal to thine. 


" Now sing thy song," the lark-like youth 

To Boniface did say ; 
When Boniface most loudly sung 

This merry roundelay. 

SONG, BT BOmFACB. 

ToPBR, drink, and help the house — 
Drink to every honest fellow ; 

Life was never worth a louse 
To the man who ne'er was mellow. 

How it sparkles ! here it goes ! 
Ale can make a blockhead shine ; 
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Toper, torohlike may thy nose 
Light thy face up, just like mine! 

• 

See old Sol, I like his notion. 
With his whiskers all so red ; 

Sipping, drinking from the ocean, 
Boozing till he goes to bed ; 

Tet poor beverage to regale ! 

Simple staff to help his race — 
Could he turn the sea to ale, . 

How 'twould make him mend his pace. 


Now Bdniface to Ellen said, 

** Now for thy roundelay ;" 
The damsel blushed, and hemmed, and 
blushed, 

And then she sung away. 

SOiro, BT BI.LEir. 

Adieu to the grotto and glade ! 

Adieu to the song of the grove ! 
Since Colin is gone from the shade, 

Adieu to the valley of Love ! 

When a garland he wove for my hair, 
When ne gave me his hand at the stile, 

How buxom and sweet was the air ! 
How the fields were all clothed with a 
smile ! 

But Nature seems changed to my mind — 
The fields are all dark on m^ eye ; 

Each song is a dirge on the wmd. 
And the flowers seem all drooping to 
die. 

All alone must I wander at mom. 
And lonely, at eve, a poor ghost ; 

While each oliject around me forlorn, 
Will pity the peace I have loet. 

Then ask me not, virgins, to stay ; 

With a sigh seems the zephyr to blow ; 
And the runlet that murmurs away. 

To wind with a murmur of wo. 

O ve virgins ! O shepherds ! farewell ! 

I wander in secret to pine ! 
Mav Content be the guest of your cell, 

Who has long been a stranger to mine ! 


The youth upon her tuneful lips 

Did full of rapture glote ; 
And seemed so pleased, as though he could 

Have gallopea down her throaL 


He looked and sighed, and sighed and 
looked 

With longing wishful eye'; 
And felt his heart all fluttering beat, 

And guessed the reason why. 

For who can see the lovely maid. 

And feel not sweet desire ? 
With him ma^ Life's fair prospects fade. 

And Hope itself expire ! 

The clock, the crier shrill of time. 

That ticked behind the door. 
Now with his hammer struck the beU 

Twelve times, and lo ! no more. 

And now the fi^e was all put out. 

Which Boniface did water ; 
For fear a spark might burn the house. 

And make a serious matter ! 

For fire, permitted once to rule, 

Consumeth all it handles ; 
Even from the palaces of kings, 

Down to a pound of candles. 

The cat amid the ashes purred 

(For purs to cats belong); 
While chimney-minstrels, crickets called, 

Did join Grimalkin's song. 

O gentle crickets, to your airs 

rve listened o'er and o'er ! 
O lucky imps, where'er ye dwell, 

That house is never poor. 

Old Towzer too lay stretched along, . 

And yelping much did keep ; 
And with his trembling joints did chase 

The rabbits in his sleep : 

Eager he seemed to hunt indeed 

"fhe nibblers to their holes : 
Thus dogs can dream like gentlemen, 

Although they have no souls. 

Now Boniface said, " Sir, good night," 
And shook young Oraoir s fist 

<' Good night," agen young Orson said, 
And then he Euei 


ten 


kissed ; 


And on her pouting lip he left 

A thousand wanton wishes : 
« Good night," quoth he, "fair maid, whoso 
eyes 

Eclipse thy pewter dishes." 

Yes, 'twas a kiss ! — a kiss indeed ! — 

A very wanton kiss ! 
Which seemed upon her mouth to say, 

I long for higher bliss. 
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CANTO V. 

Now as he kissed her, on her neck 

A golden cross he spied : 
" Who gave thee this?" the starting yoath, 

All fraught with wonder cried. 

" A young man gave me this/* qaoth 
she, 

(And then she dropped a tear) 
" A youth who won my heart away, 

And still to, me is dear. 

** But riches forced him from these arms; 

And men do wealth adore ; 
And thos he left my heart to pine, 

For J was rather poor. 

" A damsel of a great estate 

Did steal his heart away : 
At which I left my native vale, 

For there 1 could not stay. 

" For who can stand the scoffs and jeers 

That bitter flow like gall : 
80 when I lost my sweetheart's love, 

Alas ! I lost my all. 

** Where now he lives Ood only knows; 

Five years it is and more. 
That here in Hampshire I have dwelt, 

And here iny loss deplore. 

" Methought, Sir, when the mug of beer 

This very night I drew. 
That Orson, whom I thought my own, 

Did much resemble you. 

*' My heart so beat, my head turned round; 

My eyes both misty taken — 
I almost dropped the frving-pan. 

With all the eggs and bacon." 


** My Ellen sweet,'* the youth replied, 

And hugged her to his heart ; 
** Behold Uiat Orson thou bast lost, 

And we will never part. 

" I am not married — no, my dear ; 

To marry I am free ; 
And I have searched half England through. 

To gaze again on thee. 

**Bat thou wert gone the Lord knows 
where. 

And wert not to be found ; 
Bui all the neighbours said with sighs 

Thou certainly wort drowned." 


** O Orson dear," the maid replied, 

** And am I in thy arms ?" 
" Thou art, thou art," theybuth rejoined — 

And closely pressed her charms. 

" How waa't I knew thee not?" quoth she- 
Quoth he, ** I wasn't so big ; 

And now thou seest I wear my hair. 
And then I wore a wig." 

'' Ah me ! I recollect," quoth she, 

** Full well thy natty bob ; 
And then I only wore mv hair, 

And now I wear a mob." 

" Sweet Ellen," cried the raptured youth, 

'* The reason now is plain— 
The mob and ribband are the cause 

I knew thee not again. 

" I think that thou art taller grrowu. 
Thy shape's so nice and clever ; 

And without a compliment thou art 
A prettier girl than ever. 

" Landlord, behold the girl for whom 
I've hunted round and round.** 

«Gadsbob," cried Boniftce, ''what 
luck! 
The lost sheep then is found." 


To tell the joys of both their hearU, 
Would puzzle my poor pen; 

But lo, they kissed, and sighed, and 
And kissed and sighed agen. 

And now they did a sixpence break. 
In plight of mutual troth ; 

While &niface with happy looks. 
Did smile upon them both. 


«Wel], now, good folks," quoth 
face, 

" I'll leave you, if ^e choose, 
To tell your tale, while I go take 

A comfortable snooze." 

Thus having Boid, Old Boniface, 
Marched, nobbling, off to bed ; 

And put a good red night-cap on, 
Of yarn, about his head. 


Boni- 


Night-caps of different stuff are made 
Of different colours, too— 

Of flannel, and of cotton some ; 
Some yellow, and some blue. 

Sleep is an article we want. 
Although it looks like death ; 

Since all from mortals seem retired. 
Except it be the breath. 
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How often have I sold and thought, 

Lost in reflection deep, 
" What pity 'tie. since life's so short, 

To spend one half in sleep ! 

" Bnt then," quotl^ I onto myself, 
" Sleep calms the folks that fret ; 

Unkind to sonls with hun^y maws. 
And people much in debt. 

I 

" Nay, sleep has this advantage too, 

It goodly feasts doth make \ 
And furnisheth rare food in dreams 

We cannot find awake." 

Now Qrson with his EUon sat, 

The damsel on his knee ; 
No loving couple in the world 

Were blessed like be and she. 

And now they smiled and told old tales, 
That happened when they courted ; 

Together when to fairs they went, 
And danced, and played, and sported. 

Time stole most happily away ! 

While Boniface, above, 
Lay senseless snoring, they below, 

Alive were making love. 

Now. morning from her clouded east 
Did through tho window peep, 

Upoh the playful loving pair, 
Whose eyes looked not for sleep. 

For they were otherwise employed 

In ogling soft desire ; 
In telling stories of the heart, 

And fanning Love's sweet fire. 

Their eyelids did not once pick straws, 

And wink and sink away ; 
No, no, they were as brisk as bees, 

And amorous things did say. . 

For eyes are eloquent, though mute : 
They speak all sorts of tongues ; 

Such very cunning things are eyes — 
Such power to them belongs. 

Now Ellen unto Orson said, 
** Retire, my firiend, to rest ; 

Thon with thy journey must be tired, 
And I will seek my nest" 

"■ Ah, Ellen, I feci no fatigue," 

Said Orson, with a smile ; 
** I am this moment fresh as though 

I had not rid a mile. 
2 X 


** 'Tis thou hast given me spirits gay, 

And made my neart so li^ht; 
Well, Ellen, now I think 'tts time 

Indeed to bid good night." 

And now he took her io his arms. 
And said, ** Good night, my dear ; 

When Ellen said " Good night'* agen, 
And dropped the tenderest tear. 

It was a tear — a precious tear. 
More worth than diamonds bright; 

For love and friendship formed the drop, 
That charmed young Orson's sight. 

As down her cheek this pearl did flow, 
Toung Orson, mad with bliss, 

Quick to her cheek his lips applied. 
And caught it with a kiss. 

Then gallantly the young man said. 

And swore of oaths a round — 
" That pearl of thine, my lovely girl, 

Shall never kiss the ground. 

'* O dearest Ellen, mind my words. 
And mind I tell thee true : i 

Wherever that bright gem had dropped. 
The ground had been Peru. 

^* But I will go, since 'tis thy wish : 

My angel fair, good night ; 
Sweet dreams to tliee, my only dear. 

Ay, dreams of rich delight." 

^* Sweet dreams unto my friend also," 
With sweetest smiles, said she ; 

" Ah, then of Ellen I must dream," 
With gallantry said he. 

And now they both retired to rest. 

Both bidding soft farewell ; 
And which was happiest in their dreams, 

Is difficult to tell. 

Now Sol had mounted up the sky 

A pair of yards at least. 
When from their beds the couple sprung. 

And very soon were dressea. 

To breakfast down the^ l^appy came. 

With Bonifaee likewise ; 
Who stretched his limbs, and yawned, and 
gaped, 

And opened both his eyes. 

For Boniface's eves had long 

The winks of love forgot ; 
Preferring to the fairest maid, 

A foaming pewter pot. 
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To tea and toast down sat they all ; 

And not long after tarried — 
Before they went before the priest, 

And happily were married. 

** And now/' said Boniface with glee, 

** Yon shall not ]go away ; 
A sumptuous dinner I will give 

In hoooarof the day." 

Now goose and tnrkey came, and hare, 
' And apple-pie, and custard ; ^ 

And chicken, and asparagus, 
And Yorkshire ham, and mustard. 

And friends invited to partake. 

Did from the village come ; 
Of different ages were they all, 

Some young, and aged some. 

Within the house did mirth resound ; 

Without, with cheerful ray, 
Sol poured his radiance on the roof, 

And all the world was gay ! 

The chirping sparrows came in flocks. 

And linnets with a tune ; 
And round in merry gambols flew, 

To hail the honey>nioon. 

The wrens delighted cocked their tails. 

And twittered many an air ; 
While redbreasts trilling through the 
panes. 

Peeped in upon the pair. 

And eke the pigeons, birds of love, 

Did sport upon the thatch ; 
And cooed and billed, and flapped their 
wings. 

In honour of the match. 

No happier hours were known— so swift 
The moments took their flight ; 

'Twas lau^h and song, and gibe and joke. 
And stones of delight. 

At night all slily from their friends 

The couple stole away : 
Which night, if I don't much mistake. 

Was happier than the day. 

God prosper long the married state, 

And give it every bliss ! 
And may we kiss the nymphs we please. 

And please the nymphs we kiss ! 


JULIA; OR, THE VICTIM OF LOVE 


▲ PASTORAL BALLAD. 


nU miki toMtta tst i illins dtma s^^wJLekro, 
Bt madtfaeta meia sertaferom iocrymu. 

Tibnllus. 

From mem'ry noaght shall force her form awajr, 
For ever sacred and for ever dear : 

111 see^ her tomb at mom and cloeing day. 
And wet each flow*r I offer with a tear. 


Shk is dead, who gave life to the groves, 
And covers our valley with gloom ! 

She who led all the Pleasures and Loves, 
Now joins the pale band of the tomb. 

She whose beauty commanded the heart, 
So prais'd, so aidor'd, po desired ; 

Sunk, the innocent victim of art, 
And the passion her beauty inspired. 

Yet silent was she on the swain 

Whose cruelty doom'd her to mourn ; 

In secret her soul would complain, 
In secret her anguish would burn. 

Though faint was the blush on her cheek. 
And deep in her bosom the thorn ; 

A smile 'midst her sorrows would break, 
Like a ray through the clouds of th« 
morn. 

She would sit nesryon willow and sigh, 
And pant in the shade of the trees : 

" Sweet Zephyr, bring health," she would 
cry; 
But Health never came with the breeze. 

And oft she would drink of the brook. 
But Health never came with the rill ; 

Then around on the heights she would look. 
But Health never came to the hill. 

On her dog she look'd down with a tear. 
And sign'd, as she patted his head, 

<< Poor Fidelle ! thou wilt suffer, I fear. 
When thy mistress, who loves thee, is 
dead. 

<< Thou hast ever been constant and kind ; 

My fondness ne'er met with a slight : 
In thee a firm friendship I find ; 

How unhappy when out of my sight ! 

" When with speed I could travel the plain. 
With thy mistress to sport was thy pride; 


PETER PINDAR. 


379 


And now I am weak and in pain; 
Thou art heartless and dull by my aide. 

" When I'm f one, thoO| poor fellow, wilt 
pine, 

And seek me, uneasy, around ; 
Beseeching the swaios, with a whine. 

To tell where thy friend may be found. 

" Shouldst thou find my cold dwelling at 
last. 
Near my sod thou wilt mope the long 
day : 
Nor the night, nor the rain, nor the blast. 
Nay, nor hunger will force thee away/' 

Thus she spoke to her fav'rito, whose eye 
Was fiz'd upon those of the maid : 

Then be licked her fond hand at her sigh, 
As if conscious of all she had said ! 

Sweet nymph ! what a sudden decay 1 
Now her limbs she could scarcely aus 
tain; 

Now her head would sink feebly away. 
Like the lily pressed down by the fain. 

At length on her pillow she fell ; 

In silence we watched her last breath : 
When she bade us for ever farewell. 

How divine, though the whisper of 
Death ! 

No struggle in dying she knew. 
Life passed with such sweetness away ! 

So calm from the world she withdrew. 
Her last sigh seemed the zephyr of May. 

Beneath a plain stone she is laid, 
For needless of praise is the tale ; 

Since the virtues that shone in the maid, 
Msy be seen in the tears of the vale. , 


TO THE READER 

Ths unfortunate subject of this elegiac 
ballad was a young ladv, possessed of un- 
common beauty, united with a highly cul- 
tivated intellect, and the most fascinating 
manners. A tender attachment, terminat- 
ing in disappointment, so affected her spi- 
rits as to occasion a fatal decline. Her 
lover, from whose professions of regard she 
expected every happiness, deserted her al- 
roostjn the hour of leading her to the Hy- 
mensal altar : deluded by the idea of im- 
mense riches, he gave his hand to another; 
thus sacrificing peace, honour, end hu- 
manity, at the tinsel shrine of Fortune. 


His marriage, as might be expected, com- 
mencing with infamy, terminated in sor- 
row, and shortened a life that seemed to 
possess a claim to longevity. His Itot hours 
were those of repentance and horror : be- 
fore his death ne frequently* visited the 
grave of his beloved but deserted Julia, and 
strewed flowers, mingled with sighs, on her 
sod ; and if a long and unfei^nedcontrition 
might be allowed to atone ror the insanity 
of a moment, his tears must have obliter- 
ated his offences. Naturally of a poetical 
turn, he wrote ^ number of what ne mo- 
destly called his lave trifies, and sent occa- 
sionally to his mistress during the paroxysm 
of his passion, some of which we nave sub- 
joined, that seem to breathe a spirit of sin- 
cerity, whose foundation one would ima- 
gine could never have been, shaken by the 
feeble arm of a puerile ambition. 


ELEOT I. 

He despairs of obtaining the Smiles of his 

Mistress. 

What are the thnnders of the ruthless 
wind? 
And what the billows that tumultuous 
roll? 
Calms to the raging tempest of my mind, — 
RUls to the restless surges of mj tfoul. 

Intent to please, I vainly urge my toil ; 
No hopes, alas ! the virgin's looks im- 
part: 
O tell me, Julia, what can win thy smile ? 
O speak, and heave the mounMnn from 
my heart. 

What can I do to win a cruel maid? . 

The front of Danger willing would I 
brave : 
No coward terror can this heart invade. 

Whose chiefest glory is to be thy ria/oe. 

Fate holds no horror while I please my 
feir ; 
Then, Julia, bid me my fond passion 
prove! 
All, all thy rigour can command I dare. 
But lose Uiine image, and forget to love. 


ELEGT II. 

Instead of composing for Fame, he resolves 
to write the praises of Julia. 
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No more I'll idly poar the line for pniae : 
Far loftier hopm hit glowing fanev moye; 

I aak the muees for tnoir sweetest lays, 
To tell a beauteous maid how much I 
love. 

Vain are ear tows to Fame ! alas, how 
Tain! 

She watts to see us on the moumful bier 
Before she yields of eulogy the strain, 

What cruel mockery to the lifeless ear ! 

To Julia's band I own my wish aspires : 
Mean are my merits — AsrV how far aboTe, 

Yet can I boast what only sAe requires, 
A heart to guard her, and a soul to Ioto. 

Though courts admired, the modest Julia 
chose 
The silent shade, remote from public 
Tiew: 
How like the berry that in secret glows. 
And hides beneath a leaf its blushful hue ! 

Few are the wishes of the constant pair: 
What, though no gold their humble cot 
display ; 
Content, their guest, thus cries with care- 
less air, 
" Go, leaTe us. Wealth, and palaces em- 
blaze.*' 

In rvfoZ bowers Content delights to dwell ; 
To euil the sweets of Nature's simple 
Tale 
To join the kemUl in the moesy cell, 
And join the nymphi and shepkenU of the 
dale. 

To Fortune's tinsel shrine let othtrs bow, 
And to their wishes rear the ffolden pile ; 

To one fair Tirgin while I breathe my tow, 
And let my only treasure be htr tmiU. 


\ 


ELEQY III. 

He complains of Julia's not keeping her 
Appointment to meet him. 

What demons keep my soul's delight 
away. 
And cruel thus mT fondest wish iuTade ? 
Ains ! I tremble at the setting ray ! 
Pale oTening waTes around an euTious 
shade ! 

How expectation loads th' important hour ! 
Impatience wilder with each moment 
grows! 


Thou loit'ring fair-one, bless th' appointed 
bower. 
And snatch thy loTcr from a thousand 
woes. 

From Tale to Tale my ea|jrer gaze I strain ; 
From glade to glaide with wild emotion 
moTe ; 
Now turn and sigh, now moTO and torn 
again, 
DoTOur each ^ound, and chide my linger- 
ing lOTO. 

Desponding, now apon thb ground I lie, 
And, anxious, murmur to the desert air ; 

Now call on slumber to my closing eye ; 
But slumber lighti not on the lids of care. 

Dark as the bosom of the stormy deep, 
Wild as its wsTes my thoughts succeed- 
ing roll ; 
Cool reason Tainly soothes the wretch to 
sleep— 
Oh ! what is reason to the loTO-sick soul ? 

Te sweet companions of my lonely bower. 
Whose simple melodies my shades in- 
spire : 
Oh, that my bosom felt your happy hour ! 
Oh, that my Toice could join your cheer- 
ful choir ! 

Light as your wing that skims the midway 

From joy to joy my heart so lateljr flew : 
With me my moments noTer left a sigh, 
Nor bathed my lids in sorrow's iNdeful 
dew. 

Hate to the nymph I tow, and cold dis- 
dain: 
Tet at each idle sound alarmed, I start ; 
To meet her, panting, CTcry nerTe I strain, 
And show too plain her triumph o'er my 
heart 

Where is my Ioto? alas! my transports 
die : 
My cheek, that reddened with despair, 
turns pale ; 


With disappomtment drops my clouded eye. 
Each pining feature tells am 


mournful tale. 


See, see, the sun descends beneath ^e 
deep; 
Behold the melancholy bird of night! — 
In Tftin along the winding gloom I weep> 
And wish in Tain to stay the parting 
light. 
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ELEGT IV. 

Diiappointed in not meeting Jolift, he tc- 
cuseth her of InconBtancj. 

Taint as the loetre of a lonely star, 
That sheds through night's abjis his dis- 
tent fire, 
Hope feebly glimmered on my heart*s des- 
pair: 
Behold, behold, at length her kunp ex- 
pire. 

Know, lovely virgin, thy deluding art 
Hath lodged a Siousand scorpions in my 
breast 
Oh, say what happier rival wins thy heart? 
Say, am I there no more a welcome 
gnest? 

To a/aZsc fair-one have I told my tele ? 

For tL false fair-one fondly sighed so long ! 
"Why, dear deceiver, did thy charms pre- 
vail ? 
Thy charms the subject of my every 
song. 

Ye swains who heard so oft my raptnred 
lays. 
False 18 the damsel that year wonder 
drew; 
Te nymphs who listened to the lavished 
praise. 
My soars soft idol proves at length nn- 
troe. 

Nymphs of the vale, for me yonr pity spare; 
Lot not* my fate, ye swains, yonr pity 
draw: 
Alas ! for faithless beauty drop the tear. 
And grieve so fair a diamond holds a 
flaw. 

Can Falsehood's sUin that dove-like heart 
defile ? 
Ah, see the tear by blushing Honour 
shed ! 
Lurks perfidy beneath that heavenly smile? 
See Love with horror mark the guilty 
maid. 

Tet, yet the tyrant of my breast she reigns : 
Restless for Asr it heaves with constent 
sighs ; 
My wounded heart of cruelty complains. 
Yet sofUy pleads her pardon while it 
dies. 


ELEGY V, 

He condemns the Licentiousness of the 

Age. 

To false delighU the youth of Britain fly. 
Who court for happiness the wanton a 
arms; 
Who darto on all the fond inflaming eye. 
And ehoieeless yields to all, for gold, her 
charms. 

When in the Syren*s fond embrace you 
sigh. 
And on her Up impress the burning kiss, 
Doth friendship mingle with th' unhallow- 
ed joy, 
Or Love's pure spirit swell the surge of 
bliss ? 

When droops enjoyment, what is then the 
fair? 
A flower that blooms, but quickly doomed 
to fade ; 
A tun that pours a momentary glare. 
And 'mid the tempest sinks o^rwhelmed 
in shade. 

I 

O swBins, to Modesty's fair daughters turn : 
By mental beauty let your hearts be led : 

Bid by your flight the venal fair-one mourn, 
And press in tears her solitary bed. 

When round your neck her fondling arms 
she glues, 
And, bent to please, exhausts eaoh win- 
ning art ; 
With false delights she shameftilly sub- 
dues, 
And leads the passions captive, not the 
heart. 

Their midnight orgies whilst they madly 
hold, 
I of a tender maid shall be possest: 
What bliss her tender beauties to enfold, 
And sooth my slumbers on her fiuthfol 
breast! 

Time from her bosom all its snows, may 
steal, 
His iron hand her cheeks' pure blush in- 
vade, 
Still to my Julia will I fondly kneel. 
And love her most when all her roses 
fade. 

Who spurns the weeping fair-one from his 
oreast, 
Hard is his heart — in every virtue poor : 
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Hard ii his heart to wound the fair distrest, 
Who aighs that she can charm his eye 
no more* 

Cruel to bid with grief her bosom heave, 
Because her cheeks no longer glowing 
warms : 

Base, to forget the joys her beauty gave — 
And oh, torget ii faded in his arms ! 


SONG. 


From her, whose every smile is love, 
I haste to some far distant cell : 

My sighs too weak the maid to move, 
I bid the flatterer Hope farewell. 

Yet, as I quit her vale, my sighs 
At every step for Julia mourn ; 

My anxious heart within me dies. 
And, panting, whispers, ** refvrfi.*' 

Deluded heart ! thy folly know, 
Nor fondly nurse a fatal flame : 

By absence thou wilt lose thy woe, 
And onXyfiutter at her name. 


BONO. 


O SuMKsn, thy presence gives warmth to 

the vale; 
^ The song of the warbler enlivens the 

grove ; 
The pipe of the shepherd too gladdens the 

gale: 
Alas ! but I hear not the voice of my love. 

The lilies appear in their fairest array ; 
To the valleys the woodbines a fragrance 
impart ; 
The roses the pride of t|ieir blushes dis- 
play J 
Alas ! but I meet not the nymph of my 
heart. 

Go, shepherds, and bring the sweet wan- 
derer here. 
The boast of her sex, and delight of the 
swains ; 
Go, zephyr, and whisper this truth in her 
ear, 
That thie Pleasures with Julia are fled 
from the plains. 


If thus to the maid thou my wishes declare, 
To the cot she has left she will quickly 
return ; 


Too soft is her bosom to give us despair, 
That sooner would sigh than aiuther^s 
should mourn. 


n 
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SONG ON JULIA. 

Erb 'witching Love my heart possest, 
And bade my sighs the nymph pursue 

Calm as the infant's smiling rest. 
No anxious hope nor fear it knew. 

But doomed, ah ! doomed at last to mourn. 
What tumults in that heart arose ! 

An ocean tumbling wild, and torn 
By tempests from its deep repose. , 

Yet let me not the virgin blame, 
As though she wishoa my heart despair ; 

How could the maid suspect a flame. 
Who never knew that she wngfairf 


TO JULIA. 

Faom her whom every heart must love. 
And every e^e with wonder see ; 

My sad, my lifeless steps remove — 
Ah ! were she fair alone for nu ! 

In vain to solitudes I fly, 

To bid her form from mem'ry part \ 
That form still dwells on Mem'ry's eye^ 

And roots its beauties in my heart. 

In ^^wy rose that decks the vales, 
I see her cheek's pure blush appear : 

And when the lark the morning hails, 
'Tis Julia's voice salutes my ear. 

Thus let me rove the world around, 
Whatever Beauty's charm can bosst, 

Or soothe the soul with sweetest sound, 
Must paint the idol 1 have lost. 


SONG BY JULIA. 

When love hath charmed the virgin's 
oar. 

She hides the tender thought in vain : 
How oft a blush, a sigh, a tear. 

Betrays the sweetly-anxious pain ! 

Dear youth ! a mutual flame I own : 
The sorrows of thv breast are mine ; 

Thy virtues all my heart have won, 
That boasts a passion pure as thine. 
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No more shalt thou my cold new moarn^- 
I trast the drop that dims thine eye ', 

I see fair TVuth thy lips adorn, 
And hear her voice m every sigh. 


TO JULIA. 

WRITTEN NBAR HER GRIVE. 

MucH'iHJURBD maid, who lieat pale belpw, 

To thee a pilgrim sad I steal away : 
In mournfal silence steal, o'erpowered 
with woe, 
To bathe with floods of penitence thy 
clay. 

Oh ! can thy gentle ghost the loretch for- 
give. 
Who seeks thy sod at this lone hour of 
night — 
A wretch, whose greatest hardship is to 
live, 
Who, dead to pleasure, sickens at the 
light? 

Oh ! if my grief could soothe the sweetest 
shade. 
And pardon gain, which Justice must 


Near Julia s ashes should this form be laid ; 
Its crimes forgotten — then what bliss to 
die! 

Tired of the world, my heart no longer 
prays 
(What others covet) for extended years: 
For who would madly court a length of 
days, 
To count (alas!) the moments by his 
tears! 


Think of the gloomy moments that are 
mine! 
Alas ! ye know not what it is to Une! 

To stately structures now I urge my way, 
And weakly think the minutes to be- 
guile; 
But anxious Love will not be led astray : 
Love goads my bosom for the virgin's 
smile. 

Now where the painter shows his mimic 
art, -- 

I strive to free my soul from Love's 
alarms ; 
Lo, every Venus . but augments my 
smart. 
And to my view presents thy brighler 
charms. 

To Music now fatigued I yield my ear. 
But Music cannot the dull hours con- 
trol ; 
With cold indifference every chord I 
hear. 
While not a sound descends into my 
soul. 

Oft as I mark the tribes of air, I cry, 
" How with vour pinions would I mount 
the wina ! 
Oh ! with what rapture lifted, cleave the 
■ky, 
And, turned to Britain, leave my cares 
behind!" 

In wishes thus, I daily waste my breath, / 
Chained by the tempest to. this hated 
shore ; 
When shall I leave, alas! this land of death. 
For life and thee, to * part, my love, no 
more? 


ELEGY TO JULIA. 

Detained in Italy by contrary Winds, he 
expresses his Desire for sailing for Eng- 
land. • 

Far from my Julia's arms I lonely sigh. 
And wish to clasp thy beauties, but in 
vain; 

The surly winds my only wish deny, 
Tet would I dare the dangers of the main. 

Ye winds and waves, how cruel to com- 
bine! 
O let my prayers your rude, rude pity 
prove ; 


ELEGY TO A FRIEND, 

dbscribiho the horrors of his situa- 
tioh after the death of julia. 

Friehd of my bosom, all my joys are 
o'er— 
Peace, gentle Peace, alas ! no longer 
mine : 
Since Julia, once m^ idol, lives no more, 
'To gloom and solitude I steal to pine. 

There, as I sit upon the sod, and sigh, 
I hear reproof from every happy dove ; 

In Fanev's ear they cooing seem to cry, 
'* We know not of inconstancy in lovo." 
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Loy darkneas, tenfold darknets, suits my 
tool ! 
The heants of spectres let me court to 
weep; 
The beech where blaek with fiite the bil- 
lows roll, 
And tempests raise the thunders of the 
deep. 

Thou tellest me that Time a balm will 
bring,; 
Soothe eyery sigh, and calm my keenest 
, woes: 
€k>, seek in Winter's wild the blooms of 
Spring; 
Go, whisper to the restless surge, repose ! 

Love, injured Lotc, a sure reyenge can 
boast; 
Loye hears my groan, and mocks my 
soul's despair : 
" Bleed, yictim, bleed," he cries—" thy all 
is lost ; 
Such be their portion who deceiye the 
feir!" 

I thought that Grandeur with t. liberal 
band 
Could strew my path of life with sweet- 
est flowers; 
That Wealth omnipotent could Time com- 
mand. 
And from his pinions pluck his whitest 
hours. 

Constant in Memory's eye her form ap- 


Where'er I tread, a source of woe I find ; 
In eyery rill methinks I see her tears, 
And beer her sigh in every passing wind. 

What now remains, my horrors to beguile ? 

Away, ye dreams of grandeur, wealUi, 
away ! 
Who cannot giye my cheek one little smile, 

Nor bribe a single moment to be gay. 


NEW-OLD BALLADS. 

WBITTKN BT QUEBIT XLIZABBTH, DURING 
HBR IMPRISONHKNT AT WOODSTOCK. 

An ! woe is mee, who sighe forlorne, 
8ith woo has fixed dope his thome 

In ihys poor harte ! 
The milkmaid's songe when morne doetfa 

smyle. 
And Phoebus gildeth fielde and style, 
Doth greefe emparte. 


I enyy birdes thatcleaye the skye ; 
Te liye in freedom, imps ! [ sighe, 

Then droppe a tear : 
And eke 1 cast an enyious looks 
Upon the little babbling brooke 

That runneth neare. 

« 

Like the swete brooke IJwish to flee 
From fielde to fielde in merry glee ; 
But my poor harte doth pant in yayne 
To joine the milkmayde on the plaine, 

Who seemes so blest \ 
Dispayre approaches, and thus cryes : 
^ To Freedom cease to tume thine eyes 

Sitb I'm thy guest." 
O drear companion ! ah, most drear ! 
Whose voice is horror to mine ear ! 


TO THE GLASS. 

Give me the glasse that felt her lippe, 
And happy, happy shall I sippe : 
And when is fled the daintie wyne. 
Something remaineth still divyne. 

Heaven's dewes that on the flower doe 

falle. 
Make them to smyle and fayre withal ; 
And thus the dewe of her sweet kisse 
Doth bathe my heart with balmy blisse : 

But dewes to yapoure flye awaye, 
While her rich fragrance lasts for aye. 

J. D. 


TO THE DAISIE. 

'O MODEST flower! thou tellest of the 
springe ! 
Welcome unto this little fielde of 
royne! 
With joy I see thee from the groen earth 
springe, 
And smiling in thy silvery vesture shine! 

Ah ! nought disturbeth thy fayre tender 
frame ; 
Zephyrns kisseth thee, and tastes thy 
sweet : 
Thou dost not chide the wanton rogue — no 
blame. 
Nor biddest him sighe lowly at thy feet. 

Agayne he whisporeth love; and now 
agayne 
He tasteth of thy honeyed leaves, and 
sighs ! 
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Aiut though he wantonSy iKou dost not 
com play ne ; 
Thy little enowy boeom nought denyes. 

O gentle daisie ! speak to her I love 
. When she doeth come, and casteth lookes 
on thee' ; 
Pennade her my pare passion to approve, 
And not with coldness from her shep- 
' heard flee: 

Bat imitate thy ways, and leame thy smyle, 
When I, like ^ephyrus, doe press her 
cheke ; 

Then ma^ no tempest rude thy form defyle, 
And of thy snowy beauties make a wreck ! 


A PRAISE OF FAYRE GERALDINE, 

BT L0R1> SURREY. ^ 

I siGHE mourDfulIe for Geraldine, 
For lovolie Geraldine 1 playne ; 

And oft I wish her harte was mine, 
But vaine are fighes, and teares are 
vaine. 

But she percbaunce mote cruel be, 
And elighten of Cupid the bands, 

Because she may not finde a he 
That meriteth her lilied hande. 

Ah me ! sith none but such may wooe, 
And turne to her with hope his eyes ; 

Far hence fiiyre Creraldine must goe. 
And seek a lover in the skyes. 


BALLADE OF LOVE. 

Tijou art the loadsterre of my love, 
Which love doth many tempests fy nde ; 

But thou canst all the stormes remove, 
And whisper calme unto mv minde. 

Thy balmy oreathe can fille the sayle, 

And bless me with a prosperous gale. 

But, no—for this I may not hope ; 

On rocks thou doomest me to moume : 
My vessel without maste or rope. 

All on the black rock piece*meal tome : 
And there I wis without a sighe, 
Thou lettest my poore vesseilye. 

But if thy smile would fix on me, 
A safe porta then my ship may finde ; 

Then PhcBbus' beams break out, I see, 
And leave the tossing waves bohinde. 
2Y 


With jocund heart then I do prove. 
Thou art the loadsterre of my love. 


BALLADE OF GRIEF. 

I KHow not joy, when far from thee. 
For thou art all the world to me : 

Then come away. 
Though thou art farre, yet Love's swift 

darte. 
For ever flying, wounds my harte, 

From day to day. 

I seeke to sleepe away the hours. 
But thy image my calm devours, 

And keeps me waking : 
And when, alack ! I close m>ne eye, 
I starte, and with keen anguish sighe, 

" Thou'rt me forsaking /" 

Then coihe, fayre mayde, and with thee 

bringe 
In thy twin cheeks the blossomed springe. 

And sommer'a gold 
In thy twin eyes, that I may find 
The sommer's beam within my mind^ 

Not winter's cold . 


THE PETITION OF THE LOVER. 

Ah ! say not " No" unto my prayer. 
For 1 have loved thee full longj 

To these twin eyes thou art most fayre, 
Surpassing praise of sweetest song. 

Then say not *' No" unto my prayer. 

But be so kynde as thou art fayre. 

Why art thou with rare beauty blest ? 

Only to bless mankynde, I wiss ; 
Not for to robbe the heart of rest. 

But fill it with a sea of blisse. 
Then say not ** No" unto my prayer. 
But be so kynde as thou art fayre. 

The sun was made to warme the earthe. 
And plenty make, and kepe off blite ; 

So should thy beauty's sunne ffive birthe 
To our soul's harvests of delyte. 

Then say not " No" unto my prayer. 

But be so kynde as thou art fayre. 


ODE ON AN INCONSTANT. 

1'hose peerless lips are both forsworne ; 
Those lips that roses' blooms adorn. 
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Ah, too deeeiTing fayre ! 
I thought no fuile upon thv tongue, 
I thought that mouth oouldf ny no wrong, 

Nor lay for hearta a snare. 

But now I see thy yaine, raine mincli 
And now thv cruelty I find 

That taketh pride in woe : 
la every ligh thy guile I hear, 
And see my wrongs in ey*rj tear 

Which Sorrow bids to flow. 

Wherever I go, I hear thy name, 
And bear fierce Anger cry out " Shame !*' 

On beauty so renowned. 
Know, beauty was designed for joy, 
Which thou dost cruelly emplov 
To give the world a wound. 



THE LOVER'S PlTTE. 

My lute, who makedst sweetest sound, 
Awake thee now, alack ! to playne ; 

Sith my poore harte doth ieel a wound, 
And never may rejoice again ! 

Oh, let thy sounds with mv sighs flow, 

Fo^ her who lies in death oelow ! 

O lute ! bow jocund was thy voice 
When she did make thy chords rejoice, 

When roses blushed on her cheek ! 
But now that she in deth lies pale, 
Thv voice must tell a doleful tale, 

And every harte with sorrow breake ! 

My lute, thou must no more be gisdde, 
But tune to dying straines and Mdde, 

And think no more of jcmtmme^. 
Grief openeth of myne eyes the springes, 
And oft my tears will wet thy stringes, 

And make thee moume our dread mis* 
<{hance. 
Then list to me, my favourite lute-^ 
Be sadde, or lye for ever mote ! 


TO A FLT. 

BY THE PRIirCXSS XLIZABXTH, IN PRISOR. 

Tuou HtUe animal, I wiss, 
Thou seemest me a child of bliss. 
And runnest, fleest here and thefe 
Withoute a pang, and eke a tear ; 
While, borne to thinke of sceptres, I 
Do envy thee, thou little fly ! 


Foitone doth make small giftee to om, 
But what is mine I give to tnee : 
The bread, the wine upon my boarde, 
I yield to thee with much acoorde. 
Come when thou list, and to thy inynde 
Thou something to thy taste shall ^nde. 

Though gladde thou firisketh to and fiw. 
Thy life, poor worme, is shorte, I know ; 
A Uttle wnile thy legs outspread, 
I see thee on the table ded : 
And, while thou art at peace, I 
And think on thy lyfe's Uttle tale. 

But while thou canst my crumbs enjoy. 
Thou here may hum withoute annoy ; 
Runne here and there, and spread thy wing. 
And with thy own companions sing. 
Though man be cruel unto me, 
My hand shall give delyte to thee. 


ON THE FAYRE GERALDINE. 

Gob, Muse, to Hunsdon, and espye 
What givetn to myne luurte a sighe ; 
And yet to every other narte 
Bright floodes of joyance doeth emparte. 

There may thou see a sunne that cloade 
Did never yet with darkness ebroude ; 
And straunge, no mortals on that sunna 
Withonten nnrte may looke nponne. 

Now, Lady Muse, should it be so, 
Thou dost not this my loadsterre knowe, 
Goe unto Hunsdon, caste thine eien 
On all the world's ftyre Geraldine. 


THE BRENNED MOTH, 

A BALLAOB. 

Ah ! sill^ moth, what hast thou done ^ 
To such nushap why didst thou mnne ? 
Brent be thy legges, and eke thy wings. 
And Fate doth pierce thee with his stings. 

What iblly could thy mynde perswade 
To leave thy fields of dew and shade, 
Where glow-worms light with lantama 

sheen 
The little elves that piannce the green ? 

There mightest thou on pennons light 
Enjoy the silence of mote nighta, 
And flicker hill and vale around, 
Withoute a ibe«-withonte a wound. 
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Foot flj !— but why thy folly blune ? 
We, wiMr mortals, act tlie nine ! 
On raad ambitioiis fires we gaie, 
And doating, periih in the blaie. 


WYATT TO BRYAN, 

FROM HIS PKIIOlf. 

Thb mimnier of ny hope ia ded, 
Whycbe made my daiea, ao paaainff ikyre : 

Now Hope no more may lift her hed, 
Sore coilled by wynterof deapayre. 

Bot, Bryan, my dark priaon doore 
Imat boaat of lyght when thou doat 
come; 

Sy th Friendahipp'a ann hath beamea a atore. 
To make a palace of a tombe. 

Th«n come, and Friendahipp'a beame y 

apred, 
And ru forget that Hope ia ded. 


WTATT TO POINS, 

» PRAiaS or LIBERTT. 

To orawie in eonrtea ia bondage harde ! 

For who ▼ ehooaeth eliainea I wot ? 
Yet aome, ror pleaaarea of rewarde. 

Will flatter— and blow colde and hot 


Bat Liberty will I emplore, 
Though Porerty knock at my doore. 

What be our wanta?~aome thingea, not 
aU. 

Contentment lyeth not in heapa ; 
Who hath a little field, though amall, 

It grete ia, if enough he reapa. 

Then Liberty will I emplore, 
Though PoTerty knock at my doore. 


SIR T. WYATT 

Retired to the Country, to Arlington, 
where he paaaed a Life of Tranquillity ; 
he deapiaed Harry the Eighth *a Court— 
Wyatt boMta of hia Liberty. 

Fabb am I nowe — I eourtea do follow not, 
, But myne own ploaaure dayly I peraue ; 


I aake aboute no oourtiera— no, God wot, 
Sith I to eourtea have bidden longe 

adieu : 
For when at eourtea, on handa and kneea 

they crawl, 
Like whipped doga, and be for aye inthrall. 

When mome doth gliater, oft bay te I myne 
hook, 

And forthe I go the rtTer*a bank beayde ; 
And there I priyilye do aearche the brooke, 

And trye if fiah unneath th« aurface 

And often do I bringe them to the lande. 
And then unhooke them with a happy 
hande. 

She whoame I love doth aumtime atraye. 
And aeea me dragge the priaoner ntmi 
the floode ; 
And that it ia moat oruelle, ahe doth aaye, 
To apille of Uttle fiah the harmleaa bloode. 
" Kche little fiah," ahe telleth with a teare, 
" Which thou doat kille, perchance hath 
got hia dere.*' 


»> 


And oft ahe pulleth a fiah from my hande, 
And putteth him agayne into the brooke; 
Sayinge, <* Go fiahe, thyne liberty com- 
mande, 
And leame t' avoide, poor foole, the 
hyden hooke." 
And then ahe amylinge doth a moral fynde, 
And lykeneth wm betrayed to woman- 
kynde. 


A BALLADE OF PRAYER, 

BT aiR JAHBa HBIiVII.LB. 

Addreaaed to Queen Eliiabetb, on hia pre- 
Burning to listen privately to her Majesty, 
while ahe played on the Virginals \ deli- 
Tered by Lord Hunadon. 

Oh ! in your gracious goodnesse deigne 
To pardon mee, moat mighty queene. 
Who dared (not to be forgeven) 
To heare on erth the aonges of Heaven ! 

I atrofe to flye from aoche awete aounda. 
But nailed waa I unto the grounde ; 
My feet, entrannced, could not move. 
And all my mynde was loat in love. 

What punishment your graoioua sense 
Ordaineth for my rude offence. 
Yet be it grate, and life deatroye, 
It may not equal my pastjoye. 
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If you would more than omel be, 
Deth muit not be devieed for me ; 
Bnt Uke my ears' quick sense away, 
When yon, grate queene, shall singe and 
playe. 


BALLADE, 

BY TBBS, SAML OF OXFORD. 

Whekk is the mayde that erst was mvne, 
Who did wiUTlove myne harte begile I 

No more on me dooth beaaty shine, 
No more I proudly boaste her snule. 

The roses of her cheek so bright, 
Her lippe of berries' purple hue, 

No more for me may blush delyte ; 
To them may Fansie say, ameu. 

When I did first her lookes beholde. 
Me seemes 'twas summer in her eye ; 

Me seemes I marked two sunnes of golds, 
Upon her face's smiling skye. 

Me seemes that on her roseate cheeko 
I spyed the season of the springe ; 

And wnen that she did courteous speke, 
The feathered minstrels seemed to singe. 

But all is past and gone. I weene : 
Trom her I meete with icy cold ; 

J marke no more her eyes' bright sheen, 
Nor marke her sannes of brightest golde. 

Sadde is the ehaunge sith she's unkynde : 
Now cloudes all mirkie darke my daye ; 

For Zephyrns blow wynter wyndes, 
And frost hath killed the gentle May. 


BALLADE. 

CoDtDST thou looke into^^ne harte, 
Thotbwouldst see a mansion drear ; 
Some old haunted tower aparte. 
Where the spectre bands appear : 
Sighing, gliding, ghostly forms,- 
'Mid the ruin shook by storms. 



Yet my harte, whiche Love doth slighte. 

Was a palace passing fair ; 
Which did hold thyne image bright. 

Thee the queen of beauty rare ; 
Which the laughing Pleasures filled, 
And fair Fortune s sunno did gild. 


When shall my poor harte, alas, 
Pleasure's palace be againe P 

That, sweete made, may come to peas, 
When thou ceasest thy disdains : 

For thy smiles, like beams T>f day, 

Banish spectre forms away. 


A BALLADE. 

Thc maid who pants for loTer's eighs, 
Doth lay for her own peace a snare; , 

She rues the conquesti of her eyes. 
And mourns that she was erer fi&ir : 

. Then, lasses, mind the proyerb well, 
" Too oa the pitcher went to well." 

Where Beauty doth display its rose. 
In tribes the bos? swains are found; 

And where the richest nect'rine grows, 
The hungry flies will ban around : 

Then, lasses, mind the proverb well, 
" Too oft the pitcher went to well." 


THE THREAT OF OBERON THE 

FAIRY. 

Maidkss fair, attend to me : 
Constant to your shepherds be: 
If ye break your tows of love. 
Ye my rage will sorely prove. ' 

I know all vonr dreams by night ; 
Therefore raar, O maids, my spite : 
All your secret thoughts I know ; 
Fear then my sharp anger's blow. 

And, O men! I pray, beware ; 
Do not harm the maidens fair ; 
Sigh not love, and then betray, 
If ye wish my rage away. 

By the moon's pure beam I swear. 
If I mark a virgin tear, 
I will ^ive the shepherd dread, 
And will tear him from his bed. 

If I hear a shepherd sigh. 
Maids, in jeopardy ye Re ; 
Spoiled will be the dimple sleek. 
Breast of snow, and rosy cheek. 

Love our fairy train delights, 
While we sport in moony nights ; 
Eke our elfin king and queene, 
As they garnbol on the greene. 
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Love wan sent to soften wo, 
Sent to bless the world below ; 
Full of smile, with roees crowned : 
Why should Love then feel a woand ? 



A BALLADE OF WTNTER. 


Though homely bemy ronae's epeeche ' 
And poore, your praise oan make it rich, 
Such is the power of your high name. 
What you, great queeni may deign tb 

praise, 
Although a dwarf you to a giant eaa it 
raise, 
Sith your vdice is the voice of Fame. 


Loud blowe the wyndes with blustering 

breath 
And snows fall cold upon the heath, 

And hill and vale looke drear ; 
The torrents foam with headlong roar, 
And trees their chilly loads deplore, 

And droppe the icy tear. 

The little birdes, with n^ishfull eye, 
For almes unto my cottage flye, 

Sith they can boaste no hoarde : 
Sharpe in m^ne house the pilgrims peep. 
But Kobin will not distance keepe, 

2^0 percheth on my boarde. 

Now on the cradle doth he hye. 

And kenneth down, with connying eye. 

Upon my habe below ; 
Ahd finding comfort in my cote. 
He tweedles forth a simple note, 

And shakes his wings of snow. 

Come in, ye little minstrels sweie. 
And from your feathers shake the sleete. 

And warme your freezing bloode ; 
No oat shall touch a single plume ; 
Come in, sweet choir — nay, fill my room, 

And take of grain a treat 

Then flicker gay about mv beams, 

And hoppe and doe what pleasauntseemes. 

And be a joyfull throng, 
Till Spring may cloatho the naked grove ; 
Then go and build your nests, and fore, 

And thank me with a song. 


TO HER HIGH MAJESTY, 

Oir BE& VOnCHSAFINQ TO REWARD HER 
HUMBLEST OF SXRVAKTS, 
EDWARD FAIRFAX. 

Bright sun of England, nay, a sun, 
That hath so bright «i cercle run, 

And on far realms doth spread a blaze ! 
The humblest servant of your isle 
Doth thank your beauty for the smile 

That graceth me with golden rays. 


WITH A GTFTB OF A GLOW-WORM TO THE 
FATRX GERAXJ>IIffE, IN THE COUlfTRT. 

Fayrb Geraldine, behold, I bring 
This elfin imp that gildeth night ; 

So beauteous was it 'mid the shade. 
So calm, so mild its lonely light, 

The insects of the dew -dropped fielde 

To its pure beame did homage yielde. 

When first I didde this worm espye, 
Aloude I said, and with a sighe, 
" Oh, little imp of niffht, I see 
Semblance of Geraldme in thee." 
Amid the shade as it doth shyne, 
So fares it with fair Geraldine. 

This worm beneath the leaf doth hyde, 
Desvring not to be espied ; 
Natheless it yieldeth all so brighte 
A jewel to emblazon night : 
And thus on this dark worlds do shyne 
The wit and charms of Geraldine. 


BALLADE ON THE VIOLET. 

SwsETE infant of the fielde, myne eye 
Doth joye thy modest form to spy, 

For thou goode news doth say ; 
How winter, with his horrid yell. 
Hath bid at laste his rude ftieweU, 

And borne his blasts away. 

While Wynter his wilde rule did spread. 
Thou couldst not show thy tendes Read, 

But firom his rage didst hide ; « 
And golden cup, and primrose pale. 
Did peeping tremble m their vale,. 

And eke the daisie pied. 

The surl}r wi^ht your robes bad tome, 
And on his wings of tempest borne, 

And scattered through the skies ; 
But now the gentle Zephyr's breath 
Doth whisper, <* There's no dread of death," 

And bid you fearless rise. 
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Sweet it ihr lot. O little flower ! 
Like man tnoa aott not life deTOur, 

Well pleaied on dewa to dine— 
Of Heeyen's pore belm to mtke 

fayre: 
What pity 'tie we oannot aharo 

An innocence like thine. 


thy 


BALLADE TO A FISH OF THE 
BROOKE. 

Wbt flyeat then away, with fear ? 
Trust me, there's noagnt of danj^r near, 

I have no wicked hooke, 
All covered with a snaring bait, 
Alas ! to tempt thee to thy fate. 

And dragge thee from the brooke. 

harmless tenant of the flood. 

1 do not wish to spill thy blood ; 
For Nature anto thee 

Perchance hath given a tender wife, 
And children dear, to charme thy life, 
As she hath done for me. 

Enjoy thy streame, O harmless fish ; 
And when an angler, for his dish, 

Through Gluttony's vile sin, 
Attempts, a wretch, to pull thee ouij 
God give thee strength, O gentle treat, 

TopnlltheraskallM/ 


TO THE LARK. 

O UTTLS harbinger of day. 
Who weloomest the blushing light ! 

With glee I list thy cheerful lay, 
Sweet recompense for dreary night. 

O'er fidr Astraa's rosy bower. 

Go, tuneful sprite, and wave thy wing; 
Go, eharm Astrea's morning hour, 

To Asr thy choicest ditties sing. 


F<»|. if thou please that peerless queen, 
Thriee lucVy were thy little voice ; 

For when Astnsa gladde is seen, 
Her smile doth all the toarld rejoice. 


ANCIENT SIMPLICITY. 

Fouc be too fond of mounting Fortune's 
wheel; 
And though she humbleth thousands in 
the muck, 


Ambition's. flame their brenning boeoi 
feel, 

,PturdU! they must crawl up, and try 
their luck. 

But when a2q/t-— themselves they scarcely 

know, 
Despiseful squinting on the worid below : 
But when they tumble, none lament their 

thrall, 
But grin, and point their finger to their 

fall. 

To show that I am now not uttering lies, 
I'll tell a little tale in £sop guise. 


THE TOUNG CROWS AND THE 
YOUNG WRENS. 

A Crow upon a lofty tree 

Did build her stick v nest ; 
And younglings did she bring to light. 

In number five at least. 

One morning, on a summer's day, 
Did peep eche youngling crow. 

And spied upon a brambling bush 
Some youngling wrens below. 

These simple wrens in happy glee 

Did spread their little win^ ; 
And, lightsome, hopped from buso to 
bush. 

And merrily did sing. 

" Poor humble creatures," oryed the crows, 

'* Eche is a beggar wight ; 
Look up to itf , and see our state. 

Our house's lofty hight. 

" Wb look into the beamy skies. 
While you through hedges wade ! 

Wb gase upon the morning sun, 
While ye are lost in shade. 

" Poor imps, depart, nor here ofiSind ; 

Take on eche selie face ; 
This hill was only made for erovw, ' 

Then do not us disgrace. 

** If vou do not this region quit, 

We'll dung upon you soon." 
The smiling wrens made answer none, 

But trilled their little tune. 

Short time had passed, when suddenly 

Grim Boreas 'gan howl; 
The thunder craiued, the lightning fiashed, 

And frightened man and fowl. 
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While thos the dredefall thunder cracked, 
And lightning broad did flaah ; 

The limb whereon the crowa were perched 
Did give a sadden crash. 

Down came the limb, and with it down 
Did tomble eche young crow ; 

Some broke their legs, and some their 
. wings, 
And dolefol looked below. 

Twas now the time for wrens to jeer ; 

So forth did flj the train, 
And, twittering, saw with smiles the crows 

AU sprawling on the plain. 

Then taunting an arch wren began : 
** Sir Crows, of A^A renowne, 

Te came, by this your dirty trim, 
All in a harry down. 

** And by the looke of all your limbs, 
And feathers soused with rain. 

It will be some small time before 
Tour graces mount again. 

" Proud fooles, how selie yon descend 

From skies to dirty fms ! 
Thank Heaven, miikkhedgtM we're content, 

And happy to be wrtm$" 


But now I ^nde this grievous tmthe. 
That Frienduihip is the dream of jfonfAe. 


TO AUTHORS THAT ENDITE ON 
THE PASSION OF LOVE. 

Tb who do songs of love endite^ 
Knoweth not well of that ye write, 

Sith ye nere with passion strove; 
Go moan, ^d hide in ^ves, and sighe, 
Adore her name, and wish to dye. 

And then ye well may wryta of love. 

But ve may answer make, and cry, 
" Where is the object for our sigh ? 
Who is the mayde may make hearts 
pine r 
Ah, did ye never mM;* ^ mayde 
That wandereth in Windsor shade. 
Then lame— it is fair Geraldine. 

Sour. 


BALLADE. 

Whkh Summer's bloome did paynte my 
cheeke, 

I thought ot Friendship's tye ; 
Of Friendship I could only spake, 

Unweting so was L 


Although I loved the fairest mayde, 

My Udye I would yieVd, 
To give a friend a hand of aid, 

And be that friend's bold shield. 

But now i fynde, dto. 

Alas, I mete with no return, 

For love I mete with hate ; 
instead of smyle myne eyes to monme 

With early tears and late ! 

But now I fynde, dto. 

Friendship's a sunne, I whilom sayd, 
That warmeth every harte ; 

But now that hartes of ice are made. 
Which Winter's colds emparte ; 

But now I fynde, &c. 

Friendship, sayd I, a forme doth boast, 

A gyant*s forme, I ween \ 
But no we I see him, a poore ghost. 

With pale and dreary mien. 

But now I fynde, ^. 

Then let no m^nstrell, in his song. 
Of Friendship take the parte, 

Syth 'tis a vertue of the tofnguB^ 
But never of the Aoits. 

But now I fynde, ^. 


ODES. 


TO CTRTHIA. IH TOWV. 

Gvhthia, the Drjjrads are in tears, 
Because thou visitest not their groves ; 

The GVaces grieve, and Cupid swears, 
And very sullen look the Loves. 

The Naiads through the vales declare, 
No rill of theirs shall purl away ; 

The lark too scorns to mount in air, 
And vows to keep his nest all day. 

The sun resolves to hide his head. 
And blot his lustra from the skies ; 

Yet that wero little loss indeed. 
While we possessed that pair of eyes. 

Well then, to fifu thee, from each lay, 
From all my lines I'll blot thy name. 
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Aye, do," I hear tbee snuUiiff say,* 

*' And blot what only gives them fanu" 


ODE. 


So little njitured with a royal mien^ 
I would not give one jnn to kin a ^mmh. 


The Ppet deacribeth the former and preaeat 
State of hifl Wishes. 

Tempora matantur. 

CouRTiKRs are jast so many goats — that 

leap ' 

From rock to rock, upon the cloud-capped 

steep, 
That overhangs a sea that foams around ; 
Slip but a foot ! souse /"down they are, and 

drowned : 
Yet how folks scramble, one and all, 
To mount the ridge and get a fall ! 

I own'd I've listened to Ambition's tales, 
Sighed for life's nunaUaiitSf and disdained 

its vales ; 
My voungling ears most greedy drank 

ner story ! 
With kings and queens, Lord ! how was I 

in love ! 
Tried to make wings (alas ! I vainly strove) 
Poor fly ! to buzz within their orbs of 

glory. 

Yes, vain were my endeavours all, 
And sUll am I ordained to eraul! 

Although so lofly in my rhyme. 
Heavens ! how my fibres felt the rack. 
When Pye obtained the royal sack. 

And Farsons smoothed the ode with 
chime ! 

Thus can't I to the palace go, alack ! 

All the court crawlers would be on my 

hatk; 
Biting and scratching, nii>bling, swarm- 

ing — 
A eij^umstance, alas ! alarming. 

There would be Liverpool, I do suppose, 
And Cardigan, and Salisbury, and llose, 
Making a diabc^c rout : 
*< Off with him— turn the fellow out!" 

Gut off from Cesar and his wife, 
1 pass of solitude a life ; ^ 
To Cynthia's beauty 'tune the willing 

And while I gain her lovely smile, 
(The Bweetest that adorns our isle !) 
1 feel for courts no more a fierce desire: 


ODE ON THE ANCIENTS. 

"All has been said— the world has nought 
to yield : 

Alas! there's nothing new beneath' the 
sun: 

The ancients with their hooks have reaped 
the field ; 

AU that can be imagined has been done. 

The ancients for the moderns were too stout: 

Yes ! the deep mine of knowledge is work- 
ed ouU" 

So cries the world I but who are these that 

speak ? 
Men of no nous^ most wonderfully weak I 
If things are so, why, what a fate is^ 

mine ! 
Lord help the muse \ she never penned a 

line. 

Reap the whole field ! not hdffmCt, I'll be 

sworn : 
They've only taken a few sheaves of com. 
The mine exhausted! Poh! I'll hear no 

more — 
They've only gathered a few grains of ore. 

Appear but Genius, Genius soon will find 
New matter to improve and charm man- 
kind; 
Teach on the wildest heath the rose to 
blow: 
Genius, the rod of Moses at the rock. 
Shall, by a magical and happy stroke. 
Bid the rice stream of wit and wisdom 
flow. 

The brains of men, in general, are a pool. 
Wrapped in death'StiTlness, comfortably 

dull; 
Like motionless poor Lethe, void of 

spirit 
But now and then (Like Milton, for ex- 

ample, 
Or Shakspeare, each indeed a beauteous 

sample), 
Into existence pops a wight of merit : 

An ocean, lo, his brave ideas rise. 
That mounts, and with its thunders shakes 
the skies ! 
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ODE TO AN UNFORTUNATE 
PRINCESS. 

Shall Virtue feel the cruel blow, 
Her tears to earth unheeded flow, 

Her Boul unheard complaiQ ? 
Say, will no muee prodaim the wrong f 
Why el^ejM the thunder of her song. 

While rity mourne in yain ? 

With every beauty to inspire 

Of Loye the eoft and chaste desire, 

And bless the nuptial tie ; 
With every {^ntler charm of mind,. 
Can Fate, to peerless worth unkind, 

Condemn thy heart to sigh ? 

Without a friend, in soothing strain. 
To steal thy bosom from its pain, 

I hoar thy plaintive voice ; 
And hear the snakes of envy hiss, 
While, happy at thy vanished bliss. 

The imps of hell rejoice. 

Yet through the cloud that hides thy head, 
By Calumny's foul venom spread, 

I mark a golden ray ', 
Time on his wing (for Justice reigns). 
To calm thy life's tempestuous scenes, 

Shall wafl the smiles of May. 

Hark ! to suppress the swelling tear, 
A voice prophetic hails thine ear : 

** Thy babe shall rule adored ; 
On Britain's throne, to crown her fame. 
The shouts of millions shall proclaim 

Eliza's reign restored." 


ODE TO ST CECILIA. 

O G0DDB88 of the tuneful choir, 
Upon my knees I must desire 

You'll give your instrument a smart joba- 
tion: 
Happy am I a band to meet. 
To give my ears a pretty treat. 

And fill my heart with sweetest animation. 

I like an overture, I needs must own — 

Of music 'tis a very noble dish : 
But here's the devil — while $onu with so- 
lemn groan. 
Bawl jIsM, lo, others are exclaiming ji^A; 
Rending with soundsof Babel our poor ears. 
Much like the noises of the bulls and 
bears.* 


Proud on his nimbler neighbour to advanoe, 
like elephants that fiun would learn to 

dance, 
The double baas attempts his awkward jigs. 
Grunting and snuffling like a sow and pigs. 

Ambitious, this most labouring baas 
Gives to tne violincello chase. 

Who on Uie tenor presses like the wind, 

Who presses closely on the second fiddle, 

Who presses sharply on first tweedle-twee- 

dle, 

Who leaps the bridge^ and leaves them 

all behind, 

Alas ! are these the mods* to melt the soul, 
Sooth every sigh, and every care control ? 
Uthis bo music, let me leaVe the riot. 
And be the %Dorld ofqitavers ever quiet ! 
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At the Stock-Exchange. 


PETER'S TRIUMPH. 


TO THS MUSK. 

Muss, we have finished now our odes. 
And verily the songs of gods ; 

But let me tell thee, muse, and much it 
pains, 
That those great traffickers in toordsy 
Those high and mighty pompous lords. 

The booksellers, will barely give me 
grains ! 

" Hog's wash is good enough" — they cry : 

Thus can I neither roast nor fry. 

'Tis hard that my poor mental mill 
Is never suffered to lie still ; 

Such, such indeed the avarice of the 
clan : 
Forced, every minute of the hour, 
To grind, forsooth, for them the flour. 

And feed myself, alas 1 upon the bran. 

Hard is their bridle — Lord ! with pains I 

shrink; 
Too hard upon my bleeding jaws they 

pull ! 
What shame that they, the lazy imps, 

should drink 
Claret and Burgundy from my poor 

skull ; 
And, with a saucy mortifying sneer, 
Bid me be happy upon dead small beer. 

I boast one consolation, I allow— 
My name will never be forgotten : 

When to Posterity I make my bow, 
Those rogues are in oblivion rotten. 


A POETICAL EPISTLE 


TO 


BENJAMIN COUNT RUMFORD, 

KRIOHT OF TKS WHITB XAOLB, ETC. BTC. 


Mom, at the sound of RumfiNrd, rmUt thy voiee, 
And bid our kitcben Airnitare rqlolce ! 
Thoagh acaat our itorB, a bempen ■trlni, alsck ! 
(Tbe ilmple lubttitate for spit uid Jaek) 
A knife and fork, a diab, a apoon and platter, 
Shall sUr tknrtmwtptf and makeajoVial clatter ; 
The broom shall hop. as merry as a grig ; 
And, pleased, the dainty dlshckmt oance a Jig. 


Thx bard whose harp immortaliied the 

For whioh he ne'er reoeiTed a single aottie ; 
Praiaed Madam Schwellenberg^ in lolly 

atjrle, 
For whioh he never gained a aingle i mile ; 
Gave to eternity the ahaven groap, 
Tet never aaw a ladle-fall of soup; 
Praised thanklese lorda beaidei , and knight 

and 'aqaire— 
Now to a Tankey tunes the willing lyre : 


• Thoagh I bare hen aeeoeed this lady at «»■ 
grMtiimdB f perhaps, If her last wtll and testament 
were to be «M«, f Blfht alter my opittleiu— Ifftsrs 
it this will, I wonder ?— Why does It not appearat 
Docton* Commons ? Is It atkawud Ce sImo U» 
/bet ? What has it done with the pearlrand dia- 
monds, presents AtMn the poor peiseeiitad IbmUyer 
tbe Hasiln0i?->ls it with the tailor to Pimlico, to 
whom her poor body was sent about an hour or two 
after the soiri had forsaken Its tenement l-^honld 
not this win be publicly advertised ?— Am I certain 
that it doth not contain some handsome bequest; 
at least a Umder memorial to «m, who (she very 
well knew) must lose unuk by her dMU T— Is this 
an unreasonable eof\Jectnre ? I know tbe wilt has 
been retuL and I know parU of it.— O yepMr rela- 
tions of Madam Schweflenberf. now crawling in 
piteous piiiht hi obscure holes in Germany, must 
ye/(n/«a the litUe pittance bequeathed, ifye dan 
approach Great Britain ? Such was a cruel clause 
of the will !— Had ye numgh ffmnkm»$ weumtuf , 
O ye poor dlsappototed reletions of Madam Beh Wal- 
lenberg? Pprhape ye might have been tr«iifti«Mm« 
had ye come to Rngland— if so, thinp are best as 
they are. 


Spite of the ingratitude of oeoks and .... 
Strikes to Count Rumford's tmufiU name 

the strings, 
Who from his fav*rite little Rumford* came, 
To build on smofts his fortune and his 

fiune. 

Muse, at the sound of Rumford rsue thy 

voice, 
And bid our kitchen fumitite rejoiee ! 
Though scant our storey a hempen string, 

alack! 
fThe simple substitute for spit and jack) 
A knife and fork, a dish, a siipon,and plai- 

ter, 
ShaU tUr tkdr stumps^ and make a jovial 

clatter; 
The broom shall hop^ as merry as a grig ; 
And, pleased, the dainty dishclont danotf a 

Expressing thus in gratitude their soub 

To him whose wisdom saves us pecks of 
coals; 

And means (for Pitt's d-mn*d taxes this re- 
quire) 

To teacn us soon to roast totlibitf sjbv. 


obscure villase. In Nottl 

ihr illumhrnted by the nad 

Indeed, draw his lliat bn 


* Ott an obscure villi 
but foitanatel 
Oeant, who,l 


, In Notth America, 
Bdvi^ of the 
brsaUi thepe. 


and alierwards. In qnalinrof a pedagognni in 
taliaeJ it I7 his e^seedsrieil powers, teaehteg 
children to read, spell, and write, with the 
consummate aMiity. 
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Fitond to thj fame (and may it last thee 

lODff!) 

Though &-- — and Banka grow jealooa of 

the wong ; 
Howe'er ita praise may wonnd soma eoarU 

ly folk. 
J%Mi song shall thander to- the nan of 


Kniffht of the disheloat, wheresoe'er I 

walk, 
I hear thee, Rumford, all the kiiekmt talk: 
KbU of melodiooa oadenoe on the ear, 
Load echoes Rnmford Asrs, and Romford 

Hurt! 
Ia>, every parlour, drawing-room I see, 
Boasts of thy stoves, and talks of wmgkt 

bat tke€, 
Tet, not aUmt my lady and yonng misses. 
The cooAes tktmHtou eonld amotner thee 

with kisses ! 
Yes I Mistress Cook woald- spoil a goose, 

or steak. 
To twine her grsasy arms around thy neck. 
Through newspaper, through magazine, 

review, 
Happy mine eyes thy splendid track 

pursae— 
Thy sage opinion in each journal read — 
A Tcin of sflver 'midst a load of lead ! 

High o*er the wond'ring world Van- 

bntchell towers, 
And on the ryftured mob his- trusses 

poors:— 
High mounted Katarfelto and his cat, 
Proad of the Toice of Fame, in glory sat :— 
High o'er the world the mighty Merlin siu. 
Though much of gall his jealous month 

emits! 
Endeavonrhig, lo, thy name's bright beam 

to shade, 
The wizard swears that thou hast tloUn his 

iradt;* 
Learned from kit matchless art to conjure 

np. 
From shades below a tkUUng^s-wartk of 

aoun; 
And mean tton oliUr fndfcs to put thypaU; 
Plunder chair-yelping curs, and sqnawling 

cats; 
With all their love-songs of sweet execution , 
To please and luU the Loyal Institution.— 
High o'er the world Sir Joseph soars sub- 
lime, 
The great and fertileanbjectof myrhymel — 

* Indeed Mr Merlin bM awmCnglf Joet cause 
of eomplalnt: bnt as the minit of thoee graai men 
are eurprlsingly timUar^ why nay not a cotnei- 
dence oftboiiKbt occaaionally take place, and pro- 
dace fint/tfr iiuoveriti 1 


Tet higher tk4m shalt mount, whose aagiy 

toe 
Kkked from thy ahop* the hero of Solio ; 
.\nd>uming, too,at Garnet's luckless crown, 
Oidst, with thy Uadm journal, knock him 

down: 
For wko with mge sftuisii. dares anpeai, 
While Romford's mouth of oraclee la near ? 
Behold the elector bowing to his merit I 
Bavaria owns his begg[ar-hnnting spirit; 
Who, when poor Munich trembled, alaiMt 

lost. 
With god-like ardour piereed the Egyptian 

host. 
And seized (which history must ever note) 
And seized! — a daring gipsey by the 

throat ;f 


• Sir J. Baaka is bonm Jd» suated ; aod poor 
Ganiet, a moat InfaakNia eJMmlat, waa attaeked 
for a dtveience in oplnloa. 

t Hera I moat beg pardon of ny readaia Ibr 
vlolatlnililatoiy ^— TiM Count allgiilly aaya, tliat at 
the head of the eleetor*a tioopa he made bat mm gtp- 
aey hie prleoner, and that be only tm«d htm od the 
alioulder.— Sach ia the Coant*B iR«dMty.— A hero 
ia the laat man la the world to apeak of his own 
tzflnu i but let me quote the Count*a owa worda, 
who, like CSerar, can writt aa well wight, 
, •« New.year*a day," aaya the Count tai hia hJalo- 
ry, '* having ftom tisM mi«mm«HcJ been eonaMofed 


In Bavaria aa a day peeollarly let apart for giving 
alma, and the beggara never tblling to be ail eat on 
that occagtonj lehoM tkmtmomnt,as h§iMg Uu 
wmH /hvearoMf to my operationa. Early in tiia 
morning of the/r«C or Jammmrm^ one thoiiaand aa- 

heomc 


ven hundred and ninety, the officers, and i 
miasloned offloera of the three ragimenta of tnlbntry 
In ganrlaon were stationed In the dUTerant streela, 
where they were dirsctsd to wmU/wr p$rth*r wr- 

** Having In the mean time asaambled at my 
lodging the field oOcerv and all the ebief lasf ia- 
trofw of the town, I made them acquainted with 
my Intention, to proceed thai varf wttmSmg to the 
extcutiam of a plan I. had Araad, lor Ukingup the 
beggara, and asked their immediato aaalaianee. 

** To show the puMie that It waa not my wiah 
to earrv thia measuro Into eiecotion, by milMaiy 
force alone (which misht have rondered the mea- 
sure odious), but that I waa disposed to sliow all 
becoming deference to the dvU authority, 1 begged 
the maglstratea to accompany me, and the field 
oAeera of the garriaon, in the execution of the first 
and moat difilcult part of the undertaking, that of 
arreating the beggara. Thli they moat road 11 v con-r 
aentod to, and we immediately lallled out in the 
atreet, myself accompanied by the chief maglstrale 
of the town, and each of the field oflkeers by an in- 
ferior maglstrato. We wero hardly eot Into the 
atreet, when we wero accosted by a beggar, who 
asked us for alma. 1 went up to him, and laving 
my hand gentiv on his shoulder, told him from 
henceforwarda begging would not be perrotlled in 
Munich. I then delivered him over to the orderly 
seijeant ; and then turning to the officers and ma- 
gistrates who accompanied me, I begged tliey 
would take notice that I had myseir, with my own 
hands, arrested the first beggar," Itc Ac Fida 
the Count's Essays, vol. 1, p.Tl, third edltkui 

Such is the Coant^n cleftant and nerrons narra- 
tive of that glorioun day which emancipated Mu- 
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And gavt him (wimt sach bravery can re- 
ward!) 
And gaict bim !— to the aeijeant of the 

ffuard' — 
For whiob the elector decked the man of 

stoTe, 
With triM-Uue ribands, and the Urd of 

Jove ! 
Great Man \ whose power iuTenttve daily 

rakea 
Balm from a bojr,* and dinners from a 

j — ^kes ! 
Great man! whose fertile genins coald 

contrive 
To soften rocks, and /ay the flints o^tve/t 


nlch flrom the tynuiDy of the beggars? With the 
bero of antiquity, the Count fiumford may not 
only lay, Fent, vuii, vici, but moreover add, «crtpn, 
to mereaee the catalogue of hia wonders. 

* ^la first and grand object being to complete 
the sum total of human happinessi by a prudent at- 
tention to economy, he shows how from the 

1 ezere}"'^'^^^^^^ I'^'^ °^ human food and ftiel, 
aa well as from many hitherto shamefully neglect- 
ed natural productions, to derive a wholesome and 
pleasing and nutritious diet.— There is a filihy old 

Eroverb (that I cannot repeat) instructing people 
ow to grow rich;-Hind which proverb, though 
treated as ludicrous by our ancestors, will be soon 
pronounced a serious economical maxim. After 
many laborious days and sleepless nights, the 
Count has tit last succeeded in the detection of 
that grand desideratam, befcwe and since the days 
of the great Martinus Scriblerus, viz. the extraction 
of sunbeams from cucumbers : so that any gentle- 
maBLmay store up heat and lignt for the winter, in 
the same way ice is preserved for the summer. This 
fortunate dlscoveiy (it will be observed) supeiaedes 
all his former methods of saving foel, and conse- 
quently precludes all further researches In the 
consolidation of smoke and the conversion of soot 
into sea-coal. 

f With a machine which the Count invented 
on the Continent, he flays flints, and by an alkali 
auigeneri* converts them into palatable soups and 
Jellies ; and he is now carrying on a process for pre- 
paring their skins to make purees for such as have 
money, and tobacco pouches for such as have none. 
The philosophical tinkere and bellows menders, 
whose ideas he has generously adopted, make ket- 
tles, saucepans, frying-pans, salamanders, skillets, 
stewers, roasters, toasters, See. &c. of the most as- 
tonishing and unheard-of powere ; some of these 
utensils rendering shoe-leather as masticable as 
lieef-steaks, and the toughest horse-hide as tender 
ns the best veal in Leaden hall Market. By a lit- 
tle higher charge of heat, bones, hair, horns, hoof, 
shells and claws, are reduced to a Jelly ; and chop- 
ped straw, bean-husks, potatoe-skin8,&c.are turned 
into palatable spoon-meat. The extensive use and 
application of these Inventions, especially in the 

{iresent times of famine, must be obvious to the 
ntelligent. — Already the workmen are so fkr re- 
conciled to this new species of food that they begin 
to make themselves comfortable messes of their 
old aprons and leather breeches. In short, the 
Count is not without hopes of introducing the ani- 
mal food of the ancient and modem Scythians, and 
the more cooling vegetable diet of King Nebuchad- 
nezzar. 


And make (though Envy unbelieving 

grins) 
Pooches and handsome pones of their 

Nay more (but yet, methinks, a dangtrouB 

hint) 
To perfect jelljr torn the hardest flint : 
For, hence an imeaiweHunce may arise— 
To this discovery rogaes witt tarn their 

eyes: 
The felons dread, for robbexy, murder, 

rape, 
Will eat their varums dwdUngSy and eteape; 
Taught by thine art of turning sUmes to 

teUies, 
Fly with the walla of Newgate in their 

beUies, . 

Great man! whose tinkers form, from 

various metals, 
Grillers and broilers, salamanders, kettles! 
Steamers and bakers, frying-pans and 

stewers, 
Skillets and saucepans, roasters, toasters, 

brewers. 
Some, blest indeed with such stupendous 

KDwer, 
ange old ehoee to berf in half an 

hour; 
And turn, amidst the wonders of the shop, 
The Htiker's aprtm to a mutOm chop. 
Bones, oyster-shells, and hair, and hoofsf 

and claws, 
Shall form, too, jellies for the incest jaws : 
Thus shall the euekoldf who his koMurs 

scorns,' 
Bless his dear wife, and iktten on his horns.' 

Great king of fire, who know'st tho 
powers of meat, 

Ancl know'st how necessary 'tis to eat; 

And yet, not only eat, but eat with pUa^ 
suret 

Without one bit of bolting-^quito at Ui- 
gurel 

By which slow movement in the mastica- 
tion, 

Millions may soon be saved to this poor 
nation ! 

What gratitude, what thanks, to thee are 
dae,t 

Instructing a great empire how to cktfio! 

In work-houses, where ignorance abounds, 

And all the poor, voracious, feed like 
hounds, 

Sharp oterseers shall at the table stand, 

And give the loord, with serjeant-Uke com- 
mand; 

Thus will their crackling jaws in concert 
chime. 

And, like a fiddler's elbow, move in time. 
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Ok ! if I, too, might oater for the belly,* 
Old fiddle-fltrings should make us vermi- 

ediij 
Cockchaffers, with a very trifling art. 
Compose a pie — at least a pretty tart ; 
Soep-sads to syllabubs and trifles change, 
And bullocks' hghts and liTers to bla'mange ; 
And sheep's-dung, without quantities of 

studying, 
Gleaned from the fields, produce a fine 

plum-pudding, 
A woolostuffed pin-cushion would make a 

And tnpe start forth from breeches of old 
bnflT; 

And, with Sir Joseph's leave, with fish 
might pass 

His jZeof, his/ao*rifsjZe<u, for lobster-sauce. 

But what an insolence in me to prate ! 

Pretend to him to open Wisdom's gate. 

Who spurns advice, like weeds, where'er 
it springs, 

Disdaining counsel,! though it comes from 
kings. 

Yet say, why phyaict from thy house ex- 
clude ? 

On physic, ponder — what a public good ! 

Hygeia weeps, poor nymph, to be neglect- 
ed — 

Shame on thee! let the fiur-one be pro- 
tected— 

Of physic didst thou never own the skill ? 

Say, did thy purity ne'er need a pill f 

Go, go ! harangue the members— goad 'em, 
goad 'em ! 

And make them send away for Doctor 
Brodum ; 

Or Doctor Meyrsbach, who with sapience 
sees 

A mighty empire fall by toasted cheese : 

Or doughty Doctor Solomon invite, 

Who cuts the talons of Disease, the kite, 

That hovering, tlireatening, spread abroad, 
prepare 

To lug us goslings to the fields of air. 

* The experimental dinnen promiMd by the 
Coant, are expected by the membeni of the R. I. 
with great avidity. — Graas broth, flint soup, fricas- 
seed lealher-bre(>ches, stewed old shoes, &.c. &,c. 
will soon be forthcomlnt;, set on the table, too, by 
automatical waiiera, to tue vast surprise and in- 
atractlon of all beholders ! ! ! 

t Here ( must b^ leave to quarrel with the 
Count. — Althonzh a man may, like the Count, pos- 
sess extraordinary Intellect, and although a roan 
may be the best Judge of himself, nevertheless it is 
indecorous to treat the opinions of others with 
contempt. — The Count's constant assertion is, " I 
never was yet in the wrons— T know every thing." 
Granting this to be true, the declaration is never- 
theless arrogant and supercilious. 

t ** All discussion relative to relI;:ion and medi- 
cine will be carefullv avoided.*'— Journal of the 
Kofal iiutUtioM of dreat Britain. 


And why Divinity be banished, pray f 
Souls are of 501110 importance, let me say. 
In God's name, send a card to Rowland 

Hill, 
Who to a tittle knows his Maker's will : 
The film of darkness banished from his 

eyes. 
He kens the darkest secrets of the skies ; 
Of cherubim and seraphim the host. 
As though Uiev wrote the paraon every post. 
Hill knows what Satan does, and means to 

do; 
Knows all the plottings of th' infernal crew; 
The tools, the tortures for a sinful soul ; 
And what the fire to roast it — wood or 

coal; 
Oh, while mechanics hold with thee a sway, 
And blacksmiths, tinkers, hammer it away — 
While such obtain thy smile, a lucky lot, 
Let not ingenious Aris be forgot ! 
To shine a toortky member^ Aris sighs — 
Aloft his exceUeney lifls his eyes : 
Pitt's bosom friend, O grant him then his 

prayer, 
Whose gags and kand'eaffs, wondrous 

worth declare \ 
Whose whips of thong, to radiant wire al- 
lied. 
Tickle with neatest touch the human hide. 
With rapture have I visited thy house, 
And marvelled at thy vast extefet of 110119, 
Thanks to thy care that, 'midst its ample 

round, 
Soup, tea and toast, and coffee may be 

found,* 
And wine, and punch, and porter, freshen- 
ing draught, 
Mending the monstrous wear and tear of 

thought. — 
Thus a neie hirth shall Rumford's glory tell, 
And from its bowels spring a grand hotel ! 


* " To render the house of the Institution more 
pleasant and agreeable to such proprietors and sub- 
scribers as frequent it, an additional room has 
lately been set apart for their private and exclusive 
use : — this has been called the eonversatien room, 
and Is distinguished by an inscription over the 
door. As conversation in the reading rooms could 
not fail to interrupt those who read, the managers 
are confident, that all those who frequent the house 
will be so sensible of the reasonableness of the 
regulation, as to abstain fh>m conversation in the 
reading rooms when any person engaged In reading 
is present. 

"To render the conversation room still more 
useflil and agreeable, it will be furnished with a 
collection of good maps j and, as soon as some ne- 
cessary previous arrangements (which are now 
actually making) shall be finished, those who fre- 
quent this room will be fbmlshed, at the most rea- 
sonable prices, lYom the housekeeper's room below, 
with soups of various kinds, tea, cofll'ee, chocolate, 
and other refreshments.** — Fidi the CounVs Jour- 
nal. 
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Tet 'mid tbine Iioum'i philosophic 

floonM, 
Sineo coiiTemtioii has its priwaU rooiM, 
Extend the thotight by love delicioae led ; 
And give of Gnham the cdeatial bed ! 
In would rabecriptioiui like a torrent ponr ! 
NjBiphB of ddigkt would leave eaen Cy- 
prian bowers- 
The bcuid-etreet loangmv to thy oall repair, 
And fiiraiy like Smitlmeld, a perpetoal ftir. 
Say, oaaet thoa make (whoee braina have 

not their /aUotew) 
Fire. blow itaetf without a pair of bellowa ? 
Soon ahall we aee a haunch, with equal 

wit, 
Tntn round and roaat itaelf without a apit; 
Fieh without fryin|^-pana eome hoi and hot. 
And dumplinga boil themaelves without a 

pot; 
Nay more, Jhiitnnaia ahall riae !— I aee 
A pin purane, and pieree the nimble flea ; 
Now in the bedatead old, or in the rug, 
Pluck from its lurking hole the wounded 

bug:^ 
Untouched, the handkerehief ahall wrap 

the noae; 
Untouched, the pen-knife cut the eom-clad 

toea; , 

Untouched, the comb the rem^n tribe aa- 

aafl, 
And aciaaav opening dip the finger nail — 
The aoap unaided the rich anda ahall apread, 
And razors trimly ahaye the beard and head; 
Formal as Pitt the treasury bench shall rise. 
And, bowing, ope the budget for mpptiek ; 
The church's iedt put forth its pious 

prayers. 
And Lincoln's pulpit preach like Parson 

Narea.* 
Great man I the culinary taetica atudying, 
1 nstructing worlds to ea< a hasty puddingt — 

* A ■taonch iticklliiK panon for prefennent, the 
nlvsilon of mniUl apd tbe state.—Newtpapen, 
pampbleti, magaalnes, reriews. ballads, k^, pro- 
claim tbe meriti of oar Lfaiecdn'a-Inn preacher.— 
Tbe palpit Itaelf is a weekly wltnesi or his various 
enthusiasin. — He does not yet deem himself pro- 
perly remaaereted— Is there nothing mors fmr the 
poor iMog priest f 

f ^ The hasty pudding being spread out eoually 
on a idate, while not, an excavation is made in the 
middle of it, with a spoon ; into which excavation 
a piece of bntter, as large as a aotmeg, is put j and 
upon it a spoonflil of brown sugar, or, more com- 
monly, moia w s e s. The butter being soon melted 
by the heat of the pudding, mixes with the sugar 
or mol as s es , and forma a sauce ; which being con- 
fined in the excavation made for It, occupies the 
middle of the plate. The pudding ui then eaten 
with— a spoon, each spoonful of it being dipt into 
the aauoe, before it is carried to the mouth ; care 
being had, in taking it up, to begin on the outside, 
or near the brim of the plate ; and to approach the 
centre by regular advances, in order not to de- 


To thee poor poets shall their ofiorings 

bring, 
Who roast luce ma, their Tictuala by a sfrti^, 
All atruggling with a laudable intention, 
Who beat ahul praiae thee for thy vast m- 

And ainee thy akill (believe me not in joke) 
Contriveth In^ lo catch our London 

amoke; 
Soon, very aoon, mayat thou proclaim akwid 
(Rare newa for farmers), triqu to catch a 


Quick on liis prisoner Hob will lay his 

hands, 
And tap his watery belly for the lands; 
And thus our parsons will be sared tba 

pom 
Of putting HeaTen m mmd to jsiid dowm 

rain. 

O why will Scandal thus let loose her 
tongue. 

And call Uie yoioe of Knowledge, Folly*a 
song? 

Great are the beauties of assooofum / 

What charming union, $4nip and esnverM- 
tianl 

Assisting each the other with delight ; 

Thus babea are pleased their tUjfkaiti to 
Wee; 

And thus, without the harmless fraud dis- 
cerning, 

With mgarhrtud the urchins swallow 

I know that Envy turna her head away, 
And calla the Institution puppet play ; 
But, ah ! in censure people should be 

mild; . 
Philoeopbv htrsdf waa ones a ekifd • 
Yet still those rude sounds stab mine ear's 

poor drum ; 
'' A Ute'-^paliLVtr — naiuemM^fudge, a Awn." 
In vain wits call thee (blasiing thy ma- 
chines) 
" A walking hatdU of old magatineg,'' 
Believe me, immortality ia sure : 
Long as thy chimneys shall thy praise en- 
dure; 
Oblivion ne*er shall awallow Rurhford'a 

name: 
Aloft ascending, lo, thy radimntfiinUf 
With thy own curling- clouds of smoke shall 

riae^ 
And stmUkt give them luMire on the akies ! 


mollsh too soon the excavation which forma tbe 
reservoir for the sauce.** 

Buch are the Count's culinary tactics In regard 
to the siege of a hasty pudding. Nobler general- 
ship perliaps was never exhibited by Mariborongh, 
Turenne, or even Bonaparte himself. 
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I know thej mook thee (in their laughter 

looee) 
fiecaoM thou awoep'st a ckinmey with a 

I know the world a jealona Bpirit fosters, 
And christens thee the wea&est of tmpo«- 

tor«; 
'Stead of a war-horse, oneof Folly's AodU ; 
The prineef the king, the emp'rar of the 

quacks. 
Sir Joseph of thy journals makes his sport; 
Laughs at thy dinn^rs,t keeps thee from 

our court, 
Or long, 201^ since hadst thou receiYcd 

commands 
To come and lounge at levees, and kuB 

kandt, 
Tes ! to eclipse thy blaze, behold him strain, 
And rummage the dark eoal^koU of his 

brain; 
But not one nob is in it, do not doubt : 
All, lon^ ago, (belieye me) all burnt out ! 
Too plam I see him (iealous of thy name). 
Try Bvery jockey trick to pose thy &me : 

* Tbe Count MiUlnly lays claim to the inven- 
tion of sweeping chimneys with a sooee, by forcing 
down the animal alive, with a string about Its neck, 
from Che top of the chimney ; when the poor «!«»• 
tare, by flapping its wings, as it Is pulled up and 
down, sends the soot about its business : but it is 
really an Irish discovery, used also to extinguish 
ilres in chimneys, by whieh means the gooee be- 
comes roasted at no expense. No bad hint this, 
for the Count's economical system ! 

t Take, gentle reader, the Count's own words 
firom his own Journal, on the sul^ect of what he 
calls experimental dinners ;—><* In order that the 
proprietor! and subscribers mav be enabled to 
Judge, flrom actual experiment, of the merit of any 
new method of cooking, or of any new dish that 
may be proposed, a dining-room has been built, and 
wlU soon be readv for use, at the house of the In- 
stitution, in wblch the manafers will occasionally 
Older experimental dinners, to which the proprl»^ 
toiB and subscribers will be invited, as fkr as the 
accommodatloa will admit; the expense of such 
dinners to be defrayed by those who partake of 
theni.»» . 


In vain ! the fates against the knight com- 
bine— 
Strive as he list, the glorious race is tkine : 
To snap more snakes, Sir Joseph means, I 

know. 
And swallow alligators in Soho : 
More tadpoles down his cable gullet pour. 
And frogs, and butterflies a mealy shower : 
From hieroglyphics a iisib Yiams be seeks,^ 
And tastes and pores on Babylonian bricks : 
Still, with his 'squire,* the knight infancy 


Fame in his bknket— lobsters lodired in 
fleas; * 

And swearing that in future nought shall 
foil 'em, 

Has ordered honest Jonas to reboU 'em. 

Unrivalled Rumford, ere I close my 

song. 
Bear, hear an oracle from Peter's tongue : 
Gfeat e^Aolarakip with wiedom linked are 

rare; 
Tet these unite in thee, I do dockre — 
For scholars seldom are the most 

ti^; 
'Tis.t^ue, each Priseian swallows loads of 

learning ; 
Tet 9, poor moik (that paper-idolizer) 
Devouring wit, but not a lokit the wiser, 

O since, from every corner of our isle, 
Books court thy hand to gain thy gracious 

smile ; 
Regard my offer, nor the trifle slight; 
Receive a poet's soUiarv mite ; 
A Hide incense to embalm thy shrine ; 
A life exceedingly resembling tMne; 
The history of Uiat hero with a kmuk— 
The laugkabU, th' immortal Mister Punch. 


* Honest Jonas Dryander, the »in$ me sen of 
Sir Joseph. 


THE ISLAND OF INNOCENCE; 


POETICAL EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


Yes, on thy simple isle, In Fancy's eye, 
Envfinff I often look, and often sigh ; 
In fancy rove thy small domcdn by dajr, 
And, pleased, with thee in nightly visions stray. 


To thee, my friend,* amid that peaceful Isle, 
Where boonteoufi Nature blooms with 

sweetest smile ; 
Where never Winter, on his northern blast, 
Howls on the hill, and lays the valley waste; 
O'er a pale sun, the cloud of horror throws, 
And buries nature in bis vast of snows; 
Ah, no! where endless Summer, ever gay, 
Opes a pure ether to the orb of day ; 
That gilds the tree, and flow^er, and grassy 

blade, 
And works his threads of gold in eyery 

glade ; ' 
To thee, my friend, where shrubs of in- 
cense rise. 
And pour their grateful fragrance to the 

skies ; 
Where rills, in wanton mazes, wind away. 
Diffusing health and plenty, as they play ; 


• A gentleman whom the author of this poem 
met by the merest accident, on a small island situ- 
ated near the Gulf of Mexico. — ^HIs companions 
were his wife, a most lovely woman, and four 
beautiful children, whose histoiy would form an 
interesting romance :— persecuted by their parents 
for a mutual love attachment, they forsook their 
native country (America), to seek some distant 
asylum. On their voyage they were wrecked ; but 
fortunately escaped with their lives, and preserved 
their property. Finding the little island on which 
they were thrown, to be in possession of a few in- 
habitants of the moat perfect simplicity of manners, 
and the most lively friendship ; pleased also with 
the salubrity as well as beauty and fertility of the 
spot, they adopted the resolution of passing their 
days in this remote comer of the globe ; convinced 
that the most perfect happiness resides oftener in 
simplicity than splendour. Their opinion soon 
became realised : fond of the innocent natives, and 
equally beloved again, the delif^tAil little republic 
flourished under their auspices, and restored the 
golden age. 


Where the rich treasures of the pine re- 
side. 

And oranffe-branches bend with golden 
pride; 

Where from the boughs of odour, mingled 
* notes 

or rapture warble from a thousand 
throats : 

And blest, from yale to vale the cooing 
dove 

Wings with his m^te, and teaches man to 
love; 

To thee, I yield the Muse*8 artless line, 

And envy all the blessings that are thine. 

Tes, on thy simple isle, in fancy's eye. 
Envying I often look, and often sigh ; 
In fancy rove thy small domain by daj. 
And, pleased, with thee in nightly visions 

stray ; 
Behold thee happy at thy wonted toil, 
And mark the blossoms of a fruitful soil : 
While at thy side thy Julia plants the 

ground, 
With all her little progeny around ; 
Who study shrubs and flowers with eager 

eyes, 
And learn oftimple Nature to be inss. 

Pleased to explore the insect world, they 
rove, 
Tribes of the flood, and minstrels of the 

grove ; 
With all the varying species of the field, 
Whose forms and lives delight, and wiodooi 

yield; 
Display the page of Providence's plan, 
That shows his wondrous works to won- 
dering man. 
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Ko with M theira (ibrbid it, Heaven !) to 

hart, 
To wound and murder a poor wretch m 

BDort; 
To lift tne tube of death, with hoetite eye, 
And dash a flattering victim from his eky ; 
To bait with writhing worms the baib'rous 

hook. 
And drag the finny nation from their brook : 
Justly forbid the cruelty to know, 
And gather pleasure from the pangs of 

woe! 

Blest on their boughs, the squirrel tribes 

they see, - 
And call the hungry urchins from their 

tree. 
Who, fearless, hast'ning at the kind com- 
mand. 
Fly to their food, and court th* extended 

hand; 
Now scud in playful gambols o'er the plain, 
And, fully feasted, seek their groves again. 
And now they beckon to the feathered 

throng ; 
Forth fly, in floeks, the little bands of song; 
They hop, and chirp, and flutter round 

each head. 
Pleased to be called, and anxious to be fed. 
At length content, they flicker to their 

spraj. 
Adjust their plumes, and pour the thankful 

lay. 

Now, happy, to the stream they haste to 

feed, 
With liberal hand, the little finn^ breed : 
Fearless of danger, lo, the sportive fry, 
Mount to the water's brim with watohful 

eye, 
And leaping oil as urging hunger calls, 
Meet the dropped crumb, and catoh it ere 

it falls. 
Such are the blisses of thy girls and boys. 
And such the blisses innocence enjoys. 

Oh, when will Britons list to reason's 

voice, 
And, changed, no more in cruelty rejoice P 
How nobler thus t' address the harmless 

hare: 
** Child of the field, O come beneath my 

care; 
Safe in thy lonely slumber pass the day. 
Along the moonlight hills in safety stray ; 
No dog is mine, nor engine that destroys ; 
Peace to thy loves, and all thy nightly joys : 
When Heaven's kind bounty made those 

vallejrs mtiie. 
Heaven made the freedom of those valleys 

3A 


How nobler to the winter's bird* to say, 
** Poor stranger, welcome from thy stormy 

way, 
Drop in mv ^ves, enjoy the tepid springs, 
And lodged m peace, repose thy weaned 

wings; 
The food and shelter of my valleys share : 
Like me, a child of Providence's care." 
How nobler to the finny tribe to say, 
" Yours be the rills that 'midst my pastures 

stray; 
Enjoy your sporto, enjoy the sunny beam ; 
Health form your food, and wholesome 

keep your stream ; 
Tom be the net, and broken be the hook. 
That wanton carry death into your brook ; 
The Power who gave to mortels eYjery 

good, 
Forgete not yoipv, his infante of the flood." 
Humanity, how few thy merite see ! 
How scarce the altars that are raised to 

thee! 
Nymph of the tender heart, and melting 

eye, 
Vain o'er the savage million is the sigh ! 
O could thy gentle spirit more impart 
Ofaoflness, sweetness, to the human heart ! 
Bat lo, by cruel nature led astray, 
The rud^ passions rule with noisterons 

sway; 
Drowned is thy voice— a zephyr's sigh— no 

more! 
The murm'ring rill 'midst ocean's mighty 

roar! 
On plumes of down, my friend, thy mo- 

menu fly, 
Peace in thy heart, and pleasure in thine 

eye! 
Thy cot, though humble, all the virtues 

there. 
Forbid an entrance to a sigh or tear. 

Tes ! ofl in fancy's eye thy cot I view 
Enwrapped with vines and flow«>rs of vivid 

hue; 
The pebbled avenue, the murm'ring spring, 
Crowded with fearless birds of varioos 

wing, 
That sportive flutter, pouring happy lay, 
A mingled minstrelsy the live-long day ; 
And oft, on fimcy*s ear, thv Julia's lute, 
Whose melting sounds the soul, of pity 

suit. 
Complaining die ; and oft I hear again 
A loud, a happy, cheerful grateful strain, 
Joined by a httle offspring's throats that 

raise 
The song of wonder in their* Maker's 

praise. 

• The Woodcock. 
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Sweet ifl the homble pnyer that HetTen 

implores ! 
Diyine the voice of taortal that adores ! 
In fkncy, too, I see, beneath thy care, 
The eimple natiTee at thy stories stare 
Of street and chorchee, palaces and towers, 
And busy million that through London 

poors; 
And snimsis that stately, stoot, and strong, 
Drag to a roat a golden house along ; 
Alas ! with many a wondrous sight oeside, 
Begot by luxury, and nursed by pride. 
Yet fond of these our womtUrs should they 

And cast to Britain's scenes a wishful eye ; 

O give the history of our horrid deeds ; 

Proclaim how love laments, and friendship 
bleeds ! 

How virtue pines, how merit hides the 
head. 

And pity steals to tombs, to mourn the 
dead: 

Paint all the horrors of domestic strife. 

And give the gilded snares of polished 
life; 

T^ll tales ofFortune, at whose tinsel shrine, 

Fools daily kneel, and for her favour pine ; 

Who, when she yields, means only to be- 
guile— 

Fate in her hand, and ruin in her smile. 

O paint our dungeons, where, with pu- 
trid breath. 

The wretch, desponding, pants, and sighs 
for death : 

Faint the poor felon, doomed, ah ! doomed 
to die. 

Wan the pale cheek, and horror-struck 
the e^e : 

With lan|fud limbs that droop to earth in 

Pressed^loaded, lab*ring with a clanking 
chain; 

While, on the stiUness of the midnight sir. 

Sad moans the voice of Mis'ry and De- 
spair: 

Paint all the honors of the midnight 
shade. 

Theft's iron crow, and Murder's reeking 
blade. 

Paint the poorobjects'thst we hourly meet, 

The wrecks of beauty crowding every 
street; 

Daughters of Innocence, ere Demon Art 

Won on the weakness of too soft a heart ; 

And doomed to in&my the tender kiss, 

Due to pure love alone and wedded bliss. 

Paint courts, whose sorceries, too seducing 
bind, 

In chains, in shameftil slavish chains, the 
mind; 


Courts, where unUoshing FhUt'ry finds 
the way. 

And casts a cfimd o'er Truth's eternal ray. 

And quote the sage,* who courti had serv- 
ed and known : 

" O Crasstts, let me fly, and live alone : 

Though much I love thee, let our com* 
merce end. 

Nor from his solitude recall thv friend. 

Thanks to the gods, my servile hours are 
o'er. 

And, oh, let Mem'ry mention oonrts no 


more 


i»» 


Behold the courtier^there the eye sur- 
veys 
A willow crawling toeach form with ease ; 
But mark the man in rigid virtue bred, 
An oak ! in majesty he ntit the head ; 
Asserts his freedom, base control defies. 
And tow'ring hides his branches in the 

skies. 
Friend of my heart, nor let thy sail unfold , 
To court Peru, with all her hilb of gold ; 
Nor court her sister Mexico, whose ore, 
Pos se s se d b^ demons, curses every shore ! 
The splendid mischief ushered to thy vde. 
What, but a plague that taints with death 

the gale? 
Too soon ue imp would blast the sacred 

scene. 
And damn of innocence the cherub reign ! 
Fame, Jnstice,own the omnipotence of gold ; 
Nay, blushing modesty herself is sold. 
Alas ! one virtue more illumes the mind : 
Than all its envied wealth illumines Ind. 
Owned be my folly— yes (seduced my 

eye) 
I saw the golden mountains with a sigh ; 
Saw with delight the &tal mischief shine. 
And envied even the slave that dug the 

mine. 
How like the foolish insectt of the night, 
That leaves his cell, to seise the taper's 

light! 
Pleased and unconscious of the treaeh'rous 

rays, 
He hugs his fate, and dies amid the Haze, 

From thitie, how diflTrent is my lot ! — 
Ahul 
In calmsof sunshine while thy moments paw. 
Mine, 'midst the murky clouds that life 

deform, 
Unequal rush, and mingle with the storm. 
Fired with the love of rhyme, and,let me say, 
Of virtue too, I poured the moral lay; 

* A philosopher oBined Alexander, the frieail 
of Crsseai. 

i My rasden will qolekly perceive tbmt this 
allaeion is not new, though differently applied. 
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MiichlikeSaiiitP&iil(whoaolemiil7 protMti 
He battled hard at Epheaaa with beaaU), 
IVe fought with lions, moiikeya,bulls» and 

beam, 
And got half Noah*f ark about my ears : 


Nay worse ! (which all the courts of justice 

know) 
Fought with the (mtei of Patemoeter- 

Row. 


THE MIDDLESEX ELECTION} 


OR, 


POETICAL EPISTLES, IN THE DEVONSHIRE DIALECT, 


Br 


BIR JOSEPH BUDGE, IN LONDON, 


TO 


LORD ROLLE, AT WEYMOUTH. 


Voakes talk a deal of Fox, Burdett, 
And Shdrldan, and make me sweat. 

To bear their leea— I doubt mun— 
Zome cry man upas tholT divine ; 
And if tncnr do in manners shine, 

I wkh they'd earr*t about man. 


A PRELIMINARY DISCOURSE. 

Thou must know, O most courteous 
reader, that Mr Joseph Budge is not a 
JUtiiuna name, a mere creation of the fer- 
tile brain of me, Peter Pindar, Esquire ; 
but the actual name, real name of a man 
and a hero, who was the actual 'squire and 
attendant, and mentor of my great coun- 
tryman. Lord Rolle, and who fought with 
him in his Irish campaigns, and partook of 
the Tarious skirmishes and battles that now 
illuminate the pages of history, and im- 
mortalise the present reign. Mr Budge, 
ambitious of cutting a figure on Parnassus 
as well as in the field, and resolving to give 
hie great patron a specimen of his great 
bistorico«poetical abihties, found a subject 
in the Middlesex Election. 

Joseph being therefore on the^spot^ and 
an eye-witness of the scene, felt a divine 


impulse; and, like the Mantuan Bard, ex- 
claimed, **Paiulo majora eonaimw;" and 
became the historian of a most important 
event— The letters were written at the 
once much-frequented house of a w<Mhy 
peruke-maker in Wyche-street, and sent 
to his lordship at Weymouth, enjoying tho 
smiles of his sovereign, as well as the in- 
spiring and salutary fragrance of sea- weed 
and mud. In respect to the execution, 
Mr Joseph Budge seems to possess a genius 
very much like that of Mr John Plouj^h- 
share, of Morton Hamstead, in Devonshire, 
who a few years since wore a poem of ex- 
traordinary merit and celebrity : — the same 
provincial expression— the same spirit— 
the same happy vein of humour — the same 
mode of thinking, would induce us to ima« 
gine that, they must be the inspirations of 
th» soma genius.— Om prognatut tod^m. 

* • * . 
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LETTER I. 

A Liek at the City of London — the cleanli- 
ness of the Londoners compared with Mr 
Budge's acquaintance in tlie Conntrj, 
who admit Pigs and Poultry into their 
Parlours— The population of London de- 
scribed by a ttinkine comparison — Obser- 
Tation on the Ladies of London, with a 
wicked Suggestion of Mr Budge — Mr 
Budge imitateth Virgil in his fourth Ec- 
logue to a Mister Pofiio, who exclaimeth, 
**JPaulo maiora etinawus" — Mr Budge 
hinteth at the Middlesex election — pro- 
fesseth to write the Truth, and nothing 
but the Truth^He complimenteth his 
Lordship on his great Connexions at 
Weymouth, and Powers of oxcitiAg royal 
Risibility — Mr Budge entereth on the 
Subject of the Election— defieth Sir 
Francis Burdett, and maketb sure of Con- 
Quest— exulteth over Sir Francis, with a 
Quotation from the Devil to a Crab-— 
abuseth Sir Francis in rather an indeli- 
cate comparison — applaudeth Main war- 
ing for close Adherence to nutgisUatial 
Duty, and his Excellency Governor Arls 
— A bold Attack on Sir Francis — the Pop- 
ularity of Mainwaring at the Alehouses 
— the licentiousness and unparalleled 
impudence of Sir Francises Mob before 
the Palace Gate — Mr Budge's heroic re- 
solution — he vows to cudgel Sir Francis, 
and fight any of his Friends — Mr Budge 
boasteth — praiseth Mainwaring's Speech 
in partf but not in toto — Mr Budge auit- 
tetli the Subject of the Election, n>r a 
Conversation with our ex-minister, Pitt 
— Mr Pitt's melancholy Answer to Mr 
Budge's kind Inquiry — Mr Budffe's fine 
Original Comparison between the Court 
Game of Put, and the County Game of 
Pat— Mr Budge commendeth Lord RoUe 
for adhering to Mr Pitt, a« he was the 
Author of his Lordship's unexpected 
Elevation. 

And now, niy lord, I've lot me down 
To write vrom theeae perdigious town, 

Villed with more sin then grace; 
Learge as Jerusalem, I'm tould, 
Aye^ or as Babylon of ould, 

Zo wonderxom the place. 

Exeter's a fool to't, let me zay, 
And zo is Plimmoth every day — 
The howzes high and big ; 


And in the paxloun, too, so neat, 
Where all the gentry munch their 
I've never zeed a pig.* 

No, nor a hin,t making a rout, 
With chicken rennin in and out, 

Hunting about the room ; 
Nor goose-checks, no, nor gabbling docks, 
Flapping their wings all wet and mucks, 

And quaakin vor a crume. 

Things be quite different here, my lord, 
They be, they be, upon my word — 

Fine clath upon the vloors; 
Fine chairs, fine pectures 'pon the wall ; 
Fine glasses in the sarvants'-hall, 

Brass locks upon the doors. 

Lord, my lord, I'm in a maze, 

1 do so look about and elaze. 
Just leek a stinking hare ; 

And than the vokes ! — Lord, what a heap ! 
Thick as the meggots 'pon a sheep— 
I'm always in a fidr. 

And than the ladies, zuch a rout. 
Walking and gieling zo about. 

All in their silks and lace ; 
And though zo fine, they make me stap, 
Geeing my shoulder a small rap. 

And zmiling in my fiice. 

But mecnd, my lord, that I've be tould 
Thoose gentry may be bort and zold 

Leek bullocks, or leek sheep ; 
And thoff zo handzom, vor small pins, 
One now and then mertt buy their skins-- 

How wonderzomly cheap ! 

But now, my lord, yor gerter things, 
Vor now I'll screw my fiddle-strings. 

Forsooth, a leet§ hit higher : 
The vokes nere thoft that Middlesex 
Would rear its head the curt to vex — 

But the fat is in the vire. 

And now, my lord, yon may believe 
I shaant be laughin m my sleeve. 

And telling packs o' lees ; 
And yet, zo zur az I can spy, 
From London people's mouths they fly 

In swarms, like swarms of bees. 

There vore, whatever I shall write, 
No soul shall zay it is not right— 
They tfbaant zay no zich tning; 


* In many of tbe ftnn-boawsand vfllafss, plpi 
and poultiy are generally parlom-boarden. 
t Ben. X Might. $ LitUe. 
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And if I tell the truth, tnd tf>, 
I'll gee ye leave, mj lord, to ehow 
My letter to the king. 

Vor well I know that every day 
You*ve zomething clever to*n to zay, 

You be so wondrous frisky ; 
Vor when at Ex'ter* if yon ineend. 
You oflen teeFd nn all an eendt 

To laugh leek any pisky. 

Well now, my lord, than to begin, 
The curt voke wodn't gee a pin 

T' ensure their man, Mainwaring ; 
When (who'd a thort it?) fath and son],! 
Oat leaped Sir Francis vrom his hole, 

And zot us all a staring. 

But never meend, we baant afeard ; 
Vor, sir, az znr as Tve a heard, 

We all shall ha our wish ; 
Burdett wull zoon look dev'lish blue, 
And zo we shaant much meend the crew, 

No more than stinking vish. 

But still to make shor o' the game. 
The curt hunth out the blind and lame. 

And mainly stur their stumps ; 
Zo that 1 think the game is shor. 
If Fortune is n't a d- — d old wh , 

As we have got the trumps. 

Burdett waant do, my lord, he waant; 
Ue can't succeed — he can't, he can't : 

He conquer «#, the scab ! 
Hb. that ne'er renn'd a race before; 
** Yes, vou're a racer, to be sure," 

Criea the Devil to the crab. 

Mainwaring is a clever justice — 
in Ae, Lord, every body s trust is — 

Burdett's a ratten meddler ; 
Volks shud tern round and zee their backs. 
And meend old proverbs— littls packs 

Become a liule pedlar. 

He zaid he did not care a lowze 

About his setting in the Howze ; 

Bat that, my ford's, a ham : 


* When hii majesty did the citv of Exeter the 
honoar of a viiit, Mr Jan Rolle (afterwards hie 
lordship) endeavoured to cmck a lew Jokeii In the 
royal presence, to dlenlay to the people hie funi- 
liairiw with crowned neade : one was moat nneuc- 
ceasniL as it carried stronger marks of impudence 
than wit ; for, on introducing a country clergyman 
at the levee, " An plesie your medgeaty." cried the 
'aquire, '* nsaon — . a very fWMi subject, and. 
leek your medgesty, bath maae a howzevull o* 
cheidren." 

To plaee in a stats of mach expectation. 
A small oath. 
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Zee how he beggth and stirth his zell—- 
A fellow must love bacon well, 
To kiss the old sow's b-^m. 

Burdett shad cast accounts at Coote'e — 
The countinff-howze his genius soots, 

And therelie may be saving ; 
There he may sheen, and be a king ; 
A handsaw is a usefal thin^, 

But never made for sAavtng'. 

Mainwaring is a clever man. 
Doth eyery bit o' good he can, 

Az every one believes ; 
Attendth the office very duly, 
Never takth bribes — behaving truly, 

And hangth a power o' thieves. 

And then a hath a power o' spies. 
To zee that no rebellion rise, 

And markth down all black sheep ; 
And thoose he dooth suspect, he zens 
To Aris, to vill up his pens. 

And there in clover sleep. 

They've got the sheriffs, whose damn*d, 

droats 
Approve their own poor ratten votes, 

while ours they dare deny-all ; 
Cunning anew there — to secure ye, 
A fox should not be of the jury 

Upon a goose's trial. 

And should Sir Francis git the day, 
Lord ! what will all the country zay ? 

Why, that it gitt'th a rogue— 
Burdett and Middlesex agree ! 
Agosh ! a marriage i^ will be. 

Between a cat and dog. 

Look to the pablie howzes all : 
I've beed into man gert and small, 

Drinked beer from every tap ; 
Mainwaring's health went always round, 
With zich a noble clattering sound, 

With zich a glorious clap ! 

Think o' their impudence, his crew — 
Thev zet up zich a halleballoo, 

Close by the palace doors ! 
Just like a pack o* lyons roar'd, 
Thev did, the dogs— they did, my lord. 

The saucy sons of wh— — . 

I wish that I'd a beed the king, 
I'd a made iobbemowls to ringf 

And cool d man var ther bras ; 
The maids of honour should a got 
In every hand a chumber not. 

And washed man all leek shags. 
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Vokes 0ud it wu a bamin shame, J 
Dijffnce, too, to the Engliili namei 

To let up zich a howl ; 
The soldiers shad a helped the orown. 
And ahet mun joat like iparrowa down. 

And sent mon to the Dowl. 

Zome say ther gukg have aeni e and larnin : 
Whr then, it is, to my dinrain. 

Good wine in ^ty flasks ; 
Or, if you please, my lord, food beer, 
Zich as yon brew in Deyonsheer, 

Fat into stinking casks. 

ril do my best to make mun tick : 
I daant know that my oaken stick. 

Wall do much ezecation ', 
Bat sich as 'tis, they're welcome to 't, 
And with my oaken stick to boot, 

Oood^imU and rudhaum, 

Affosh ! I lonff to try a bout 
With xom o' fiurdett'a rabble root; 

I'd quickly poff their fats : 
I'd geS man nW^a lami£n* Uck, 
I'd make man of elections zick; 

I'd gee mun all the butts. 

If courage wull but win the day. 
By gosh, my lord, I'll nack away; 

I'll soon DO in their beef; 
Now if I could Sir Francis meet. 
All by his self, and in the street, 

Dam an I'd whapt the thief. 

On e'er a one o' mun, agosh, 
A Mck o' saucy trumpery troeh. 

That stiddy nort but treason — 
On zich rare fellows let me loose, 
Zoon as I'd kill a duck or gooie, 

I'd sliver eyery weasen. 

1*11 answer I'd nack down my sell : 
Iss, to the ground, I'd waage, I'd fell, 

A dezsin to my share : 
When I'm put to *t, Dowl take my skin ! 
Life's not worth a grammar's pin^ 

I'm mad as a march hare. 

And that Burdett may yend perchance : 
I think that we shall make nn daance, 

Or hugely I'm mistaken ; 
Agosh ! as I zee metters go, 
And perty well I simm to know. 

The rogues waant saye their bacon. 

Mainwaring made a perty speech. 

As yar 's my judgment well could reach; 


• Vkileat. 


And what he oou'd, he dood ; 
He made poor work o' Cold-bath ho ^. 
The trap tnat wishth to catch a mowse, 

Shad neyer smell of Hood, 

My lord, I giss you wish to hear 
What yokes palayer here and there, 

All about 'Squire Pitt's disgrace : 
Ah, Lord ! poor disappointed fellow, 
I daant belieye he gitt'th so mellow. 

Not zince he lost his place. 

I seed 'n in St James's street : 

Close by his howte, we chanced to meet : 

" Ah ! Budge," zaid he to ms, 
" How doth Lord Rolle do, by the by ?"— 
<< Heart's a farmer, sir," zaid I— 

" Ana how be you, sir— he ?" 

"Why, Biylge," zaid he (bat looking 

blue), 
" Thank Ciod, that I be well enew, 

Considerin eyery thing : " 
He zaid it too in zich a way. 
As plain as thoff I heard un zay, 

« Oh, Budge, I'ye lost the lung." 

You know, my lord, when in wet weather 
Tou and me played at put together. 

The hing would win the ibmee; 
The queen, you know, cou'd do zo too— 
Slam off a went, without more ado; 

Nort could his bacon saye. 

Bat, Lord ! in corti *tis altered quite : 
£yen /, with my poor blinking sight. 

Zee quite a diflrrent thing — 
y ur there, agosh ! *tis not the fame ; ^ 
For there they hackMords j^lay the game, 

And JbuNMs can win a kmg. 

I speak not in 'Squire Pitt's despraise. 
Because you simm'd to leeke his ways. 

Though by som yokes abhorred — 
Yoa, to he shore, wan't let 'n down. 
Who did so worry the poor crown 

Todubagertlord. 

For hadn't it heed for Mister Pitt, 
I daant think toe had got the wit 

To get the pretty feather. 
And let me zay t'ye, fath and soul. 
You still had been but poor *Sqiars Rolle, 

Nether one thing nor tether — 

That is, my lord, nothing at all, 

Nor high, nor low, nor gert, nor small ; 

In short, what yokes caliyiu^e. 
And now, my lord, by the next post, 
I'll write if things be winn'd or lost— 

Your saryant, Joseph Budge, 
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LETTER II. 

• 

Mr Badffe prondly triampheth in the Pros- 
pect or Snccees— is inclined to ewge Sir 
Francis and his ParU— is jealous of Mr 
Fox, Lord William Rassel, and Sheridan 
— describeth the Cayalcade-^he is wittj 
on the Virtnes of the Patriots— Mr Budge 
is violent towards the Ladies that wished 
well to the cause of Sir Francis— Very 
ungallant is Mr Budge indeed — he enn- 
merateth the Duties of Women — Mr 
Budge oommenceth an attack on the 
charming Duchesses that employed their 
Interest for Sir Francis— draweth a com- 
parison between the Duchesses and a 
great Lady and a great Man— He giveth 
an Account of an odd Fellow that came 
every Day, in a Lawyer's Dress, before 
the HnstinffB, and harangued the Coun- 
sellors of Main waring, vis. Sylvester and 
Maddbz, and Mainwaring the worthy 
candidate himsdf'-Nit findg^ greatly 
hurt at the Exhibition of Iro^s, Whips, 
Ac the insignia of his Excellency Gov- 
ernor Aris, of the Cold-ba^-fiel^s Goal, 
commonly called the Bastille— he Wisheth 
this Bastille the Fate of his great Bro- 
ther and Predecessor of France — Mr 
Budge displeased at his Treatment by the 
Mob— The Aperture of Mr Budge's loyal 
Mouth unfortunately filled with a Cab- 
bage-stump— treated in a most vngentle^ 
nunUy Bfanner — hustled — robbed — He 
reproveth the Mob— Mr Budge's Con- 
versation with one of the Mob, more 
anuegtuntial than edtfytng—Mr Budge 
concludeth in a Strain of Exultation and 
Defiance, with less Sublimity than Isaiah 
on the Downfal of tlie King of Babylon, 
but with equal Rage and Jibtue, 

Thugs go on swimmingly, my lord : 
Dree hundred votes a head we ve scored — 

Dree hundred ! aye, and more. 
Had I ten thousand pounds, d'ye zee, 
I wuddn't one brass vardin gee. 

To make th 'election shore. 

To help a lame doff, there's that Fox, 
And there's Lord William, with a 

And Sheridan the Devil — 
Aye, let mun go— but poor Burdett 
Wqll vend to's cost, that zich a set 

Wnll gee his cam the wml. 


They ride to Brentford to harangue — 
Lord ! how I lang to shet* the gang, 

They make me look dam zour ; 
With gert good will vor theese black job, 
I'd take my wetch out o'my fob, 

And cuss mun by the hour. 

In coaches vnll as they could stuff. 
Damn mun, off zot the blue and buff, 

Parading droo the Strand ; 
Zieh holding up of derty paws, 
2tcA waving hats, and xieh huzzas, 

Enough to stun the land ! 

With Mizzic, too, G^d d — n their bones, 
Crowds, horns and organs, with their 
groans, 

Zich as we hear in charch ; 
Now, had they axed me vor a tune, . 
Well had Issf vitted mun, and zoon, 

I'd gid mun the Rogue*B March, 

Amongst the derty, lowzy crew, 
There s zich a touse and hallibulloo, 

Enew to stun ould Nick ; 
With zich a mob, too, to their tails^ 
Peeked, I suppose, vrom all the jails. 

Leek meggots all zo thick. 

Yokes talk a deal of Fox, Burdett, 
And Sheridan^ and make us sweat 

To hear their leest — I doubt mun — 
Zome ciT mun up as thoff divine ; 
And if tney do in manners shine, 

I wish tbey'd carr't about, mun. 

Peepel should PnutiMe what thev know ; 
Or Where's the use of it, I trow r 

No, no, I'm not the fi>ol 
To think that they have much to spare; 
Vor he that goeth vor maimers there, 

Goeth to a goat vor wooU. 

The women, too, the bissy jades ! 
Zome o' mun gentUvokes, zome trades^ 

Push yore their polls from windors, 
And toss their hankitchers about : 
I wish I had the rabble rout 

One minute in my grinders. 

I'd gee the devils skk a squeeze, 

I'd make mun look zo small as meeze,§ 

Well chewed by our ould cat 
Iss, iss, I'd gee mun zich a grip, 
I'd bang mun well, had I a whip, 

I'll warrant mun vor thai. 


« Shoot 


$ 


Mice. 


X Lies. 
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1b«, isi, I*cl make the madaoiB squall, 
I'd lerrick* man — im, one and all^ 

I'd pent their pretty skim. 
What biMenst have ttey to rant and stare, 
And hoist their nackenst in the air. 

And show their nasty jprins ? 

What bissens ha wimmen we^ election, 
That should be always in subjectioni 

And know we be their lords ? 
Zwundsj let mun meend their howze and 

stitching, 
And net be vor election itchin^^ 

We want none o' their words. 

Their bissens is to wash and mendy 
And car and vetch, and husbands tend, 

Make puddins, pies, and tarts ; 
Zee that their maidens meend their broom, 
To zweep the spiders, cleanse the room, 

And wash the shefls and sharts. 

The ditchesses be mainly blamed ; 
Yokes zay thej^ mert be all ashamed 

To trollop with the men. 
My lord, vor sartinty I know 
Those ditchesses must never ihow 
' The nose at curt agen. 

If well they wad their zels demean, 
Let mun take pattern from the , 

That lewel o a oman ; 
Zo good, zo generous to the nation ; 
Zo kind to eY*Tj poor relation ; 

A thing zo main uncommon. 

In Windsor when there was zich bustle 
About a member, zich a tussel, 

Did she go round to vokes. 
And zay, ** If you daant vote for Powny, 
Meend, not a vurdin of my money 

Shall go to you vor smocks ?" 

Did she run round her zeU, and maids, 
To shopkeepers and wother trades, 

And moil and make a fuss ? 
ZtLj to the mercer, " Maister Inkle," 
And to the vishman, ** Maister Wrinkle, 

** Tou geef your vote for us. 

<' We be great peoples, Maister Inkle ; 
We be risn peeples, Maister Wrinkle, 

And haf a goote long puss ; 
And dan we haf grete power, mine Goto ! 
Now dink 'pon diss, and give your vote, 

Vid out more voids, vor us. ' 

Or did vokes hear zich zounds az thoose, 
** Must vote, must vote, musn't refuse : 

* Beat. t Businera. t Handkerchiefs. 


No, no — htbf he—no, no. 
Won't buy — won't buy a broom or mop — 
HiB, has, won't recommend your shop — 

My borough — must, must be so. 

« My borough this, h», has. Tape, Tape, 
Shan't come and buy my coat a cape. 

Shan't purchase at your shop— 
Must vote for Powny — must, must vote, 
Or mind I never buy a coat, 

No, no, man — not one slop." 

My lord, you tould me in your laast, 
Tou wished to know 'bout all that past. 

My lord now yon shall hear : 
A fellow, but we daant know tohoj 
Belonging to the wother crew. 

Corned vore, and talked dam queer. 

Comed vore the hustins ev'ry day, 
And leek a lawyer talked away, 

In a lawyer's wig and gown : 
Made our poor counsel cursed ztck, 
Tiched Counsellor Maddox to the quick, 

And nacked Sylvester down. 

Zayed to Mainwaring zich hard things, 
Zweared that he was a tool o' kings, 

And kissed the toil o' Pitt; 
That az vor glory, or disgrace, 
As long as he could hold his place^ 

He did not care a niL 

That az vor ISnglishmen he thort, 
'Twas best their commons should be 
short, 

A gang of saucy knaves } 
That geeves and whips, and little met, 
Wud manners (what they wanted) get. 

Full good enew vor doves.** 

» 

The varmint* had got wit at will. 
And gid the lawyers xieh a pill, 

Though a wasn't worth a shilling ; 
I must zay this, I vow to G d, 
A was zo comical a toad. 

He zot us all a grilling. 

Maddox stood buff, and stood it out, 
Though soundly palled, faith, by the 
snout 

Ho veeled zom ugly blows ; 
But poor Sylvester, he poor soul. 
Just leek a mowze, sneaked t6 his hole. 

And never showed his nose. 

I wiivh your lordship had been there, 
To zee the saucy dog, and hear 
Zome lees, and zome things true ; 

* Vemiln. 
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His wit was leek a two-edged eword. 
And I do really think, my lord, 
He was a match for you. 

My lord, it nearly terned my braini. 
To zee the Tetters, whips, an4 chains. 

They carr'd about tho town ; 
Sound of BaMU mak*th menny quiyer, 
And petrifieth their very Uver — 

1 wish the place was down. 

Vor why ?— becaze 'tis xiek a name, 
I shttd not ffrieTe to zeet in flame. 

I'm orneDy afeer'd 
The chains wuU do the cause no good : 
They poshed mun nearly as they cond 

Up to Mainwaring's beard. 

My lord, I daant leek London ways : 
Vor hap'ning 'mongst the mob to praise 

Mainwaring — zounds, at once, 
One scoundrel gid my tail a kick, 
Another, with a slammin stick, 

Corned souse upon my tcanee, 

"Fis true my pate was roundly mauled : 
I opened than my mouth and bawled 

Mainwaring and his cause; 
Bevore I closed my mouth again, 
A rascal rammed, with mert and main, 

A colestump in. my jaws. 

And than they hustled me about, 
Drode me along, the rabble rout, 

And what was worse — odd chuck it ! 
Zoon as I got up vrom the ground. 
Where I lied sprawling, Lord ! I vound 

The dogs hao peeked my pocket 

My puckethankitoher and gloyes 
I neatly loet between their shoyes^v- 

Confound mun with a p*z I 
A corkscrew and a penny bun. 
And, ah ! the worst of all the fun. 

My poor old backy-boz» 

" Tou ought to be ashamed." zaid I, 
To one o mun that stude close by, 

** To sarye one zich a trick. 
'* Wod Ez'ter yokes ha saryed one so?" 
(^uoth I to'n— ** no, they wud'n— no — 

They'd zooner zee Old Nick." 

Zo then they laughed^'pon which, 

quoth I, 
«< m tell my lord of this by'n by. 

And lend ye ^ to JaU.'^ 
Quoth one, and winking with his eye, 
*' What lord dost mean?"— «« Lord Rolle," 
zaid I ; 
" He'll make ye drap your tail." 
SB 


*' Lord Rolle," quoth he, « niay come and 


" My"— *• what ?" quoth L— Quoth he. 
« Why this," 

And then he tacked his romp. 
Zaid I, <* I'll tell'n o't, be ashored ; 
Dam me if I daant toll my lord, 

And As shall make thee jump.*' 

Zo zays the rogue, " With all my soal. 
And giye my saryice to Lord Rolle— 

I'ye heard a deal about'n." 
Zaid 1, " JVb Aorni, ye dog, dost zee." 
" No, nor no goodf by G-d," zaid he. 

Lord ! how I langed to cunU'n! 

But let man bluster it away. 
Let the poor jackasses all bray, 

Their oacon waant be saa'd; 
Their poyerty is plain anew. 
The diyils wull zoon ha all the crew : 

Bald pttUa be quickly shaved, 

Stap, stap a loet, and we shall zee 
Who will the lords and meaaters b^— 

They'll ha no cause to laugh ; 
There wull be bellowing enow, 
£gosh ! exactly leek a cow. 

Just parted yrom her calf. 

POSTKRBP. 

N^ULt ye be pleased, my lord, to go, 
Just run to G L— -, or zo. 

You know 'tis but a stap ; 
And ajc the saryants, they can tell, 
If any old cloathes they 'ye got to lel, 

Becaze I'ye got a chap. 

Or eandle-eends, or some zich things 
Belonging to the or , 

Wud yet a perty penny. 
Pray trat away, and az my lord. 
And be so kind to zend me word, 

My lord, if there be enny. 

I'm told old gowns, zome good, lome 

bad. 
And cheap, too. may sometimes be had, 

Smocks, hankitchers, and shoes; 
And wother sorts of ladies' geer. 
Little the worse, I'm told, yor wear. 

That yokel may peek and ohoae. 

Pray go, and try your hand, my lord : 
Az laidy-^, and lend me word, 

Vor all 1 say is true ; 
I want lome nnery for my dame ; 
Zo that, my lord, I'll do the same 

Vor Lady Rolle and you. 


410 


PETER PINDAR- 


And could I get « kiiiff's old wijf, 

« Lord ! I flbualook zo fine and big, 

The parish wad %o stare ! - 

And, as the man's upon the spot, 

* Az Curnel Gwvn if bcihath got - 

Zome baby-cloaths to spare. 

1 think I have no more lo zajr, 
But that my dame and I both praj 

Vor jours and madam's soul ; 
And hopes (if we may crack a joke) 
That Ex'ter and the Devonshire voke 

May never want a RoU. 


LETTER II L 

Klister Bndge seeraeth in a most terrible 
Funk about the Election — prognosticate 
eth woefully— Mister Budge talketh 
mercifully of his Excellency Governor 
Aris— repeateth a short and pithy Speech 
of the Mob to the Soldiers that guarded 
Governor Aria's castle, also the loyal 
and brave Reply of the Soldiers to the 
Mob, proving themselves to be a Sort 
of State-machines — Mr Budge painteth 
the Abhorrence of the People to Gover- 
nor Aris's Dwelling and Jail, and his 
Mode of Treating his Prisoners— Mr 
Budge very impartially summoth up the 
Matter, and subscrtbeth to the Punish- 
ment of Governor Aris, provided his 
Guilt can be fully established— the same 
Impa^rtiality likewise in respect to Mr 
Pitt, the great Friend and Patron of 
Governor Aris — Mister Bud^e breaketh 
out into Strains of Pity— Mister Budge 
most nsturally professeth a Scepticism, 
that is to say, doubts, concerning the 
Cruelty of Governor Aria— Mister Budge 
most heroically supporteth Blister Main- 
waring, and, with -hie poetical Cat-'o- 
nine-tails, belaboureth the Backs of his 
Calumniatow be trinmpheth in his own 
Otseemment, and becometh poeitivelv 
vain-glorioue— Mister Budge deaoaateth 
sensibh^ en the Fallibilitr of RnnMNur,and 
the sad Con8equencej>f believing every 
idle Report— bringing in Kings and Bish- 
ops, and the Lora knows who— Mistei 
Budge tali&eth of Scandal— not even the 
most virtuous, the most meek, the most 
humble, Uie most eoonomical Lady of 
the Land, firee from the Aspersions of 
Scandal— Mister Bodge CowieeUeth Sir 
Francis, and concludeth most epigram- 
mMically. 


O Lord ! my lord ! Lord, what d*;f e think ? 
Our cause* I fear, beffinn*th to atink. 

But God AUmerty snows; 
'Tis thort by many ths^ Burdett 
Will gee the justice a d— nmed sweaiy 

And lend'n to the crows. 

Zome zay Burdett wull get the field-* 
The mob vor'n all be mad and weeld. 

They doat npon'n zo; 
Because he mounth the st^^, and rails, 
Forsooth, against bastilles and jails, 

And wanth to lye mun low : 

And naek up'Aris.if they can, 
Zome zay a very honest man, 

That keep'th a sharp look out ; 
That watch th his pris ners leek a hawk. 
And dothn't care a &g vor voke — 

All very right, no doubt. 

'Tis said his gaolbirds all complain. 
And daant admire his whip and chain, 

Nor hole as black as soot ; 
But Aris swearth they may be damned. 
Into the hole they shall be rammed. 

If he think'th rert to do't 

Mob wanth to tear un all to rags, 

And pent " Jfo hastUU" 'pon their flag*, 

And just leek tigers growl ; 
And wan to gee the jailbird dogs 
The viesh of cows, and calves, and hogs, 

And dainty vish and vowl. 

And than they to the zoldiers zaid, 
" O ye gert fools !— O ! what a head. 

To ifttard theese place — vor what 
Why if ye dare speak out your meend, 
In a veew minutes ye wull vend, 

The place was bilt for you" 

But ** 'twudn*t do :" the zoldiers zed, 

** That by their trade they got their bread, 

And lived upon the land. 
And than they answered very well, 
KThat if they were zent off vor Hell, 

They must obey command." 

And yet the people cuss bastille ; 
Zomthing about that place they veel. 

That ^rth and make'th mun shiver; 
In short, my lord, they hate the name. 
And wish it, vrom their sonls^ in flame, 

And damn the po<Mr man's Uver. 

Aris, the ^vernor tbej call'n, 
Their itching vingenr itch to mauPn, 
They zay he is zo cruel ; 


I 
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SloifUi prM*nen in a vile old hole, 
Oramm'th men together, eheek by jowl, 
And feeth man water-grael : 


Fk^ff'th mnn az 'twer so menny dogs, 
Can% man zicb namee, az though tvi 


ho^rs; 

And this he doth yor iport. 
Now this is what the people zay ; 
It maant be trne, and vet it may : 

Then let the knave be cort. 

Than" let an yeel what wothers veel, 
In these most horrible bastille, 

And drink as wothers drink ; 
And eat the trade that wothers eat, 
And sweat in holes as wothers sweat, 

And stink as wothers stink. 

If Aris be that crael dog, 
E'en let'n suffer yor a rogue, 

A potcrook ]et*n veel : 
I'd gee'n of whip his belly yull, 
I'd make an bellow leek a bull, 

And sken un le^k an eeL ' 

And if 'Squire Pitt upholdth us in it, 
I'd run and tear away, theese minute, 

His howze about his ears : 
I grieve to think on the poor souls 
That groan amidst their dirty holes, 

And wash mun with their tears. 

But I daant take it in my head 
To eredit every thing that's zed^ 

No, no, all is not Gospel ; 
People tell hummers every hour, 
Vor which, if I had got the power, 

I'd cool mun in a noas pool. 

Maister Mainwaring's much abuzed, 
Most greevously for things accused. 

By all the dowlish pack ; 
E'en let mun all their poison spit. 
My lord, there is no wooll so whit, 

That a dyer caan't make hUick, 

They tr^ to make the world believe, 
He gloneth in a whip and geeve. 

And things that can torment; 
And when that Aris is attacked. 
He's always by Main waring backed, 

And so soap th punishmeot. 

I know who's who, and whtU yokes be ; 
I hsan't yet lost the power to zee, 

No more than that o' veeling ; 
I never make a goozo a swan — 
A thief may be a genUcmnn 

That git'th estates by stealing. 


twere 


il can distinguish straw vrom hay. 
Can tell a cuckoo from a jay, 
A peacock vrom a starling ; 
Ooffs vrom a pig that's in the looze, 
A Christian vrom a pack o* Jews, 
A yaffer* vrom a yarling. 

1 1 baan't zo mazed to put belief 
In every dirty, lying t&ief— 

It mak'lh my hair to brutU. 
Zom people gee themselves gert airs, 
Zay every thing besides their pravers, 

And thoose, agosh ! they umnU. 

If one believed in every thing, 
God bless his majesty, the -— ^, 

He'd look a little blue; 
If zicb be martyrs to a A«m, 
Lord ! then, my lord, what wud become 

Of zicb OS me and you f 

And thanrhow wud our bishops stand, 
And half the parsons of the land ? 

Scandal's a fine keen blade ; 
He roeet'th with zomething every day, 
And mainly cott'th and liack'th away, 

And simm'th to know his trade. 


That vartuous lady, oor good — — ', 
Zo humhUy and so neat and c/con, 

CaanU even 'scape the mucks ; 
The world wull always zomething zoy, 
To take a body's name away — - 

Oddrat their lying chucks ! ^ 

But zee ! with all their leeing art,. 
They dare not vail upon her heart, 

Bat vail upon her nose; 
About her handkitchers and staff. 
And aprons vull of dirty snuff. 

And how her nose she blows. 

And than they talk of poor rdations,^ 
And tell zich lees, Lord ! nations, nations, 

O Lord ! iss — lees galoret-~ 
Lees that a body almost veds, 
Making one's hair stand up leek queels 

Upon a hadgy bore. 

J^t Burdett meend his countin*howze, 
And know his zelf to be a mowze, 

Or zoon he'll be a ballet ; 
Let'n be bumble, znck his paws — 
A disellt. by an ass's jaws. 

Is thoft a pretty sallet. 


Charles Fox and he may notes compare ; 
What one wall zay the tcther'I zwore. 

• HciftT. f In nbundancr. l» Thmle. 
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And M thej fUnd in hsnuigamg ; 
And trj to blend oi all, d'ye lee ; 
I«, iM, leek bdU they agree, 

Want nothing now but hatigwg. 


LETTER IV. 

Oreat Doubts and diaoonraging Pretenti- 
ment in the mind of Mister fudge, who 
■eemeth not to like the Posture of Af- 
fairs — he is hurt and offended at a Kind 
of Triumph among some of Sir Francises 
Party — Mister Bodge comfortoth himself 
with SimUe$ drawn from Cock-fighting 
and Hunting — Mister Bud^e meetoth 
his Lordship^ good Friend Pitt, of whom 
he giveth a most melancholy Account — 
No Ifod from the ^— , no Curtoy from 


the 


.? 


and the AYenues of St James's 


shnt^-Mistor Pitt not in total Despond- 
ence — Mister Budge seeth Mister Pitt in 
a broad Stare on St Jameses Clock, and 
St James's Palace — Mr Budge's deep 
Reflections on the Mutability of Fortune, 
with a beautiful and original Comparison 
—Mr Budge more thtin suMpeeieth Mister 
Pitt's boasted Patriotism and Disinterest- 
edness, from the Circumstance of op- 
pressing the Nation with Pensions for 
nis Tools f and Wiyes and Mothers of his 
Tools, at the Time of his Dismissal- 
Mister Budge exhibiteth a splendid Ac- 
count omister Pitt's Table^he oonblud- 
eth wittily. 

Mr lord, I daant leek things to-day : 
Things look dam quare, ax I may say ; 

Zomething is in the wind— 
Zome ambuscade — some mine, I fear, 
To whisk us into the air, 

Ax var ax I can vind. 

Odswinge I my lord, we weer long jaws, 
IVe simm to hold out tiger claws, 

Without the power ofpnehingf 
Our foes, the refugees of jails, 
I'm much aftard, wuU clip our nails : 

Our corps, my lord, simm'th flinching. 

The dowl the dirty rogues confound ! 
They simm more bould — simm gettin 
l^nnd; 

Zich impudence they show ! 
" We be cock-sure," the knares all say— 
" Iss, iss, cook-sure to git the day i" 

And xo they peertly crow. 

But let mun crow and flap their wings, 
We must notcimm to meend those things- 


Battles baant got by erotomg ; 
Foxes and hares oaant eatohed by nsite. 
By huntin* horns, and yowlin boys, 

By koUounng and bUnotng, 

Zif let OS put our trust in God, 
And .hope that he hath got a rod, 

A handsome one, in pickle ; 
To warm their pretty kttle sides ; 
To please their nice and tender bides, 

And gee a pretty tickle. 

My lord, I've seed 'Squire Pitt again; 
He shaked his head, and simroed in pain, 

'Bout Mainwairing's election; 
He shrinketh his shulders, wisheth un 

well; 
But Tur ax I can xee and tell, 

Can't gee un much protection. 

Vor Pitt his xell, I vend, my lord, 
Can't git vrom oiis gert man a word^ 

Tou know who 'tis I mean- 
No, nor a syllable, I'm tould. 
No, truly, not for loye nor gold, 

Vrom his old friend the q ^ 

Agosh ! Saint James's doors be barre4« 
And that, you'll say, is cruel hard : 

But Pitt is sUU in hopes : 
Stoutly resolveth to risk his all, 
To storm the fortress— mount the wall 

By ladders or by ropes. 

I xee un both by day and nig^ht : 
A look'th a mallancholy sprite ; 

Zo xad, xo woe-begone ! 
He had most damnably been disksd. 
And xo must look contounded wiskedf 

When all is xaid and done. 

Zome days I xee un go an airing, 
And in the street I've seed un staring 

Against Saint James's clock ; 
And when the yard I xee un spy, 
'< Ah, Lord ! some people's toils," xaid I. 

" Have had a dowlisb dock:* 

Hs, that was once so gert, thofl I, 
That cocked his nose xo mainly high, 

Zo gert in all the shouts;* 
And now chopvalltn, terned out o' place ; 
Among the gold and silver lace, 

A daan't put in his nose. 

But to my xell I said agen, • 
" It is the common case of men— 
Now Mp alqftf now doum ; 
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Leek bojs aad girls a laughing rout, 
In flying ooaohea terned luwaty 
In fiur and market-town." 

And yeiy my lord, I cannot lav 

Pitt travelled with dean hands away ; 

Vor when at last he Tonnd 
That #11 hia canning wndn*t do. 
And that a most be forced to go, 

And couldn't keep his groond : 

What did a do?— Why bad enough- 
All that his tribe could carry off, 

Elpod, awaj they oarr'd it — 
Lord Grenville and his mumping wife, 
The Lord knows what they did for 
life- 
Most lovingly they shared it. 

Affosh, my lord, 'twas leek the French : 
When they be kicked out o* the trench, 

And forced, the dogs, to run ; 
They catch up everv thing they ken, 
Daan't leave a duck, nor cock, nor 
hen— • 

All goeth.az shore's a gun. 

Zo that the conquerors, when they com, 
Caan't vend a drap o' gin nor rum, 

No, nor a rend o' cheese ; 
All that they leave behend, agoah, 
Is not but mucks, and rags, and trash, 

Besides the rats and pieexe. 

And then one Canning^ a poor boy. 
Took from a school to his employ, 

Once thoA a huge deep thinker — 
He, lik^ a ver^ duteous son, 
Got nice tid bits for Mother Hun, 

And brother Tom the tinker ; 

And sister Peg, and sister Joan, 
With scarce a flannel dicky on. 

As vur as I can learn ; 
Broken-down actresses, they say. 
That in the country used to play 

For herrings in a barn. ' 

Now though this curious young man got 
A hundred thousand with Miss Bcott, 

(Egad ? a fortune thumping) 
Behold ! a hadn't got the heart 
To give his family a peart, 

2o sent man out a mumping. 

I caan't say that 1 leeke the plan, 
That every labouring sarvin man 

8hud sweat to narse their prides ; 
But some (or there be lyinf tongues) 
Can very coolly cut large thongs 

Vrom aUur people's hides. 


My lord, zince Mister Pitt* s disgrace, 
I often knack in at Park Place, 

A liveth at number vive); 
And there I talk with Will and Tom, 
About thiuffs past, and things to come. 

And zeelth they be aUve* 

Vor though they zay the^an u poor, 
I zee no signs of that, I'm sure ; 

There's meet for man and mowze. 
But where he.get'th it 1 can't tell. 
But fath I leeke his kitchen's smell — 

He k^epth a roaring howze. 

Servants in lace zo fine and big. 
And everv one as fat's a pi^ — 

And why ? — vor ev^rv mmuta 
Out Cometh a bottle and a joj^, 
In Cometh a choice and foaming mug. 

And every nose was in it. 

While he, poor man ! I'm boald to think. 
Hath nearly now drinked up his drink, 

He may thank his own self vort't ; 
If any body might si^^iom. 
And take a gniss from his red nose. 

His veins all run with port. 

Ton know, my lord, that people zay. 
How every dog hath got his day — 

Now Mister Pitt's wufine ; 
And you've had ytmrs, leek all cert men : 
And now, my lord, I wonder when 

That I shall look 'pon mine* 

POSTK&XP. , 

I'vK just knaoked in at Mister Pitt's— 
The sarvantB half out o' their wits, 

Zich running in and out! 
Poor man, he maketh most cruel groans^ 
Sir Walter tryeth to eaie his bones, 

And calleth it flying gouL 

I daan't know what a meaneth hy flying 
I think the gentleman is dying. 

Now that s my sense of things : 
A flying gout — well ! zo it may — 
And zoon I think will fly away 

With Pitt upon his wings. 

EzeuM the liberties I take 
And observations that I make — 

God knoweth, I'm no great judge. 
Having no more to zay or write, 
I wish your lordihip a good night. 

And rest your sarvant. Budge. 
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LETTER V. 

A wonderiiil and nnaxpeeted peripetia in 
the Eleetion Drama, by the Meani of the 
Millers in Arabaacade— Mister Badse 
> seemeth full of Lamentation— fai^ Friends 
put on tad Facis^comforteth himself 
with the hopes of future Success — Mister 
Budge desponds— wisheth to have a 
pitched Battle with some «f Burdett's 
Party ; but, on Recollection, deemeth it 
not prudent to exhibit his Prowes% giv- 
ing an Irish Reason, rather unfavourable 
to the heroic Character of Lord Rolle 
and AifiMe{f— Mister Bodge disliketh the 
Triumphs of Sir Francis, and also the 
honourable Circumstance of being drawn 
in his Coach by the Mobility — he enter- 
taineth Hopes from the Virtue of a edect 
ComnUttee-^MiateT Budge telleth a very 
good Story of Farmer Tab, which seem- 
eth to be known- by many People out of 
Trade as well as in Trade— Farmer Tab's 
Stoiy andeth, and Mister Budge conolu- 
deth. 

Good Gosh I my lord, prepare to hear 

Zomething that waant mnen please, I vear ; 
A two-and-forty pounder ! 

Zounds ! we have nort but loosing tacks ; 

We now be humbled 'pon our backs- 
Lord ! Lcttd ! as vlat*s a vlouuder ! 

When all simm*d quiet, neat and snug, 
Safe as a vlea within his rug, 

Aiearedof no vlea-killers — 
Up Trom their ambush where they Uedf 
And rushinc Hke a main spring tide, 

Up leaped a pack of millers ! 

To tell your lordship of our looks, 
It is not in the power of boeks ! 

Now, what then shall I say ? 
Why, fkth we looked as whit as witches. 
At all those donrty sons of b-ches — 

'Twas horror and dismay. 

Sir Francis laughed— Mainwaring stared. 
And Uioff a justice, cursed and sweaned, 

And zed it could not be ? 
And all Mainwaring's friends about. 
They kicked and made the damdest rout, 

Zo down- in the month was he. 

*Twas sartingly a cunning tflick, 
And 10 our cook hath had a nick ; 

Iss, iss, we've lost the main— 
His droat is cut, and there he lieth; 
He must give tip the jgrhort— he dieth, 

He'll ne'er get up ngain. 


It is in vain to eurse and swear ; i 

Az Frenchmen «ay— "/oilin a guere"^ 

'Tis nonsense to be sobbing ; 
And though they now have got the bat- 
tle, 
Hereafler we may meet the cottZs, 

And gee the dogs a drubbing. 

My lord, I lang'd to try a bout 
With zum o' Burdett's rabble rout— 

I'd zoon a pugged their guts ; 
And gid mun menny a lammin lick. 
And made mun of elections zick ; 

I'd gid mun all the butts. 

And ity 'tis best as 'tis, perhaps ; 
We mert a catched zom arterclaps, 

And be well drasbed for sterrin ; 
Ins, iss, I mert a ^oad to pot, 
And got less credit than we got 

In Ireland by the berrin. 

Ton meend, my lord, the famous day. 
When vrom ibe corpse we runned away, 

Afeared the French wud skin us ; 
Dreaving nor looking once behind, 
Coosing leeke greyhounds and the wind, 

As though the devil was in us. 

Well, now again for th' old aflTair— 
We be zo mad az we can stare, 

Leek curs-we drap our tails ; 
While Burdott's rogues in triumph run. 
And whoop, and hollow— make zxch fun— 

Zo prouG they hoist their sails. 

And leek gert fools, the rabble root 
Took from the coach the bosses out, 

To drag Burdett along- 
Had I heed coachman, I'd a drasbed mun 
Leek jackasses, I'd zo a lashed mun. 

And weared out many a thong. 

The mob waan't leave bevore they're 

hanged, 
They want most hugely to be banged, 

They caan't leave their vagaries ; 
Near Cold-bath-fields they lerk about. 
To try to get the jail-birds out. 

And flay alive poor Aris. 

We talk of scrutinies, my lord ; 
The curt th* expenses wull aford, 

And zom vokes in the city : 
We yet may zend mun all to hell. 
If we contrive to manidge well, . 

And chuse a good commitUe, 

I'm tonld, and I believe His Inic, 
Thore is not in Burdett's whole crew 
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Dree honest men among mnn ; 
Thouffh carrm, negerti manf^ oun , 
Oh ! bow I Ung to oomb tboir fun ! 

Oh, d*-D it I how Vd thong man I 

They shud ha zom veow boneat men, 
At least 'boat one or two in ten ; 

fiat, zoaods ! they've none at all— 
And if we sarcb the crew all ronnd. 
Lord, Lord ! what iz there to be yoond, 

£zamine gert and small ? 

With jour good leave, I'll zet before ye, 
My lord, a mtdfiret of a Hcry 

Of Farmer Tab, my neighbour — 
Zays Farmer Tab, one day, to me, 
'* When I beffun the world," zays he, 

'< I was obliged to laboar." 


" And now, thank God, I tarn a penny, 
Live creditable too as enny. 

By mixin man together— 
By this, Jo, thee and thy old wife 
May laugh at all the storms of life. 

And ha good sunsh^en weather." 

So endeth the tale of Farmer Tab : 
Bat Bardett and his crew, the scab, 

Treat honesty as nort'^ 
And thoff they've prospered thaese one 

time, 
I hope that vor xom other eiima 

The devils wuU all be cort, ^ 


And zo zavs Farmer Tab, zays he, 
" I thort that I wad honest be. 

An never wrong a soul — 
Ah ! Lord, I qaickly went to pot — 
Iss. by my honesty zoon got 
^ into a dirty hole. 

" Now, what shall I do now ? quoth I— 
. A bit o' rogutry let me try — 

And zo I terned a rogue ; 
And ffot a mint o' money zoon. 
Could lie abed, agosb, till noon — 

A charming lazy dog. 

*' But, Lord, Lord, Lord, it was not long. 
Poor bir(L bevore 1 changed my zong \ 

God ! 1 was forced to tridge 
Vor writing 'pon a piece o* paper : 
I reaNy thort that I shud eapsr. 

When brought bevore the jidge. 

'* Bat by God's marcy, and a bribe. 
Delivered to a sartin tribe, 

I saved my neck a rope. 
Well, what, quoth I, shall I do now f 
What method take to speed the plough ? 

Ah ! Lord, I'm out o hope. 

* 

'< Not Atfiiesfy nor rogutry do, 

Soys I, Lord, looking wondrous bloe— 

And then 1 scratched my pate ; 
And fath, scratched in a pretty thought. 
That grist to mill abundance broaght, 

And made a good estate. 

'< And lo upon a scheme I fixed : 
Rogttery and honesty well mixed 

May do, says I, the feat ; 
And so at once to work 1 went, 
And mixed man to my heart's eonteat, 

Half honesty, half cheat. 


LETTER VI. 

Mister Budge having finbhed his history ' 
of the Middlesex £leotion giveth a His- 
tory of his Visit at Mr Pitt's House, in 
Park Place ; where a very curious Con* 
versation taketh place between Blister 
Budge and the Servants, that showeth 
what wonderful liberties Servants take 
with their Masters, behind their backs. 

Toi7 bid me go, my lord, and quare 
Vor Mister Pitt— zo I went there 

And nacked — and zo stapped in ; 
Zays I, *' My lord hath zent to know, 
How Mr Pitt doth do, and so."— > 

Zo Thomas stroked his ehin ; 

And hemmed and ha'ad— at last, says he, 
*<Look, Joe— I'll tell thee what— dost 
zee— 

Our measter is dam bad — 
A drinketh too hard— maddleCh his head, 
And not till yoor a goeth to bed. 

That maketh me cursed mad. 



He'll never nuu 111 answer vor't; 
He waan't forsake the good old port, 

And quinch his nose% flama. 
« 
*' And CO what signifieth the pills. 
And trade, that a larffe basket vills, 

That Doctor Faro'nar lends ? 
Lord, Lord ! why elery sarvaitt laughs. 
To zee the boUwMS and drafts. 

While measter never mends. 

" Ere long he'll zing another tone— 
I think we shall ha mourning zoon, 
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Death wall be yor'n too canning. 
We have rare timea o't, to be shore— 
No key npon the cellar door, 

The cook for ever rnnning.** 

« Thomas,** qaoth I, " I hagelv itch, 
To know if meaater Pitt be rion, 

He, Thomaa— lean or fat : 
By many peepel I've been told, 
Tliat was a to be booght and eold, 
. A ins't worth a grat.'* 

<( Zo many peepel sea,'* qnoth Ton^ ; 
** Bat trust me, Joe, 'tb all a ham, 

A trap to take in ninnies ; 
Pretending to be cruel poor. 
But az we say here, that's a bore. 

Oar master rdUth in guineas, 

<* Tes, man, he shams, and foams, and frets, 
Pretendin a caan't pay his debts. 

To prove to all the nation. 
He doth not take their goods away, 
Stidding their interest eveiy day. 

And bring abont salvation. 

<< I, I,** quoth Thomas with a wink, 
** I fear my measter's name will stink, 

Like carrion, vore 'tis long : 
Yokes make about'n now no rout — 
They all begin to ven'n out. 

And freely gee their tongue. 

** Meend me," quoth Tom, ** the man I 

know-* 
To. Walmer Castle soon he'll go. 

And zimm zo poor, good Lord ! 
Pertendin there was nothin sterrin : 
Zo make a dinner 'pon a herrin. 

Upon an old deal board. 

" He'll git a box of wood or tin, 
To put his zalt and pepper in. 

And munch his meal at noon. 
Without a raff o' table clath : 
And now shdl ha a ^sh o' brath, 

And use a wooden spoon ; 

" Make meals on barley bread and tates, 
'Pon trenchers too. instead o' plates ; 

Drink nort but aead small beer ; 
And that -too from a penny jug. 
Not able to avord a mng. 

Poor man^no, that too deaf. 

" Old Chatham did tfie very same, 
Toffit a little crumb o' name. 

The daomest eat-all glutton. 
He toe could live, forsooth, 'pon Uet; 
Could feast upon an ounce of meat^ 

And peck a bone o* mutton. 


*' But when old Pynsant, the mad fool 
(Beffinnini^, I suppose, to 4ncle), 

' Piajred zich a mazeg'rry trick, 
And ffidd'n all fde fine estate ; 
God help the poor old felk>w'8 pita ! 

,'Twas comfortably thick. 

*'How quickly changed old meaiter'e 

pallet! 
Down bis long droat. Lord, zich a wallet. 

He stuffed of viesh and vish ; 
Vensun and turbot— ev'ry thing, 
Fit to be put bevore the king. 

With 9v'ry dainty dish. 

"Zich slaying, Lordt vrom mom to 

night ! 
The cocks and hens in zich a firight ! 

'Twas all devour, demnar ! 
The pigs and poultry, ducks and geese, 
And terkies worth a crown a-piece, 

Cried " murder" every hour. 

" Loads tumbled in of every kind : 
Cook lauffhed, and nearly burst her 
wind — • 

The servants all stood iprinnin ; 
'Twas roast, and boil, and fry away, 
The spits were ternin all the day. 

And all the jacks were spinnin. 

" Iss, iss, old Chatham dood the same. 
That made the kingdom cry out shame, 

Aye, over, mun, and over ; 
Ana measter's one of the old brood. 
The heart and soul, the bones and blood, 

As vnr's I can discover. 

* 

** He trieth to zee the king, I zay, 
Drowing his zelf zo in his way, 

To ketch a wink or nod — 
But, ah ! that hacky mun waan't smoke : 
The k— — waan't take agen his yoke. 

No, no, a waan*t, by (f— d." 

« The -— * was hampered long anew. 
And now biddeth leading strings adieu — 

Iss, biddeth mun go to H-II. 
Now this geeth all the world delight : 
The gentleman is in the right, 

Agosh ! to please his zell. 

" Thou zeest, Joe, that I epeak mv mind ; 
And trust me, zoon the world wUl vind 

Our measter's virtue /luLrs — 
Tie trne, Joe, every bit, I'D swear. 
As true, Joe, as that thee stand'st here, 

As trne's thy name is Budge. 

" One may zee daylight^iss, iss, faith, 
Droo a%niall hole, the prov^i^ saitb ; 
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I neither make nor mend. 
O Lord, I daan't tell all I know ; 
Bat mum, I'm dumb, Vm dumb, and zo— 

Cats wink that be not blend. 

" 2*ome friends call now and then to zee'n, 
And littfe crames o' c6mfort gee'if, 

And teirn about the k— <- ', 
Then with a stare he shak'th his head. 
Az much az though his mouth had zed, 

Ah, Liord ! 'tis no zich thing." 

" Now Tom," quoth I, " about reform— 
Thee mendest the gert and merry storm, 

BoYore he got in place." 
" Aye, aye," said Tom, "I meend the day, 
When measter starmed and fumed away. 

And put up his long face. 

'' I heer'd un often with his gang, 
Aboo stairs 'pon th' affair harrang, 

And joking with the duke ;. 
Tee, fath, I heard their conversation \ 
To think how nice the gudgeon nation 

Got hanged upon their hook ! 

" But, Ae, th' Old Bailey was the worst, 
Where measter gin*st his will was forced 

To gee his davy in ; 
The curt at once leek'd bullocks stared. 
His friends that folIow'd*n were scared, 

His enemies 'pon the grin. 

'* The jidge, his friend, that wished un well. 
Wished he would recollect his zell, 

Ecod, he was near cart I 
Zo measter hemmed, and stettering zaid, 
He thort his memory was decayedf 

And cruel, cruel short. 

'' And zo the jidges said they thort — 
And then a wink went round the curt ; 

And Sheridan, the thief. 
Who ncYor spar'th a man an inch— - 
Gid'n a dam confounded pinch, 

Agosh I was in his b^rf. 

** Joe, thee'st a zeed a paper keet 
Heigh mounted, tackle all complete, 

When, Lord, thestring breaketh, snap— 
Than how a wheelth! now high — now 

zunk; 
Dipp'th here and there, leek a man drunk, 

When down a tnmbleth neap. 

" Agosh ! zo our poor measter Tailed. 
Most cussedly the man was mauled ; 

Iss, iss, a zinged dam smaall. 
Twas lucky too— yor, had the jidge 
Owned a spite, or bit o' gridge, 

J"had been a harder vaall. 
3C 


" But airs blowed over now, friend Joe ; 
Thee know'st that happened long ago— 

'Tie now become a joke. 
But there, Joe, as vor thee and I, ^ 
We mustn't speak our meends— vor 
why.^ 

We must'n tich gert voke. 

" Measter's a greandenstone — zo rough. 
He is not complaisant enough, 

Not civil to ^he crown. 
And than remember the poor prince : 
Lord ! how my measter mad'en wince ! 

Zwinge ! how a let'n down ! 

" He did behave' t'un cruel hard ; 

And now he roeet'th with his reward- 
It is too late to flatter. 

His royal highness waan't forgee't : 

He loveth un, fath, I plainly zeet't, 
As the Dowl lov'th noly water. 

*^ Holwood wull by and by be zold. 
To make a view good bits o' gold ; 

Zo he mak'th wise and frets. 
But meend, my maister dothn'twant toi<; 
'Ere long he wull contrive to git 

Zome fool to pay his debts. ,, 

" He eaan't come in agen, yokes say- 
Too menny bars be in bis way : 

Besides — the people hate'n ; 
And could they git'n in their claws, 
£!cod, they'd pound his lantern jawSf 

And leek a bull they'd bait'n ! 

'' Canning the sohool-boy lurk'd in here, 
And zafUy whispered in his ear, 

He'd git'n from disgrace ; 
He'd quickly uk'n by the poll, 
And lug'n vrom his dirty hole, 

And mak'n show his uce. 

" He said he bad be'd sly about. 
To veel the marchants' pulses oi^t, 

And for subscription caali ; 
Vor a brass image vor the town, 
To which the people must bow down, 

And worship leeke old Baal. 

" But this was laughing in his sleeye-« 
Contrived to make the king believe, 

That when he turned out Pitt, 
Off went the wisdom o' the court— 
Mi that remained was good vor nort. 

It wudn't sarve a nit. 

« 

''The maxchants, thoose that dealed in 

loans. 
That fattened up their skins and bones. 
All runned into the trap ; 
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< An image, imai^,* wu the cry-* 
Od dam the blockheads then ! thought I- 
What ! galled bj xieh a chap ! 

''That tick a hoy ehud take mnn in ! 
Lord ! eYery month was on the grin. 

Dree pearts of theese gert town. - 
' las, pat the. image op,' vokes say, 
' Iss, pat'n — and that yery day 

We'll try to pul'n dawn,* 

" And xo they woll, except yokes race 
To New^te yor a strong safe place, 
> Or inside Bedlam walls ; 
Or if the world must zee his phiz, 
The image mast be made to quiZf 
Aloft npon Saint Panl's. 


now— 


" Zo maeh yor images, friend Joe. 
Bnt thee and I baan't blend, dost k 

I giss we know what's what. 
Well, Joe, as I were zaying, has, 
Ax no more hopes of courts I zeCi 

I'm looking yor my hat. 


*^ I'ye made lome hondreds in my place : 
Bat as my maister's in disgraooi 

What mast a body do ? • , 

Thoa seest I speak my meend oat, Joe ; ' 
And as the maister's an the gOf 

The saryant shad go too. 

Now sieh was our disoooee, my lord — 
I daan't know that I'ye missed a word, 

No, not a single thing ; 
And if you shad think fit, or zo, 
"Tour lordship, if yon please, may show 

My letter to the king. 


posTcnsp. 

Mr lord, beyore I wrote theese letter, 
I heeard the saryant^ grin and chetter, 
. About a thing in hand ; 
*Tis caal'd a statue for 'Squire Pitt, 
To honour'n yor his powers o' wit, 
And sense that saved the Umd, 

They do zo laugh, and make zicA jeers, 
And d-mn mun, zo torment my ears, 

^nd mock'n zo in print : 
The cheeldish fools should wear a hib — 
And zee, my lord, a louzy squib ; 

I'm sure you'll zee nort in't 


THE STATUE. 

" Each good-natured eit 
Votes a statue to Pitt, 

For actions enormously eyil ; 
'Tis supposed yery soon. 
At the full of the moon. 

They will order a bust to the Hsotf. 


O Lord * O Lord ! Fm' pleased anew: 
Is this all London wits can do ? 

Is this all it possesses ? 
I'd hang my dog up to a stake 
This moment, if a didn't make 

'Pon one leg better 


Now this they christian London wit, 
That leek a razor cutteth 'Squire Piti^ 

Aye, let man make their bregs ; 
Affainst dree straws I'd bet my soul. 
That Stephen Tag, of Nacker's Hole, 

Should beat'n all to regs. 


PITT AND HIS STATUE; 


AV 


EPISTLE TO THE SUBSCRIBERS 


vBuy bat • little month or to, 

Your foDdnoM will be much abated; 

Even yoar own bands will orerthrow 
The idol that ye have created ; 

No more your pyramid aupporte IVI rat" 

Tow ti£$r dwtndlee to a wimngf eel. 


ALSO, 

LORD B AND HIS MOTIONS, &c. &c. 


Tott call yoareelfa pillar of the nation ! 

I fear your lordahip means to *m«c i 
Pray make a trying afteration j 

And, 'stead of ytlZor, say a pMt. 


PITT AND HIS STATUE. 

So then, mesBietirs, ye men of loans, 
Who eat oar flesh, and knaw oar bones 

Clean as a do^ woald pick them, all so 
white, 
With goodly gratitude ye look 
To your great friend, the old state cook, 

And kindly offer him yonr mite 
To rear a statue to support his fame, 
On cratches hobbling— rotten, lank, and 
lame. 

•Tis very kind in ye, Vm sure, 

Tet 'tis bat romge on an old w— ^, 
That can't conceal the wrinkles and the 
scab: 

The nation's eyes are vastly clear; 

Their scratinizing power severe, 
Discerns a vestil from a dirty dab. 

What sort of statue will ye have, 
To snatch his glory from the grave. 


That seemeth in a terrible decline? 

The valgar statues to surpass, . 

Let it be formed of kindrid bratM; 
In pitrs Connihian let your hero shine. 

Colossal it mil be no doubt. 
To push his head among the gods ; 

Cocking his pert, imperious snout, 
Much like the bully of old Rhodes^ 

Upon the pedestal his worth, 

And great achievements will start forth : 

In staring capitals I mark reform, 
With Colonel Sharman's volunteers,* 
With pointed muskets, swords, and 
spears. 

To raise for dying liberty a storm. 


* The letter sent to Ireland by a aefrZs dake and 
his oMoeiotM, in order to forei themselves Into 
power, would have flimlsbed the neck of the au- 
thor or such tr-*on of the present day with a Ael- 
ter. 
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There Bhall we lee the name of war, 
That many a soldier aends, and tar, 

To sleep with their sUU fathers and still 
inoth<;rs ; 
For war, tiioagh seeming very dread. 
By knocking tboiisands on tlie head, 

Makes comfortable elbow-room for oUurs, 

In letters too, all large and fair. 
Old Bailey on the eye may stare ; 
"Where Justice, with her sharpened shears, 
Has lopped off many a liar's ears. 

In letters too, superb and bold. 
The name of income tax be told, 

That made so many millions blest ; 
And eke of poor old penny -post,* 
That ffaye so sweetly np the ghost. 

T' oblige the gaping treasury's chest. 


* Ott Iffr Pitt's Hilly, cruel, and unproductive 
impMitimi on tlie Mnn:^-post letters, I felt for the 
bumMer classes of society, who seem to be born 
with passions somewhat or the same quality with 
those of our lofl]f rulers, and composed a pretty 
little elegy, called the Tears of the Penny-Post.^ 
The following stanzas are ftdthful eitracts from 
that tender performaoee,- which on some lUture 
day may probably be given «iUtri, for tlie grttiflca- 
ticm of the public^ 

After a most pathetic extfrdivsi. Madam Penny- 
Post tbuslamenteth t 

The pensive housemaid, pensive Susan, sighs- 
Susan, a soft, a sweet, and tender lass ; 

Bnsan, with roey cheeks and sparkling eyes, 
And pouting lips that might for cherries pass. 

•«0h, the vile Pitt!** she cries— « poor folks to 
rob? 

This with my humble wages won't nme ! 
With pleosure twice a week I wrote to Hob, 

And Hob, dear youth, wrote twice a week to me, 

** Now only once a week can we aflbsd 
To breathe our eouU on paper— harmless blisses ! 

But what if that to Aim, the savage ?— Lord ! 
Who careth not three straws for woman's kisses. 

** Soon ss a maggot crept into my head, 
I caught a stump of pen and put it down : 

<What is a penny r' to myself I said ; 
So sant it Hob, a dosen miles from town. 

'* Unmoved by love is Pitt ; for lo, at college. 
He felt no charm in feces, feet, or hips ; 

But hunted, with the proctor, to my knowledae. 
Poor girls that lent young gentlemen their ups. 

** And when they caught one, like a brace of bears 
They gripped her, swearing riie should pay for 
sinning ; 

And, deaf as haddocks to her squalls and tears, 
Lugged her away, and set her to hard spinning. 

« But they were paid In their own coin again, 
Per clawing the poor creature— huffing, snub- 
bing: 


Now tell us where ye mean to place 
Tour fav*rite hero's brazen face ? ^ 
Ev'n at famed Newgate let him soar. 
And swinging grace the debtor's door. 

Ye make too much of this poor man, 
Stifling your creature with caresses ; 

A simple goose is not a swan-— 
Te ought to blush at your addresses. 

« What a great soul is William Pittl 
What mind ! what energies ! what wit ! 

Give him a statue — yote him money ! 
Great creature I greatest thing alive, 
The lab'ring bee of our large hiYe : 

Fill his dear throat with half the honey : 
His wants are many — ease him, ease him ; 
Ev'n let the nation starve, to please him." 

How like Lord Froth and his dog Faddle»* 
Who makes his family's head addle 

With orders, cautions for his Pug ! 
Faddle has got a four^post bed, 
With pillows for his gentle head, 

Nice sheets, and comfortable rag, 
With curtains of the finest chintz, 
Fit for the chamber of a prince. 

Faddle, the fay'rite of Lord Froth, 
Is comforted with richest broth, 

For, with their sticks, with all their mlghtf ndmsJa, 
The good young gownsmen gave tlie brutes a 
drubbing. 

" Oh, gemini ! how I should like to spin 
A hempen cord th* unnatural rogues to throttle. 

That give up beautv for a ^ass of gin. 
And leave nice girls to hug a nssty bottle ! 

" But some low fellows— wrsCdUt, let me ssy, 
(But not my Hobby, I am proud to think), 

T%ink eyes were only made to see their way. 
And mouths for nothing else but meat and arUUt. 

" The very birds their time on love employ ; 

And see our piseons how thev kiss and coo, 
And nod, nnd bill, and flap their whin for JoFt 

And fondly whisper, Dovey, how d'ye do? 

** When Hobby leaves me with a kiss and squeese. 
All brisk as bees my spiriu in a minute, 

I twirl my mop about with so much ease. 
And scrub and sing away like any Uiinet. 

<* With such good will, indeed, I do my work. 
Thinking of Hob*s caresses all the while, 

I feel my heart ardancing light as cert, 
And feed the pigs and poultry with a saiils. 

" This, this I swear-~Thottgh hungry as a bovad. 
The 9tofa0eh shall not steal the bosom's bliss. 

True to Love's passion shall these lips be found. 
And loose even bians and haeam for a kiu. 


* This dof story Is not imacinary ; Povtman 
Squnre knows all about it, «od'eaJ<9's Its lauffa. 
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And Tiotualf, too, of sweeteft pickiDg ; 
And while the serYants of the bouse 
Can scarcely give their plate a mot»«. 

Faddle enjoje his roaated chicken. 


Ung! 


li Faddle aiek ? Lord ! what a yelling 
Heavens ! what a bnstle in the dwelli 

Susan and Molly, turn and turn, 
Watch the poor creature night and day, 
And §uek solicitude display ; 

And sigh,and hang the head, and monrn ; 
And tread with cat-Cke step the floor, 
And with such softiuss shut the door ; 
8uek whispers, and such tiptoe stealings, 
For fear of wounding Faddle's/eettn^s; 
And straw is also strewed before the door, 
Thai coaches may not spoil his pretty 
snore ! 

My lord, too, half his time attending, 
0*er his sick fav'rite kindly bending, 

Administers himself his pills and poUons ; 
Tucking with sympathising tears. 
The bed-clothes round his chin and ears, 

Examining, too. all his iMtiant ; 
For fear that Faddle's tender tripes. 
Poor thin^, might suffer by the gripes : 
And quitting him at night, therrs such ea- 

ressing, 
When, bishop-like, he lesTee the dog his 
hUMsing. 

Now tell me, ev'ry candid eit. 

The difference between Pug and Pitt* — 

Now, to be serious if we can, 

Speak — are ye laughing at the man ? 


What ! to a ioo{f a statue give,' 
That scarce would suffer us to live ; 
Tearing, poor bleating sheep, our fleeces! 

* I this moment am informed of the aetual 
death of Poor Faddle ! The ladies are locked ap 
in their rooma, to indulge their melancholy ; a 
death-like lilence surrounds the kitchen ; not a 
Jack flyins : not a spit turning, nor a poker stirring 
—his lordship Inconsolable, carrying about the 
house his lifeless companion In a box, kissing his 
cold block muxzle, and bathing it with tean. 
Cords of condolence ore expected from every quor> 
ter, and the dog Is to be sent, with all pomp, to 
W— — , to be interred with due fUnerol honours ; 
ond to whose precious memory o monument (per- 
od venture o «t«t«<, by the bond of our /eaiaie Phi- 
dias, the honourable Mrs Domer) is to be erected, 
with o suitable inscription— 

MuUiM Ule bonis JMUit suidU, 
JAanjMUior f Ha» t^i, Frotkiu 

It Is universally avowed, that Fmddlt was kQIed 
by kimdm4*9.—tAr Pitt, the yraot ihvourite of his 
penslonen. placemen, and loonm^n, seems to be 
d^ng in toe very identical manner.— A parallel 
between the mnnners of Pug and Pitt may probably 
Ifarm the subjoftt of a Ann re effbslon. 
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Should Honour, Olory ever stray. 
And meet this statue midst their way, 
They'd pull the folly all to pieces; 

Exclaiming thus — '* A statue ! gods ! 
To one that mischief only plods ; 

A nation's horror-^such a. known de- 
faulter ; 
If something to his fame must start, 
Let Master Ketch employ his art. 

And weave the gentleman a h— - 

I think subscriptions will be thin. 
For flattering our great nation's hope : 

Heavens ! how the guineas had poured in, 
'Stead of a statue had it been a rope! 

Before I finish, let me sing. 
Sweet nightingale, before the king ; 

And warbling tell him that this fellow, 
This Pitt, whose virtue d-mns a ;ramA(,* 
Though not averse to getting itrtmA, 

£ven in his soberest moments mellow^ 
Wants much to mount the old staU-eoaek 

agen, 
if majesty will give his hand the rein. 

Tes, much he wants to moant the old state- 
car. 

And hear a world his highness hail-^ 
But humbler stations suit him better far : 

What think ye, sirs, of the car's tail t 

His majesty in wisdom shone. 

Soon as he brushed him from the throne ; 

Just to his glory, to his kingdom just : 
Tet see ! the worm crawls round its feet, 
Wants much to enter it to eat, 

And render it a heap of rotten dust# 

As for his knowledge in finance, 
Not far his majesty need dance 

Before he foynd one of a happier wit : 
In this good nation may be seen. 
And felt f state-razors full as keen 

For shaving us, as Master Billy Pitt 

Pitts are as plentiful as crabs. 

Or shall we say Saint Giles's drabs f 

With nice old proverbs some old books 
stored ; 
One I remember of ^fowl — 


• It is o known ftct, thot when at Combridge, 
Pitt delighted in hunting down, with the proctors, 
the poor unfortunate damsels that come firesh 
(h>m the country, who only endeavoured to sell 
their llliee ond roses to the young gentlemen, oad 
sometimes to the grwotr dons of toe university. 

The roan that has not vomaa in his soul. 
Is fit for treason, stratagems, and spoils. 
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''A man moat be hijrd driven to find e 
. Who offen two-penoe for in owl." 

yklk of an Irish face of hrau^ 

While Pitt ezista ! let ton^uee be atiU— 
A eommon to a blade of graee-* . 

An ocean to a creeping rill ! 

Why come again upon the heath f 
Already we have lost our pursee^- 

We've noaght'to give but blasting breath. 
Deep eigne of poverty, and curaee. 

•* 

Pitt licks hie lips again at power, 
Just like a boll-dog that has tasted kUt^d — 

Wants the bull's nose — t^pe to devour. 
And split his belly with the vital flood. 

Pitt brings to mind a pupil of the gaUowi, 

Part of whose history is as follows : 


Whioh often oodms Into the Court of CIma* 
cerv; 
Where his^rmw lordship, and groee wig*'. 
Both with the first importance Ing^ 
Are very often puzzled how to answer ye ; 
So very u mdM c itwe in deeuitm. 
Leaving for future chancery-trape^reva- 
sitm, 

** Well ! what art thinking of?" ezelainiMl 

Jack Ketoh— 
'^ Thy brain seems devilish hard upon th« 

Btreteh." 
" Vm thinking," quoth the thief with shaip- 

ened ken, 
" Of gutting thai tkmrt shc^ to night i 


THE THIEF. 

A noouK, by Honesty long left, 
Was by Dame Justice ordered to be stripp- 
ed, 

And whipped. 
For burglary — ^that is to say, a ik^: 

A work performed b^ men and boys, 
Studving the nal'ral history of shope, 

Who most ingeniously, without a noise. 
Contrive to ope their unsuspecting dUm«, 
Drawing forth money, watohes, musuns, 

laces, 
With other trinkets, that supply the 
Graces ', 
Assisted much by Mistress Night, 
Of whom the Bow-street Authors write : 
A lady, who the world believes 
Keeps the bad compony of thUves, 

The cat o'-nine-tails to his hide 
Was most ingeoiously applied, 
Graving upon his memory the word shop — 
Puss, Pttt-like, deeply drank the purple 

fiood — 
But, lo ! the rogue with Stoic patience 
stood, 
As though puss had not drank a single 
drop ! 

As soon as justice had performed her 
part 
Upon the rogue's unwincing hide, 

He calmly turned his back upon the cart, 
And, musing, rolled hi? eyes from side to 
side 
With a most solemn philosophic face, 
Like my Lord Eldon, on a crabbed case, 


Now, gentle sirs, pray ope your eyes. 

And learn the art of Ming wise ; 
'Tour schemes are idle whoUy, wholly : 

Te show a wondrous want of wit ; 

Th' immortal sUtne raised to Pitt, 
Immortalixeth too— ^okt foUy. 

Star but a little month or eo, 
Your fondness will be mueh abated ; 

Even your own hands will overthrow 
The idol that ye have created : 

No more your pyramid supports its rol— 

Tour Hger dwindles to a mangy cat. 


LORD B AND HIS MOTIONS. 


MIOBMIUM. 

With a set of weak timbers mast misers 
ahly put together, with neither mast, sail, 
Yudder, compass, nor ballast. Lord B. un- 
dauntodly ventured to launch his logger 
on the surge of politics ; which, as might 
naturally be expected, became ih^'sport of 
every puff of wind. As the tr\fling intel- 
lect is too frequently and unfortunately 
ambitious of exhibiting its imbecility, his 
lordship has been often indebted to the 
compassion of the House. The star that 
refused him ability was not .wanting in the 
gifts of presumption. A stranger to the 
wisdom of political debate, yet resolving to 
be something in the annals of Parliament, 
his lordahip has of late dealt in motioms. 
The principal motion was for a vote of 
thanks to Mr Pitt, for his great sermces to 
his country. Lord B. places his chief glory 
in fighting under the banners of the AIbo- 
ven-aeseended minister, whom, may God, 
of hii infinite mercy, for the intoFasto of 


PETER PINDAR. 


42d 


this empire, take to kinudff m§pam m eoon 
as he pleasen — the $ooner the oetter. 

What an Herealean labour, to impote 
eilenoe on petulant loqnacitj, and convince 
Folly that ahe poiaesses not talents !— Ask 
Loro B. his opinion of himself; — *' he 
shines in discrimuuUion" It was his prO' 
fimnd judgment that led him to his golden 
celf Idolatiy. — ^Throu^^h this error of the 
mind, he mistakes the humming-bird for 
the eagle ; spiritless declamation for elo- 
quence ; inanity for soliditv ; the mephitic 
and deleterious vapours of a dungeon, for 
the open and pure air of vitality ; and the 
cold, greasy, wandering light of a uiUow- 
o'-'tke^wiepj for the fervour and steady radi- 
ance of a vertical sun. 

Great Lord of Greek ! it is my humble 

notion, ^ 

That yours was verily a paw paw motion ; 
Much like a motion by the doctor's art 
Produced, by jalap or by sal eaihart, 
Working for Cloacina and her maids, 
In water-closets and embowering shades. 

Ton've learnt to ftce a knock-down laugh, 
And though detected in a blunder. 

And though your ftneied earn be ehtff, 
Tou will not keep your windmill under. 

No matter Aoto folks ^iiy orwkat folks «a^, 

'Tis your own mill, and mill shaU grind 
away. 

And many a monkey thought himself a man ; 
Too many a goose -hath deem'd itself a 

swan. 
With reason, too, for 'mongst the monkey 

nation 
I've met with many a happy imitation ; 
Nay, if to speak the truth compelled, 
Fve seen the originals excelled ! 

How many a man, because he has two eyes^ 
Thinks nimself capable of seeing; 

And finding he has motion, and co^-size, 
Believes nimself an animated bewg,' 

■ 

Discovering in his mouth a tongue ; 

He most not its ptUaeer balk ; 
Bo keeps it running all day long. 

And fancies the red rag can Sdk, 

Tour lordship tells me. that I joke, 
Swearing you never saw such folk : 
if that's the case, npon my word, 
Ton keep no looking-glaee, my lord. 

Nnmbers are fond of hearing themselTes 

chatter, 
Promising wine and giving milk aiul water, 


Or that most mawkish mess called water- 
gruel ; 
This is not fair, my lord — 'tis very cruel. 

Meet men of splendid fortunes, glittering 
titles, 
Think that in wiedom they must also 

shine ; 
As though a house whose front is rery 
fine 
Could not want handsome furniture and 
victuals. 

Tod thought a speech would be the Uadder^ 
To speak more pompously, AoUoon; 

Nay, let me rather say the ladder 
To mount your lordship to the moon ; 

It was a fatal resolution 

(Ambition oft mistakes its aim), 
*Twas not the ladder of your/ams 

Alas ! but of your execution. 

If Pitt was wonderfully great 
With wisdonf wit, and fire replete, 

Sublime, gigantic, half a god, 
'Tis strange he should descend to yon 
And yours J so ignorant a crew— 

This is a puzzling case, and Cdd. 

And yet we see, without surprise; 
A log of wood, a needle, nail, 
O'er the fierce lightning oil prevail, 

And lure the tyraint from his skies ; 
Send him about, a poor tame thing, 
Just like a lap-dog in a string. 

There is a certain and true saying 

Of animals inclined to braying; 

(My lord, I hope to be forgiven) 

<' An ass's voice ne'er reached to Heav'n." 

• 

There lives a lady, christened Vanityi 

Compassion oft of Inanity, 
Much like a finch that feeds the bird of May, 

Called cuckoo— a most siUy bird. 

Resembling my dear Grecian lord, 
Resembling speakers that have nought to 

For words are not ideaSf although words 
Are in such plenty found with iioms lords. 

'Tis said some men may make their wills 
On their thumb-nails, for aught they can 
bestow; 
And pray, my lord, whose voice 8t 8te« 
phen's fills, 
I should be very glad to know 

If all your wits and eloquence's grace 
Might not be all bequeathed in the same 
space? 
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Had I the power, my first endeavovur 
Should be to stop your mouth for ever ; 
And feall^ I am pleaaod when Sherry, 

With his smart stick, 
Unto voar shruggini; shoulders gives a lick ; 

Making the pleased spectators merry. 
And yet in spite of Sherry's sneers, 

And my admonitory metre, 
Your eloquence must drown our ears. 

Must flow— 2aitter et labttur. 

In short, this motion said, of thanks. 
Seems one of Folly's wenketl pranks : 

Great is Imagination's power ! 

Fancy boults bran and tninks it JUmr; 
And thus when Pitt was bouUed on the na- 
tion; 

Numbers, to superstition given. 

Thought it a tmUot dropp'd from heaven ; 
Such was the efK>rt of Imagination ! 

Tet if we judge from deeds and fiery 
face. 

This meteor issued irom a hotter place. 

My lord, I hold your knowl^tfgdfe dog-<keap ; 

Bad work, indeed, indeed, you make; 
t You're like one ambulating in his sleep, 

That does the actions ofa man awake : 
Leaps, runs, stands, ]istens,rides — and then 
Unconscious goes to bed agen. 

** And am I that poor mechanism ?" you 

ery. 
My lord of Greek, I say it with a sigh. 
You call yourself a jnUar of the nation ; 

I fear your lordship means to boast ; 
Vnj make a trifling alteration. 

And *stead of piUar^ say tLOOSt, 
You cannot make, my loiti, I fear, 
A velvet purse of a sow's-ear, 

I grant yoor life a virtuous life ; 

I had it from the baker's wife*-^ 

The fascinating Muffinilla ; 

Who, visiting your lordship's villa. 
Informed you now the)!eiui with foot all 
cloven. 

And horns, amd tail, and goggling eyes, 

Tried to take people by twrvrise^ 
And that he Inrlked within ner Sanday's 
oven^ . 


* Pioui and preCty-^rMrf dteg in the vldiitty of 
MObank, mnch addicted to metMuiR, and one of 
ihetUeu 

t A itrict obsenr&nce of the Babbathnlay had 
long ennoaaed bla lordahip'a phma and aubUme 
apeeolatlon. The wicked oakebouae fell firat in 
hia way ; and, had not the maUUm been •nait and 
raeJkaa ty the House, bis lordship bad proceeded 
in his triamph to a moat tremendous attack on 
milk and mackerel. 


And then she begged your lordship's hslp 

to stop 
Her oven, and drive Satan firom her shop. 

The tears of piety and >weet devotion 
That, trickling, wi^shed the ^ roses of her 
cheek. 
Produced, undoubtedly produced the moCioik/ 
What's strange, without one eyllable of 
Greek— 
A motion that most humbly hop'd 
The lady's oven might be stopped, 

'Ti9 said, moreover, that the spouse, 
Of this same honest Millbank baker 

Has charms, has beauty, that might route 
A smile on any undertaker. 

But what of that ? 'twas not the smiUy 
Nortyes that might a saint beguile. 
Nor Muffinilla's dimple sleek. 
That won upon the lord of Greek. 

Nor was it Muffinilla's cheeky 

The blushing rival of the rose ; 
Nor swelling with desire, her nocky 

Fair rival of the Alpine snows. 

Nor was it Muffinilla's tooisf, 
The throne of chastity, her pride ; 

Whose sone, so chaste, so very chaste. 
None but the baker's «e{f untied. 

Nor was it Muffinilla's armf 

That might a cold Marehesi warm ; 

Nor hand possessed ofsueh nice points^ 
Such fingers, all so round and taper. 
Whose touch would make an angel 
caper — 

And then such sweetly-dimpled joints ! 

Nor was it Muffinilla's /not. 
Nor ancle clean, nor tapering leg, 

All near Millbank, in higk repute ; 
These ne'er had made him stir a peg. 

No ! 'twas a rage for curbing evil. 
And drubbing £at vile dog ue Devil. 

No ! 'twas to break the Tegs of Sin, 
Who dances in the pie and pudding ; 

A bramble, hooking Christians in, 
For ever bloesoming and budding. 

And yet the world won't give yen eredit ; 
They say it, and have bddly said it ;^- 
^* Who woric for Virtue ?— poh I a pretty 
story! 
Who would not rather toil for Vice, 
Her pay and pleasures great and niee ? 
Who fish for haddock that can hook John 
Doryf 
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** Let Virtae preaeh, and Beauty ogl0, I 
To gain tae soal— *Lord! which will 
win? 

A pur of minatas enda the atragffle— 
Poor Paraon Virtue muat give m." 

<< 'Tis no fair beV ' the million eriea ; 
*' Pit Virtne 'oainat a pair of eyea ! 
A peacock and a roaty wren ! 
JoFo'a eagU 'gainat a eaekUng ken. 

*' A rogniah leer from charming Phillia, 
Of which th' interpretation's dear. 

Via.—' Look, air ; pleaae to boy my lilies, 
My clMfrriea, ana my roaea here ?' 

Moat archly pointing to her neck, 

And pooting lipa and crimaoned cheek. 

Byen metropoktana of London 

Would find their pious efforts undone ; 

And eke the solemn aainta of Canterbury 
Might from their holy office slide, 
Feeling of love a strong spriD|f-tide. 

And paaaioos, bustling, runnmg harry 


" Nay, metropelitana of York 
Would find it aa Herculean work' 

To keep the imp of darknesa under : 
If so, a tptak and eamal lard^ 
With little atoek of grace on board, 

For him to finrndoTf wbere'a the wonder ? 


tf 


Thus cries the world, my lord, all sneer- 
ing; 
Oa Muffinilla'a beauty leering. 

Now, my good hnrd, if you think fit. 
We'll leave the baker's wife for Pitt : 

Some gratitude is due, I own. 
To your staunch patron, Billy Pitt; 

He took much care of you, 'tis known ; 
A Umoe most surely toves its nit. 

Yes, Pitt took most espeeial care 
To ahield his stupid friends from harm ; 

And, when the day of trouble came. 
To keep them safe, and snug, and warm. 

Full oft he aaved them from hard knocks 

Of wicked Sheridan and Foz. 


Thus, when old mother hen, for fbod^ 
la prying) aeraping, clucking, picking, 


her acudding, squeaking brood. 
The pow weak buid of hungry chicken ; 
Soon as the winds begin to sing, 
Or rather fUy their ovsttiff a to thun- 
der. 
Immediately ahe spreada her win;;, 
For all her treinbling chicka to huddle 
under. 
3D 


For God*s sake talk no more of Pitt, 
Hia taoUf hia vrisdom^or hia toUf 

A man with mmoic m his soul. 
Would never keep vile smuUUngparrotg^ 

Nor leave a haimeh and oalmon'o jowl, 
To dine upon ^e^*'head» and carrots^ 

Whose palate wished to be thought MM<e, 

And get oome small repute for tasU, 

Yet Pitt could keep hia aquaUing porroU^ 
And dine upon ^eipo'-hom and earrotOf 
When nighknealeoD^ waited on his wish, 
And every table dainty, JZmA and JisA. 

Now why that stare, my lord ? By Q — 
'tis true : 
Ye muHko that fluttered in hia ray, 
The favourite meets of the day, 
I talk of yott, aud yow, and fou, and you. 
What need I name what all the world 

OMppoooof 
The D — vea, W — dh-ms, G-ffbrds, 

I, j!l*"'"^S. 


My lord, I've not one grain of apite ; 

I only wiah to aet you right. 
And aave your future houra from folly : 

Of idle vanity the alavea, . 

Our men of rank are food for ibiatMr ; 
A common fact, and melan-cAoUy / 

Keen paraaites, whoae cunning gains 

Most plenteous crops from barren brains. 

T%oy bid you taJk my honest song 
Bids you for ever hold your ionguo ; 
Silence with jems, is wisdom most pro« 

found; 
Cracked pipkins are discovered by the 


-, to conclude; 


Now, good Lord B 
Since so unmannerly, ao rude, 
The Devil ia pleased our hearta to harden 
Againat your sfote ochemee and dewh 

Hone; 
Whene'er you choose to make mors mo- 

Begin and end them in the garden. 


PROH IMPUDENTIAM I 

Alf ODB. 

Pabtutdino love for his i2aar country, 
Not love for his dear eeff and dear rda- 
Uone^ 
Pitt came with all the family effrontery. 
And took possession of the highest sta- 
tions: 
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Begui of politiet Ura guoib t 

I Gambled and- lost; 

TOt who miut anawor for the eoet ? 

Not he, indeed !•*« duck eonfmmded 
lamey 
Not wuittmuUdf weddling— no— the nstion 

Bent after him her 


How like the gamUer /— betting A^A— 
A tkmumnd on the apinning die 1 
For Am, poor devils a large amonnt !— 
He loet— oat how moat he aeeonnt ? 
''Well!" qaoth the fellow, " Oemmen, 

kiek Away ; 
For, onrae me ii IVe got pne doit to pttyt 

Pitt hringa to mind— a father lo hia aon : 
** Tom, yoQ are going into trade ; 

A handaome fortune may, perhapa, ba 
won; 
Perhapa yon fail — don't be diamayed, 

And let yoor modesty ambition stifle* 

So, do not be a banmpt for a tri/U. 


TEMPORA MUTANTUR. 


▲K oni. 

FoiTD ia the human heart of smpct / 

Indeed, it oannot be deniea : 
We see the tyrant eyery hoar, 

Stuffed, like a fmemmUm, with pride* 

Pride ia a very stubham evil- 
Set bat a beggar on a horee, 
Lord I what will be the fellow^a coane ? 

The knaye will gallop to the ieml 

Pitt with hia green bag once loekedmrnU^ 
Coald ^f and jroy in yonder Hall, 


Coarting the Amour of a 

Read^ to plead for any thing. 

Jacobin, traitor to hisk , 

And erery deipicable thief. 

Bat leaying off, it length, Ar^f-i 
And strtmgdy into qfieejunxfing ; 

Adieu, the modettf fuktnf noe ! 
Featurea aatume a differeMt form : 
The calm ia baniahed — and the Jivrm, 

With all its bloat*ring inaolence, takes 
place* 

Nothing hia grandemr conld withataad ! 
Hustling and bullying, euek a rout ! 

In short, the nAlest of the land 
Were just like foot-balla kicked about 

How like the negro on his mule ; 

Tormenting him beyond all rule; 
Beating him o'er the head and ears, 

Hia spues into t|ie creature atieking, 

Abusmg, damning, cursing, kicking— 
For Blackey, like a CkrisUan swear*. 

His quondam master, passing by, 
Beheld the beast with pittying oTe— - 

** You scoundrel, hold t— is msardsr your 
design?" 
Quako tamed round, with a broad grin. 
Not Taluing the rebuke one pin — 

" Maaaa, me waa your nega— tftMy mme." 

When Pitt If the sal^ect, I scarcely know when 
to remit the lub, be Is soeli a ftaet fbr ntiie. 
Should he be reatored Co that power (which, let no 
•ay, he In a manner usurped, and which he now 
fawninglyeourUt) oar llbertlea will have reaaon to 
trtnMe, The ciilamltlei of kinfdoms have olfcea 
been produced by the sole ign^tmce of a mlaleter ; 
but It !■ to be hoped, for the sake of hamaatty, chat 
our late miefortonee arose aoUlf from that pitiable 
aonrce, and not ftom the dark, turbid bosom of «•- 
lignitf and vengtaiue. 


GREAT CRY AND LITTLE WOOL; 

THE SQUADS IN AN UPROAR ; 


OB, 


THE PROGRESS OF POUTICS ; 


OB, 


EPISTLES, POETICAL AND PICTURESQUE. 
WRITTEN BY TOBY SCOUT, ESQ. 

A MBMBXB or THB OPPOSITIOa ', 

AND EDITED BT PETER PINDAR, E8Q. 


i9tifif itdfiaUtr, 

Had Bricain tn atom of wit, 

And wished her loat healUi Coregaiii; 
She would kick oat the moontebuik r— , 

And confult her old doctor Ofaln, > 

Ah! aUly John Ball, or John Am, 

Deaerving full manv a drab ; 
Th V long ears can with pleaanre let ptaa 

Unfile, «if Tale (tf a Tab! 


Sarrounded by wotvea-Hi gannt pack— 
With praise and AdrpromiBe they treat thee, 

And 80 thick la thy head-piece, poor Jack, 
Thoa Bttspecteat not their plan la— to §at thee ! 


TO MR PITT. f puttiiup hit maohinery into the nieaft or- 

der, for the tueommod ati im -of the haode 
and legs of hiMfirw-fpdakmgfJre^writingf 
KadfrM4hinkitng yiaitor a M a chin ery which 
has contracted a most vnpUataxidyiookiMg 
rast, for want of jrnmer exareUe, owing to 
the ffentle spirit ot Addington, rodely 
shonldered from his station, hf a rival who 
was dismissed the poblie service, unaooom- 
panied by a sighf and who is, by some an- 
common fatality, returned to it without one 
single soUtary oongratalation. ETen his 

meanest parasite (and I call nn Mr C 

for the troth of my assertion) isaihamed of 


Sir, 

Th b nnmeroos and loo socceasfal attempts 
of Ministers, and their hirelings, towards 
the annihilation of literary ffemns, renders 
it a hazardons undertaking for an author to 
commit a liberal sentiment to paoer.— The 
mousing owls of power have so often hawk- 
ed at the eagle, tiiat Uie? have nearly killed 
it. — Tour oldyWcn^, ana an wearied coadju- 
tor, Aris, governor of the Bastille, has, I 
am informra, been giviuff " dreadful notes 
of preparation" with his nammer and files ; 
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an /o Pman! Bat <' Qico UndU hoc opugf* 
jroa ezeltim — " What is the purport of this 
addroMf** 

It is, {tf^y dr^ ktoMy to implore^ that, as 
yoa have contrived, by a most refined spe- 
cimen of political jockeyship, to snatch the 
reins from the hands of your competitors, 
and vanlt into the seat of the old state.coach, 
yoa will not, in the fury ofyoar career, 
drwe aver Mr Scoat and his Eiditor, from a 
mistaken conc^tion, that a smile at man 
John, or man Will, most be a simgumary 
Ubel at man John's or man Will's master. 
Y,ovLf sir, have been an mUkor ; witness yonr 
Tarioas pamphlets on the beauty and neeee- 
mty of a constitational reform, printed in 
St Martin's Lane, and which yoa endeav- 
oared,by the most indefatigable industry, to 
n^fprees, as soon as you arrived at the 
•ommitof jour iiio<2esC ambition. As your 
present ref^ fbrbodes rather a transient 
existence, it is probable that you may, in 
your zeal for esqnring liberty, resume the 
jpooss-futU, and, for|retting tiie traps laid for 
poor thoughtlesBscnbblers. ma^ jfiwrsclf be- 
come a melancholy and btuektng prisoner. 
JVsc Ifft eel jusUor vUd, ^uitm nede art^ices 
arte perire sua. 

P.P. 


TO M S , ESQ. 

EPISTLE L 

Prspa&s thy two ears. Cousin Nio ;* 
Lo ! our senses are all of employ full ; 

And our stomachs of poverty sick, 
WUl speedUy sing, « O be joyAl !" 

Hope peeps from a cloud on our squsd. 
Whose beams have been long in deep 
mourning; 

*Tis.a laeUf let me tell ye, my lad, 
Devilish long, that mw never a fvniti^. 


But now for this nice bit of 

Know^ our worthy old monarch is dying ! 
If we mmd but our P's and our Q's, 

We shall quickly be roasting and frying. 

Yes, Fame will soon publish aloud, 
Of good eating and drinking a story ; 

As the sun of Pall-Mali from bis cloud. 
Will soon be ascending in glory. 

• Ntebolas Bcoat, Esq. of tbe city of York, a 
fenUemaii of Fortane, and a flnt oouaiii of Toby 
ficoat, Baq. The letters were written at the oom- 
meneenentof lili majesty '• late unfintanate Indls- 
poslclon. 


Cousin Nicholas, credit the miue. 
Who scorns to report a hhe tale ; 

That the minister snakes in his shoes — 
Harpooned is our mighty state-whale ! 

How he flounders about, and makes fun* 

Poor Mister Leviathan Addy ! 
Lo,' his grandeur, so lately a sm». 

Is sinking (sad fall !} to« eaddy. 

Tes, poor Addy, is deep in a bog ; 

A nice pickle, you well may suppose — 
Werj like between sawyers a log, 

His sharp-toothed goM yrieiMr, and hi* 
foes. 

Tes, the fellow will get a dry shave ; 

His chops will be held pretty fast ; 
And, thimk Ood, Cousin Nic, we shall have 

The loaves and the fishes at last 

Believe everr sentence I speak : 
iknlktg orders are issued— and mind, 

G *s anchor is really orpeak. 
Sails all set, with an excellent wind! 

The Doctors, good servants of Death, 
Are caUed in, and prescribing their slop ! 

When thou wittiest to shorten thy breath, 
Nic, send for pill, potion, and drop. 


Tes, th% quacks ans called suddenly u 
Pepys, Heberden, Reynolds, and Mill- 
man! 

Who would now for his life give a pnm t 
FoMT / enough, tBiAoid fever, to kill num. 

<< In a number of counseUors," Nic, 
, " There is wisdom"— so says the black 

cloth. 
Yet a proverb as good we may pick; 
And as old—" The mere cooks the wora» 

broth." 

On the call for the knights of the potion. 
Some look pleasant, and others fuU sad : 

All London in short is in motion, 
And much on th' altrt is our squad. 

The tradesman, once proud of the/salft«r,* 
Now cast higher glory their eye on — 

Soap, herrings, wigs, mousetraps, and lea- 
ther. 
Are all looking out for a lion. 

The tailors cross-legged on their boards. 
Needle-armed, hand-extended, prepared 

To stab the blaak cloth with their swords^ 
The instant the death is declared. 

• The eisst of the prince's anas. 
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T^ 


And likewiM the miUinen all, 
Annod with feiMan and pinf , <m the 

On the blackfl with dire fair to iall. 
And cot through deep coiamne of crape. 

Such a mob aroand Buekingham-hooae, 

Like ahrimpa altogether they cling, 
That there's ■earce room enough for a 


80 alarmea for the life of the lung ! 

Flrom the mountain, and foreat, and fen, 
(What a tumnlt, and bellow^ and roar !) 

Rosh the-beaats to peep into hia den. 
To ipj if good Leo's no mar: 

T. 8. 


EPISTLE n. 

Thurlow now is the Carleton-house men- 
tor I 

Ton know him, Nic^-bony and big. 
With a voice like the voice of a Stentor; 

His old phii in a boshel of wig. 


All the pages, and footmen, and «««», 
As his wisdom marched solemnly in, . 

(The impudent varleti and jades I) 
Gathered round him with wonder and 
grim 


Cousin Nick^ thou hast hawked, I'm 
And witnessed a large German owl, 

Hopping forth with a visage demure, 
To attract all the nations of fowl. 


At once all the birds of the air, 
Grey, and yellow, green, brown, black, 
• and blue, 
flock around him with chatter and stare— 
*< Whence d*ye come ? who the devil are 
your* 


All our laws he will n|(ely eznound. 
Give Ihe parson a twig oy tne ear ; 

And to add to the graces of sound, 
He will teach his new pupil to 


At some of hia thoughts you would won- 
der; 

Ruddy uttered, we dare not deny ; 
He resembles a loud clap of thunder. 

That frightens and brtghUng the sky. 

■ 

Yet this in his praise I will say, 
That whether he's softer or UMtlets, 

Though as blunt as a bear in his way, 
True genius admiret the old fellow. 


'• 80 much foi^old gravity t" Nic, 
Thou ezdaimest, '' Oh ! tempora mttfOR- 
turr 
Or swear'st I'm clapping a trick.— 
Cousin Nic, I'll be c-rsed if I banter. 

T.S. 


EPISTLE in. 

O raiBiTDSHip, thy sighs I revere I 
Sweet balm on the heart that has hUd ! 

O Love, what a treasure thy tear ! 
A rich pearl on the tomb of the dead. 

How ii*y% relish ihw fight f rather rare. 
And JM^time for the lea^ of these days 1 

And now let me talk of a fair, 
Sweet object of pity and praise. 

To Blackheath when the messenger came, 
And announced the small hopes of a core, 

He ezDceted a smile from the dame. 
With a purse for his news, to be sure. 

When she put her white hand to her 
pocket. 

He thought some rare gift would appear. 
Ah ! her handkerchief only ! — She took it, 

Sweet mourner, to hold a fond tear ; 

A tear to which Friendship gave birth, 
And Love, of the Passions the queen ; 

Pure pearl ! had it dropped to the ec« \, 
In treasure how ridi it had been ! 


When he said that the little and great. 
That kings, like their subjects, must die ; 

She looked up with a visage #0 neeef , 
Bade/oreisett, with so tender a sigh? 


Her fiite is uncommonly cruel— 
Tot a lustre she casts on her 


By the lord. Cousin Nic, she's a jewel. 
And her hmri is as fidr as her/oes. 

But Scandal has always her mud. 
At Merit, poor Merit, to throw ; 

Of ink has forever a flo(Dd, 
To blacken a bosom of mow / 

« 

Sweet stranger! from splendour with- 
drawn, % 

On wisdom and charity bent. 
To Health, and the breexe ofthe lawn. 

To the cottage of Peace and Content. 

Cousin Kic, with the subject l*m fired— 
Test I've really drunk desp of the 
stream; 
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Yet a gooM muit h% really iftpired, 
When the Virtnef and Lovea are the 
theme. 

T. 8. 


EPISTLE IV. 

I MBT mother H ^n in the Park : 

The dam of onr frttU Master C-nn— g ; 

Forth fljingy as hnsk as a lark, 
With her danghters perspiring and fan- 
ning! 

^ Lord bless me ! my dear Mister Scoot, 
I'm this moment come np in the hoy t 

I*m so glad, then, to find ye here oat ; 
Lord ! Lord ! I'm transparau with joy. 

*' Let*s sit down npon one of the benches- 
Tell one t'other what each of as hears : 

Bat first, Sir, these girls are my toencAet — 
Jolly jades. Mister Sooat, for their years. 

'' 1*11 sell no more ointmenUSy* not me / 
No ! that woold my conseonence Und / 

Great Tprtfarment I quickly shall see. 
So my boxes may roll to the DeTil. 

Ton have heard. Mister Scoot, I sappose. 
How I got my mee little appointmeiU : 

Mister Pitt, sir, whom ev'ry one huno» — 
I opened his winkers vriikmjUmeia.* 

** So raw and so swelled was each eye. 
He eoald not peep oat of a JMe : 

Sir, it is not a bit of a lie, 
The man was as blind as a moU ! 

" Sir, administration is weak ; 

Water-gruel no morSf Mister 9coat, 
We shall soon hear the minister squeak ; 

We shall hear him for mercy cry oot. 

'* Too remember. Lord North, the great oz, 
How he ran in a frightened condition, 

• It Is called Co«teUo*B Gollirlum, which has 
ezpeiianced a moat ttBCommon aale, from the very 
fortunate dxcunatance of baviiig opened the eyea 
of the Heaven-born mlnleter, who, toexhlb^tothe 
world a rich epecimeu of disintereated gratitnde, 
aaddled the nation with peniiona on Madam 
H^>*n, the Miaa H^^na, altaa C-nn— n, aliae 
Reddlvhea ; a peniion on her hurtmnd, Mr Rich- 
ard U ns a place in the West Indies for one 

Master Reddish, and military promotion in the 
Bast for the other; and to crown thewliole, a pen> 
sien for poor Uncle Tommy, the tinker of Somen 
Town What a beautlfol nest of caterpillars, or- 
dained by the HeaTen-bom economical minister to 
devour the few remaining leaves oflhe old oak ! 

Tms fioiToa. 


And bellowed to Portland and Foz, 
And so formed the JEiie fiuned ooalitioB. 

" This will happen agen, if wepilmu^ i 
Tes, yes, and the 3ung shall be damM; 

And Addington crawl on nis kneee, 
And bellow to Pitt and my son. 

*« We shall get oat the statne at iMt / 
It thaU be brought forward-^it m«si 

Yes, yes, we'll mftke up for the pati : 
I'll kick up a deril of a daut, 

*< Mister 6ooat,*we oan now mnstaratroiii^ 
This day will I go to the grocer's, 

And g^Tc him a spice of my tongae, 
And call them great fat-headed dot 


" ni have Pitt, in nice gingerbread, too. 
Finely gilt, with the anchor of Hope ; 

And thus will expose him to yiew. 
In the baker's and pastry-cook's shop. 

"There are numbers of methods, no 
doubt, 

By which popularity's made. 
Ana I know them all. Master Scout; 

I think I'm- no fool in that trade. 

" I would take forth an 6wl from hie lK4e, 
(Now I don't mean a sarcasm on Pitt); 

And I'd put the grave bird on a pole, 
And the nation should kneel to tee-whit. 

'<You have heard of his marriage, I 


Nice match ! oh, a very nice match ! 
Haifa million of money ! not less! 

Lord I 'twas a htaiiyid caich ! 

" Tet how morUdljf jrr&ud they all be.' 
Three days, sir, before the grand wed* 
dinff. 

MundUd on were my daughtera and me ; 
Pack'd oiFin the mail, bed and bedding. 

'' For we wem't of importance enough, 
Ou^ court to great people to pay ; 

And so we were all ordered ojf. 
For fear cfdiegraemg the day! 

" Bat the pride of the Scots was §o hmt^ 
When they found we sold bobbm and 
inkU! 

O Lord ! 'twas descendmg to diH ; 
It was coupling a whiJe with a istiiiUa. 

" I dare swear, if I sat by her side, 

Her elbow away she would twitch, 
For fear of her elegant hide-^ 

1 might ^oAoMy give, her th# itch i 
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** Proud ma'am need not tos9 up her noM, 
Who, j^erhapSf owea her fortune to Job' 
inn: 

A shop is no stn, I suppose, 
Ana jobbings no better than bobbin. 

" I could whisper a word to a Scot, 
That amongst the great mwuhen of cur. 

That Uuks are not easily ffot, 
Not honestly made in a Miry. 


" 'Slife ! what's all her money to ma, 
That Fm to be clapped on the shelf? 

Thank Heav'n, I'm as wholesome as she, 
And a Christian as good as herself. 

• 

** What signify riches and titles ? 

What signifies richness of blood ? 
Or what ev'n the nicest of Tictuals, 

If a body ben't vartuoue and gooa f 

'' Pray had Adam and Eve an estate. 
Poor souls, when they dropped from the 
moon? 

Ko ! they had not a knife nor a plate, 
Not a table, nor dish, nor a spoon. 

" Does she think I ha'n't lamed to behave f 
Does she think I eaan^t sit to a table ? 

That my parenta good tMlarehip ffave^ 
To eat nay with a horse in a stable ? 

"That my meat, like a hound, I should 
tug; 

That, hog-like, my grinders would work ? 
Does she think I should cough in the mug. 

And pick all my teeth with a fork ? 

" Or snuffle and grunt in my broth. 
Then tahiek out a mouthful of wind; 

Lick my plate,/or to save the clean cloth, 
And dnnk healths to the fellows behind ? 

*' Does she think I was bom to be dumbf 
Of my tongue, that I have not the usef 

Made to listen, and stare, and be mmi. 
And cannot say, * Boh !' to a gooee f 

« She thinks I'm a healKen. no doubt. 
Some outlandish frttuC— that I howl ! 

I waan't bom, no, indeed. Mister Scout, 
In a wood, to be scared by an oiol / 

<< Vpa and downs we all see. Master Scout— 
This world makes a terrible Umse; 


* General Soott, tbf fcther of Hie OsBnisf, 
made aa immenie loiiane la Ike Batt Indiee, by 
his proTesilon, and a Iwok^ ihnw of tlie dice. 


Here and there, sir— 4ome tn, and some 
out; 
Now a ffioR, and next minute a mouse. 

" Son C*nn — g shall start up a lord ! 

Great speaker ! a wonderful thinker ! 
A Jta^ for mv boy of the sword ; 

Rank for Richard, and Tommy the tink- 
er. 

'< Mv ^irls will so blaxe on the town, 
Tneir chariots and phastons sporting ; 

Billet-iovxtfi^ with bocks, derry^down ! 
Such a keetle of fish ! such a courting ! 

** Lord St Vincent must go— he shaU go— 
His anchor's a^peak, never doubt it— 

For the man for his office, you know, 
Is the man who knows nothing about iL 

" Lord .' what has he done worth admiring ? 

No huge mighty matters, depend on't i 
A little hard fighting and firing, 

And boarding, and so there's an end on't! 

" Well ! Heav'ns bless ye ! call soon on me, 
pray. 

To settle the affairs of the nation— 
I now can t^ord to be gap; 

And we'lThave a nice joU^eation" 


Thus ended this nightingale's song ! 

What a bore. Cousin Nic ! what a clack ! 
What a cock-and-bull tale, what a tongue ! 

Zounds! 'twould distance the fly of .a 
jack! 


EPISTLE VIL 

Co&iiTffA talks loud in her airs ! 
« 1 toitf have what I've fixed my delight 
on— 
A Sg for some people ! toib cares f 
Nothing less than the Duchess of Brigh- 
ton! 

• 

'' Te dames all so pure and so chaste. 
Who have bUnked me, I'll handsomely 
swinge! 

Of the cup of Contempt ye shall taste, 
Or I ne'er knew the sweets oirsoengel 

" With envy vour pride shall be kilPd— 
To ffiy circles ye shall not be beckoned ; 

With princes my rooms shall be filled ; 
And my name shall be Ninon the Second. 
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**iknowwho dared $mtuu at mj rovta ! 

/ knoto uko ne'er aaked me to thmrs, 
Who tamed op their impadent sntmU ; 

For their hanowTf Lord ! filled with wek 
fur$! 

'' Fvt a catalogue fair of nice damea*- 
A pretty blapk liat of each tkU : 

And if Vengeance^ dear Vengeance, hare 
flames. 
The torek ihall be apeedily lit! 


** Too long have I acted the dov : 
I will aoon pUjr the part of the v^pir ; 

I will rant like toe mistreae of Jove ! 
/ahalliifliiMyandthe pMftkBf^p&r. 


It 


The lady ia dcTer and pleaaant ; 

Moch a iay'rite, of ym, with the 
Nice picking about her— a pheasant 1 

Now tastMeaa and tongh— an old hen ! 


Thongh the Lovea are all fled, the young 
elves, 
With the actions of youth sis lottt lore 


Time always tUauloHiU with onrsAtu! 
We think the worid growB M brfore u$i 

Toad-enter» nish in like a tide, 
To their MlVsft most lommgly Heody ; 

And to tiekU the trout of her pAif, 
She's *e*graeed and frs-duchess'd already! 

Is she heout^ t so much the better : 
By this magic thy business is done ; 

One hi^lf of a word, or a letter, 
Is enough— 'tis the stns quA wm. 


O Beauty, how formed to htgmU i . 

Thy eharm will for ever endure ; . 
Lo, the lofUuif seduced by thy smile, 

Du^ndf like the hawk, to toe lure ! 

Thy pridOf I suppose, may be hirt'^ 
ini the world is a dey*Iish queer Mick, 

Dost thou wish for the smiles of a court ? 
Make loye to a petticoat, Nic 


EPISTLE YIII. 

Covsiir Nic, couldst thon see somo court 
faces! 

Most rueful indeed ! a yard long — 
Gone, gone are the smiles and the graces ; 

Most capital subjects for song ! 

I've just met with tome of the crits : 
Bull«head C-rd— n, dead in the dumps; 


Salisbury, looking confoundedly Mice, 
And his countess as bbto as poor Namps. 

Maids of honour, all wand'ring about. 
Are seen with a sorrowful air — 

With their lily-white handkerehiefii oat— >^ 
Sad flags, cousin Nie, of despair ! 

Old Liyer— you know who I mean — 
Old Jenk— of the closet old rat»— 

Will feel his bones cracking I ween, 
(Heay'n grant it t) by one of oar cats ! 

Smart lads in the council will shine, 
Inatead of the stupid and tnbbish; 

Choice spirits, instead of dull swine ; 
Bright Jowelt, instead of old mMtsA. 

The bed-chamber lords are in dudgeon ; 

And cropsick the grooms and the yegmp 
As if struck on the head with a bludgeon, 

Seem to say, " Farewell honour and 


The cooks, in a pitifU stew. 
The scullions, naif out of their 

** Adieu to the platters ! Adieu 
To the dripping-pans, sauce-pans, and 
spits !" 

Lord Salisbury's poor butler and groom. 
With other young knights of the mews. 

And other young knights of the broom. 
For their places all shake in their shoes. 

As a whisper is current abroad, 

When the prince ahall arrive at the 
t&roiis. 
Farewell to the frrce of an ode; 

Thus the '^ Black's occupation is gone." 

Or ehotdd this same ode be in ooigics, 
Muaicians will come* from tlut class 

Which know the sweet lark firom a k^f ; 
Braham's voice from the bray of an ass ! 

Pitt is just like a foz for a hen, 
Slily squinting and creeping about. 

Snuffing wildly the wind--butwhat then, 
If Dame Partlet refuse to come out ? 


How cut doiM/— from the Ume to a bug' 
ger! 

The grocers observe him at Dover, 
And may send him a pound of brown mtgor ; 

But as to the statue, 'tis omt. 

* Uafbrtaaateiy tut tlie credit of bit OHJeitf *■ 
band of BQsle. It is not e o m posod of Boaelans, 
but of people of aMsa ocouMttoBS, who raceivo ite 
nhules; aod hire, flir a tnalng eoM, peiformento 
JUH9 for tlieB.—Loid Baltobaiy knows M ^ktmt tl. 
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Ah ! Lucifer, ion of the moraiiig, 
How ikll'n ! ah ! how lost all thy light ! 

No longer the heavens tdormng ! — 
Poor planet— good night t'ye— good 
night! 

And yet— though the fellow I hate, 
I Btill moat acknowledge his merit ; 

Though hifl auadt^ries and insolent state 
I despise, let me honour his tpirii. 

Retired, from political battle, 
To his castle to learn to be loory, 

He atitmUs the fields and the catUOi 
With tactics ycUp'd^ mili-tary / 

He has got all the tacAmcolf , pol^ 
Studying Saze and Vaubajiy night and 
day: 

And already has killed one ram cat^ 
Three magpies, two owhi, and a jay I 

Over hedfres and ditches and qnagSi 
Huge feats he is seen to perform ! 

He has torn a poor dunghill to rags, 
And taken a bog-house by tUnm ! 

To Pitt, are all weapons alike : 

With his bavonet he stabbed an old sow ; 
He pierced a large calf with a pike, 

And slew with a broad-sword the cow. 

Many ramt has he tumbled idwnt. 
And crack'd of some ▼earlingsthe skull ; 

Put of oxen a score to the rout, 
And leap'd on the back of the bull ! 

For his tutor, he takes General Moore, 
As great in a battle his skill is ; 

And thus a fit Chiron, I'm sure, 
For instructing his pupil Achilles. 

Together for glory they run ! 

If a hedgS'hog they meet, he is dead ! 
If a gqittrreL-^baunee, oft goes a gun ! 

If a mushroom— smoAf off goes his 
headi 

Is a stump of a tree in their way ? 

With anurv heroic they rend it! 
Is a mole-hifi ? In battle array, 

In cobmn, they march to defend it ! 

On eounterscraps, curtains, and ntTelins, 
Mines, sausages, bridges, and ditdies ; 

Pikes, bayonets, and ramrods, and jave- 
lins, 
Palisadoe8,andguns,and their breeehee— 

They $o talk ! suck a history of wars ! 
Et'u at meal'ttmes untir'd is the tongue ; 
31: 


When, lo ! with the Toice of a Mars, 
They sing of proud triumph the song. 


INVITATION TO BONAPARTE : 

By Mr Pitt and General Mooie. 

BoHAFARTX, comc OTcr : 
* We will meet thee at Dover ; 

And the ffenerals our forces commanding 
Will salute thy two ears 
With three excellent cheers, 

And a warm Cormah hug, at thy landing. 

Louis, Jerome, and Jo, ^ 
Let us see too, and know, 

With thy uncles and aunts — a hrave band 
Brinff likewise thy cousins. 
Of whom thou hast doiens — 

And bring the old foz, Talleyrand. 

Tbou'lt be frightened to see 

How brisk we shall be, 
To bestow CTfiry thing in our power : 

Most excAlent air ; 

Nice lodgings to spare ; 
Ev'n the best to be found in the Tower. 

As French manners are thine, 

And so very dioine / 
Thou never wilt failof delight ; 

As the monkeys by day 

Will chatter away ; 
And the tigers howl music at night / 

As thou oft did protest, 

That nfght is ti feast; 
And as.no man, indeed, can be thinner ; 

Thou shalt have — not a /mZZal, 

But a dainty hot huUet^ 
And a fike tcft thy lse(&, after dinner \ 


Come the Consul whenever he will — 
And he means it, when Neptune is calm- 
er- 
Pitt will send him a d-mn'd bitter pill 
From his fortress, the castle of Walmer ! 

T. 8. 


EPIBTLE IX. 

Last night I dropped in a club ; 
The grefff Mister Squibb in the chair— 
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Who became a grand hear, firom a evb'-^ 
Important in look aa lord mayor : 

Or a certain law lord of our days, 

A great im-deciding decider ', 
Very rarely a aabject of praise : 

Bat oft of a wicked derider ! 

Who heiM with much wisdom, and ha*8~-» 
And seldom concludes in a mbwU : 

And whose wig might as well in a cause 
Be employed, as the hoad that is in it ! 

Thou hast witnessed, full many a time, 
The magic that waits upon place — 

Where the note of the owl is suiklUme, 
And sheer grease a fine sample of 
grace ! — 

From th^ coal and the smoke of his shop 
To the bench let black Mulciber moTe ; 

Lo ! his tools into consequence hop, 
And his eUdge is the seeptre of Jove ! 

Squibb now with much gravity rose— 
A most solemn and sanctified look ! 

" Pray inform us all, what you suppose 
Is our s-T— gn's oomplainl, Mister 
Puke !" 

Puke answered—" Indeed, Mister Squibb, 
Of.opinions, I'm not a/ree giver ; 

But, I think, that a child with a bib 
Must pronounce the disease in the 
Hverr 

Now Gripe started up, in his pride, 
Whom no death of a vatient af&ights : 

" Mister Puke, ^ou ana I differ wide — 
'Tis no more in the liver than lights" 

Puke, nettled, liow answered and said, 
" Though your wisdom was never sus* 
■ pected; 

If I know any thing of my trade. 
Mister Gripe, 'tis the Uver's affected." 

" Sir, I don't think you do," answered 
Gripe, 

With a smile, and a squint, and a leer — 
Now Puke, in a rage at this wipe, 

Thought of dealmg a box on the ear ! 

But sagely suspecting return, 

And possesamg some love for his hide, 
He was forced in his bowela to bum, 

And submit, to Dame Prudence, Miss 
Pride. 

How few boast the wisdom of Puke — 
A present, not exi'ry man's lot ! — 


How easier to bear a nkuke^ 
Than a sword in the heart or a shot ! 

Honour likes to shoot, stab, and oliee. 
When ajfronled — wild, panting for eloodf 

Very strange, that a ladv so nice 
Snottld prefer swk inddieatejbod ! 

" Well," quoth Puke, « thou shalt have 
thy own way. 

Master Gripe, or to prate or to kSl ; — 
Allow me the freedom to say — • 

Thou art vox et praterea nil /" 

« Well." quoth Gripe, " what hast tlioa 

been a saying f 
• Master Pake,/UAt redounds to thj 

glory ? 
Goose gabbling — a jack-ass's braying ! — 
To talk Latin— more nugis eanota P* 

To high words now the disputants roee. 
Indeed, words not in flattery riek — 

Gripe talked loudly of pulling a iu>se; 
Master Puke talked of kicking a breech ! 

<< Thy physic," quoth Gripe, " is all dop ! 

Not fit for a pig, or a porter : 
Could I catch thee but once in my shop, 

I would pound thee to dost in my mor- 
tar." 


<< With suekfeliows,** quoth Poke, in 
dain, 

" I scorn, like a blackguard to lorestfe; 
Tet, Gripe, had thy head any brain, 
I would dash it all out with my pestle t* 
• 
The company now interfered. 

To set those hot matters to rishts — 
They drank friends — and no longer was 
heard — 
The dispute between liver and lights.— 

And, as now, cousin Nic, I begleave 

(As lahour and / don't agre^ 
To my pen a small respite to give-^ 

And mdulge in a pinch of rappee. 


Peace now being happilv made. 
Up rose, on his legs. Master Sly : 

And thus to the chairman he said— 
Whilst << Bear him! hear t hear r 
theory. 

<' Sir ! administration is weak! 

Very feeble— excesiitiigtjf, Wr- 
it has not a man that can speak^^ 

Not a tongue on a topic to stir! 
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** The premier, I fnmt venf good — 
Fit to join with liii wtfe m debaU; 

Prescribe a child's phygie nndfood-^ 
But he should not prescribe for a $taU. 

" His jadffmeiit on mutUm and he^, 
I allow nim without hesitation— 

And oftea, too, it is my belief. 
There is no eaunder judge in the nation. 

" In a boarding-school, too, he might sAtSM, 
And make a meet excellent teaAer ; 

Nay more — make a decent divine, 
And,per-haps — prove a popular preaeher/ 

" But we want, sir, a mAn of deep thought, 
Of political, sharp, penetrations — 

In the school of experience, sir, tauf^ht ; 
Well versed in the interests of nations : 

« The man from intrigue who refrains ; 

Scorns to creep, spaniel-like, to disgrace ; 
* Who, firm in his virtue, disdains 
To enrich an old cat, for his place. 

" The man who would die for the slate— 
Of freedom, the glorious defender ; 

Not a fellow of ii^Hmte prate — 
JVbf a noisy and bnllyiag pretender. 

" Not the man who encourages spies ; 

For poor liberty laying the snors ; 
Affected no more by her cries, 

Than a poacher, by squeaks of a hare. 

" Not a childish, vindictive, poor fool. 
Against men who may sjniie at his name, 

Who fancies the praise of each tool 
Nothing less than the plaudit of Fame. 

'* 'Tis the man who, sublime, for the state 
His neck to the axe would submit, 

To hless it^to snatch it from fate ; 
And that man !-^is the great William 
Pitt! 

" Great man I who even kings would re- 
sistf 

And pawn for the realm his last shirt; 
Too virtuous to make civil list 

The fount of corruption and dirt ! 

*< Great man 1 so suMims in his station ! 

The pilot who weathered the storm ! 
Oood man ! who ne'er promised the nation 

A thittg which he did not perform 1 — 

'^ How nohUf from office he went ! 

Qreai man ! — not a doit in his fob ! 
Great man, with his conseierut content. 

Retiring as poor as poor Job ! — 


<< He wished not to burthen the nation— 
He wished not for mountains of pelf ,' 

Els wished for his country's salvation— 
He never once thought of himself I 

'' Other barks on the ocean of time 
Shall be lost ! into atoms shall split ! 

While, towering in triumph sublime, 
Through the foam, moves the great Wil- 
liam Pitt ! 

*' Of sweet woman he courts not the smile — / 
Of Venus, ne*er seen in the soh<A>l— • 

An animalf rare in our isle — 
Heaven grant that he mayn't be a 
mule /"• 

Having finished his splendid oration, 
Down solemnly sat Master Sly ; 

When lo ! of a different persuasion, 
Up rose, in much form, Dicky Dry : — 

" Mister Chairman, the very neat speech 
Just delivered by good Mister Sly, 

Demonstratea-how well he can preach-^ 
His assumptions, I beg to deny. 

" Sir, 'tie no very difficult matter 
To heftoridt and roundly assert — 

With irony, names to besfiatter; 
And characters cover with dtrt, 

" I allow his oration is neat- 
Full of point, sir, I freely admit ; 

But, sir, the distinction is great, 

Very great, between wisdom and ufit / 

" Mister 81 v must be surelj in sport, 

So ill is the character suited ; 
Blister Sly may have found out his port-* 

Jfot the talents and virtues imputed, 

" Survey him in Westminster-Hall- 
Poor youth ! not a brief in his bag ! 

There he looked very small — very small ! 
Not a cUent to make his tongue wag ! 

"Ndxt behold him in league with a 

duke, 
. Busy then as the Devil in a storm, 
Attempting poor gudgeons to hook 
With a bait— a fine bait, called reform ! 

" Pretty doctrines they scattered around I 
Pretty letters to Sharman they wrote ! 

Sir, I quicklv should visit Lob's pound, 
Should I dare even a passage to quote ! 

* I do not allude to the proverbial qualHy of 
that animal, bat to bis well known Inability of per- 
petuating bts fpecies. 
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" Master Am and I, very aoon. 
Should ba trying of luuidoaffii a pair : 

When his honour woold teach me a tniw— 
Breadtmd toa(«r— a &T*rite old air. 


« Well 1 at le&crth Master Billy ^ ti 
Anived at the aiimmit of power ; 

What'a reform ?— Oh ! a d-^nabU im— 
A d§momf firom that Tory hoar. 

" Now terrier, ear, spaniel, and hound 
(No matter, rain, son-shine, or storm), 

Were to hant, and, whenoTor tboyfomd, 
l^» strangle thai vermm reform ! 

" Now trace him in administration: 
TUlo a peep at his pretty vagaries — 

His mrs engine for calming the nation — 
Messieurs Reeres and miid OoTomor 
Ariel 

** Of kindness so fall, the sweet saint ; 

80 ready some etmifcrt to give us ; 
When we opsned oar mouths with eom- 


to receive us ! 


His gaohi opened 


** Next at Newgate behold the great man S 
Sad scene ofjMui-tr-recollection^ 

Where tongues with much liberty ran. 
And deatt in most saucy n ' 


** What a pity that mem'ry should y»tl— 
Oreat pity, indeed !— I repeat it. 

That a yeeterdaiy's action or tale. 

To day^ one snoold cUakty forget it /^ 

** What a day of dire mortification ! 
What a day of proud triumph for foes ! 


How mmHy the gem reputation 
Was going, that day, to the crome! 

** Mister Sly says his kero was 90or. 

Which a deaf to his glory reoounds — 
If the kantewutn was tam, we are sore 

The lean Nimrod todlfatteaedhiB haa»dsl 

** Mister Sly says his Asro, eomtre. 

Never courted the siAiles of the ladies- 
Sweet Joseph ! not woman allure ! — 
What a comical sort of a blade 'tis 1 

<< That Pitt firom the ladies should fly. 
Is rather an odd sort of whim : 

But I never should wonder, not I, 
If the women all scampered from him ; 


" From his credtC, I scorn to detract. 
For candour I always revere— r 

And if Fame ever mentioned ons act ; 
*Twas in whispers no mortal could 


'' Civil list, sir, 's a dangeroos afiair: 
On this head he had better been mtisii ; 

Wisdom looks on that Ust with a stare ! — 
But no more on that subject, nt—hr^ ' 


I 


** Oreat man!" said the great Mistor 
Drake— 

Whose virtaes and talento swprise / 
Not of wretched mortality's make ; 

But sent us, eiBpress mm the skua! 

<< If F— was sent down firom on high, 
The world, in opmum^ must join ; 

And pronounce, with one voice, that the s&y. 
Like Houndsditch, passed eaumierfeii 
tain r T, 8L 


AN INSTRUCTIVE EPISTLE 


TO 

JOHN PERRING, ESQ. 

LOBD MAYOR Or LOHDON; 

OH THB PKOPOSAX OV AJK AODRX88 OV THANKS TO THX RIOBT HOH. HEKBT ADDUfOTOlf , 
FOR BIB GKXAT AND UPRIGHT OONDUCT WHBH PRIME MIHISTSR. 


■— JiutMM §t t$nae§m prnotiH tnrum. 

Hor. 

Boblline, who Baerad holds his word ; 
Loved by the Virtues, Wisdom.^U ; 
By Freedom's filends caressed, adored— 
Bfiise, send this character to Pitt ! 


Bblibtb the bard, my good lord mayor, 
That we have been upon the stare, 
Foryoar address, for just admiiustralioQ ; 
Wliich brought the premier so mueh 

fame, 
With peerless lustre crowned his name, 
And spread a smile of pleasure o'er the na- 
tion! 

Vfild Expectation, on her toe, 
Has been a month, at least, I know, 

Lookinff for this fair tribute of 70ur thanks. 
Perebanoe some demony secret, sly, 
Has marked th* affair withjedUnu eye, 

And| deep in dark intrigue, been playing 
pranks: 

Some Pittite, mad, vindictiTe, crost, 
Beoause the ttatue has been io$t, 

Has tam^^ed with game aldermen, I fear; 
And, men of common-council greeting. 
In sad unguarded hour of ea<n^, 

Ifized mmmerial pai9<m with their beer. 

Poor irmi dusi, through playful fate 

Attracted by the nuignaC-state ! 
Or let U8 rather call them strmos—- 

Whirled from their dirt, their natiTe 
i^herOy 

By sudden gusts— alofl, here, there- 
of M«t the wonder and applause ! ^ 


I've seen that demon's cloyen foot ; 
In spite of mobbing, damning hoot, 
The daring imp has learned to stand his 

F round ; 
steeled hif heart, and bronzed his 
fiuse, 
He cocks his nose upon disgrace. 
And hunts his game— a peneTering 
hound. 

And now, lord mayor, I shall suppose. 
That Addington's mveterate foes 
Impede this honest scheme of thine. 
Then take this minikin of mine. 


ADDRESS TO THE RIGHT HON. 
HENRT ADDINGTON. 

Your good, your mild administxation— 
An epoch in this happy nation-^ 

Our grateful thanks demands : 
And let us here express our grief, 
That Fate, at times an artful thief, 

Should tear you from our hands. 

Though demons may in league unite 
To blur thy star's illustrious light. 
That brightens now the age ; 
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Lo ! history, with her golden pen, 
To five thy name iojuture men, 
Shall fill with thee her page. 

Oh, may the men, who seize thy place, 
Their country's glory ne'er disgrace, 

By little, base, intrigaing arts ! 
Instead of conqaering l>y their crimes, 
Oar sacred liberties and limbs, 

Subdue, by noble deeds, ourhearts I 


Something like this, lord mayor, I want; 

This is no parasitic cant — 
Thou know'st of Addington the merit : 

Let Calumny her venom spit. 

And Env^ hiss, — and tools of Pitt 
Employ their cruel coal-black spirit 

Without disguise, that Pitt I hatef 
Despise his mind, and parrot prate ; 

His minions !— with disdain I see 'em 1— 
And would the king (my wish devout !) 
Make all the modeyvaek turn ottf, 

I'd seek St Paul's, and sing Te Deum ! 


Dear Perring, we are Z>ev0fMAtrs-bom— 
Where Plenty fills her golden horn^- 

And, whether sober, sir, or mellow, 
Old Devon eertainly contains, 
Now, as of yore, some splendid brains. 

And many a brave and honest fellow. 

Then let us not disgrace her name. 
But give her star a orighter flame^- ' 

ExdUf if possible, her credit ; 
Yes ! — oeldly act, and write, and think, 
And mmd / — ^my hom*$ Uut drop of ink. 

To raise her glory — ^lo, I'll shed it. 

J%y planet led thee to the east. 

To fill with precious gems thy chest, 

And eke with precious omtment : 
. Mine westward ordered me to roam, 
And, after yesrs, come loaded home 

With sterlmg disappointment ! 

And yet I'm not a broken spirit; 
The public has observed my merit. 

As well as India tkme; 
To which kind public, tow I bow- 
Its candour and its taite allow ; 

For gratitude is mine. 

Now to the point— Exert thy might, 
And separate the day firom nighi ;— 


Discern good firiends from foes ; 
For thou hast brethren, dark and deep*- 
Amid thy flock, some scabby Me^, 

Aye, many a one, God knows f 

Tet should an alderman d^mttr. 
Strait strip him of his gown and fur- 
That gown of vivid scarlet ! 
And should the council dare refuse 
To sign th' Address — stained be the bUu9 
Of every gravy gulping varlet 

I fear that linen-draper's* jaw. 
Which ffives to liverymen the law- 
Forsaking trade f io hour most evil| 
Lawn, cotton, dimity and muslin. 
The pates of common- council puzzlings — 
Has lately played the very devil ! 

Of tiicA — O, may the savery haunch 
Ne'er enter the unhallowed paunch ; 

Great rival of a bag : 
Be^re their mouths, may brawn ad- 
vance, 
And turtles fat, and turbots dance, 

And balk each well-worn snag ! 

Down their plump cheeks, may custards 

stream — 
Rich trifle, syllabubs, ice«-oream ; 

And mav'thej writhe and grin, 
And spread their tantalized poor chops, 
To catch the luscious sogated drops— 

And not one drop get in ! 

Nay, more ! may giants of Guildhall, 
Whom mortals, Grog and Magog call. 

Leap down on every head. 
When next they meot on Lord Mayor's 

Day, 
Their vows to Gluttony to pay. 

And crush each sconce or lead.' 

Oh ! strain each nerve, my good kud 

mayor — 
Merit like Addington's is rare — 

To leaoe Aim, what a pity ! 
The thunder of my muse's lays 
Shall shake Parnassus with his praise, 

And thou shalt shake the city. 


• Mr Walthmaii, a gnat dty otater, a son of 
Liberty and Opposition, and tlw of John WUkM. 
of volcano immorcaltty j who, ftorn htai gr$ei ana 
ck9Qf ahop in Brtdfe-screeC. Blaek-Ftlan, ftcfans tti« 
nokiU monument called Obellf k, raised and dadl- 
catedto hla clorioas patroo, drawa folrioiic inapi* 
TtOiom. for bu aMtioM and sp—ckea. 
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THE HORRORS OF BRIBERY; 


PENITENTIAL EPISTLE, 


FBOII 


PHILIP HAMUN, TINMAN, TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRT 

ADDINOTON, PRIME MINISTER. 

to WHICH IB ADDED 

A POSTSCRIPT; 

■ 

coRTAiirnra 

SENSIBLE AXflMABTERSIONS OR JUDGE GROSE'S SOIiEMir AND SERIOUS ADDRESS TO 

THE UNFORTUNATE TINMAN. 


ampretio- 


Omnia Romm 


JuToaal. 


Poor Hamlin, hammering in hit Un-shop, thoaslit 
Tliat ministets, like eaucepant, might be boafbk ; 
That courtien, like a flBb-ketUe or platter, 
Wen made of veiy maU4abl$ aiaUcr. 


From those hard walls, amidit whose awfol 
Toandy 
Tho ear with horror feels the clanking 
chain ; 
Where sighs from hollow ranlts unpitied 
sound, 
And tears of bitterest anguish stream in 
vain; 

Where, faint and fastened to th* unfeeling 
floor. 
The wretch desponding mourns amid his 
. (floom; 
Expecting Death's dread hand t' unbolt 
his door, 
And lead him half alive into the tomb ; 


From those hard walls poor Hamlin poured 
his sighs, 
Much marv'ling how he came to auek a 
plaUy 
And, lifting his two melanoholy eyes. 
Addressed the author of his sad dis- 
grace: 

'' An't please jour worship, hear me, sir, I 
pray— 
Hear me a bit— Lord ! Lord I I thort no 
harm ; 
No more, pleasf God ! than of my dying 
day— 
I ne'er once thort of making sich a 
starm. 
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" 1 thort that Tokes w«re brib'd in Lenden 
too. 
Ax well ax in the country— xo thort I ; 
1 oaan't but xay i look'd confounded Hfu, 
To hear the temej-general's grimouB 
cry, 

" Lord ! half the eorporatione, xo I've 
heard, 
Look 'pon a bribe no more than bites o' 
▼leaa, 
And xwallow oaths, Lord ! not one crnme 
afeared, 
Ax glibly ax they clack their bread and 
cheese. 

" I never thort that 'twas a sin or shame ; 

Vor ax vor sqneamishness I never voond, 
I caan't xav that I thort mySelf to blames 

That vokes wad qaarl way two good 
thoasand poand. 

" I know the last election Plymouth votes. 
Aye, many, many look'd confounded 


gram: 
thort of 


They thort of xoinefAuig vor to buy mun 
coats, 
Fatk! happy to have got but M^the 
sum. 

'' Gert voakes have sllp*d a purse into my 
hand, 
Guineas — xometimes 'twas eight and 
xometimes teuT— 
And xo I thort, with inaney at command. 
To give a dowter to get voak agen. 

** And ximply thus I thort, that I might 
do. 

Lord ! never dreaming of a jail, d'ye xee; 
But thort that ax n^ httter$ did xo too. 

It never could be undcedneu in me. 

« Zomebody*ll have the place, I do sup- 
pose — 
A Pivmouth man, I make no sort of 
Goubt ; 
A vote too— but, that Qod*AlmighW knows; 
I really think that things will so turn 
out. 

<< Then why not me 7— a tinker very true. 
But there's 'Squire Canning's orother 
hath a place : 
Be was a crock and kittle-mender too; 
But had good ^ends to hobt him from 
disgrace. 

*' I own I wanted wisdom for my guide- 
Indeed 'twas foolish, out so plam to 
plump it ; 


And then, methought, so great indeed my 
pride, 
'Twas handsomer to ivy a thing than 
mump it. 

^* Lord ! sir. I kept a reputable shop ; 

Liv'd well, as any body may suppose : 
But so disgraced, what have I now to 
hope; 
My goods will stink in ev'ry body's 
nose. 

" < A Newgate bird liveth there,' the yokes 
willcry. 
Spit 'pon my goods as they pass by my 
door; 
' A jailbird !' will they hoot as they go by. 
And never buy a spoon or save^dTmore. 

" Nort else had I to offer, sir, indeed. 

Had I a vote, 'thad beed another case ; 
Or had the town of Plymouth beed my 
own, 
Shure, sir, you shud a had it vor the 
place. 

" Zfxm as old Andrew HiU had sUpped his 
breath. 
My neighbour Tap, the landlord, com*d 
* to me; 
Says he, * Leave tinkering— there's a 
charming death; 
Hamlin, an angel of death !' quoth he« 

" < Zounds ! what a noghead and a Ibol !' 
says Tap. 
' To mend old crocks, and candlesticks, 
and kittles— 
Thv hammer always going rap, rap, rap, — 
And all to git, forsrai, a 6tf o* vitteU / 

« < Thy road is now as plain to wealth, my 


ly roa 
lord, 


Plain ax from Frankfort-Oate to Plim- 

moth-Dock, 
Then mind thy P's and Q's, and daan't be 

mad. 
And think no more of kittles or a crock.' 

"Quoth I, <How neighbour Tap.'*— Zo 
then Tap xed, 
* Thee now mayst git a hirtk all warm 
and snug.' 
And then he tould me Andrew Hill was 
dead— 
Zo he and I together drink'd a mug. 

"'Lord! Hamlin,' quoth a, 'Whatabeast 
thee art, 
When thou mayst be a gentleman oom- 
plete; 
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To tfUnd here hammering in a stinking 
siiart, 
Moiling ai black's the dowl with mneks 
and sweat!' 

" Zo, sir, 'twas not my fanlt, your honour 


'Twas landlord Tap, yoo vind, that made 
me do't : 
The fellow mased me with a hundred lees. 
And I was fool enough to hearken to't. 

" < Hamlin,' quoth Tap, and wink'd— < I 
know gert vook ; 
They be no better than their neighbours, 
mun: 
At enrts. Lord ! Lord ! mun, honesty's a 
* joke, 

fVoth leeke my firesh draad beer— Lord ! 
downrert fun. 


** ' Ofibr the minister at once the 5att, 
Thou'lt find a gudgwn — zee if I'm not 
right; 
Now daan't take squeamish scruples in thy 
pate: 
Snap is the word at court— I know he'll 


" And so says I again to landlord Tap, 
' Art sartsin that he's hungry, Tap, and 
poor!' 
" ' Tty-'WniggU for'n,' quoth he, < I know 
he'll snap. 
Smap with the denl to't, it is, I'm shore. 

« < There's Pitt,* quoth Tap, < as poor az a 
charch mouse, 
Without a dish or plate upon his shelf; 
Trying to git again ipto the Howze, 
And make a little xomething for his 
self.' 

" Zo did I trust to Tap— and. leek a fool. 
Believed the minister was leek a vwA ; 

Thort leek a poor weak boy that goesh to 
school, 
And leek a blockhead thort to brsad my 

** ' I know mun all,' quoth Tap, ' I know 
mun well — 
Iss, Hamlin, iss, I know mun well anew : 
I've had mun at my howse, both gert and 
smaall — 
With all their grandeur 'tie a dam queer 
crew.' 

<< < And is it zo ?' said L < It is,' zaid he ; 
' I tell thee, Hamlin, no roan know'th 
man better.' 
3F 


' Then Tap,' zaid I, in answer to'n, * dost 
zee, 
r\\ do't— I'll zend. the chancellor a let- 
ter.' 

** And zo I zot me down at once and wrote 
The letter that did give zo much offence ; 

I ffuess that you can zay it all by rote, 
Which show'd, I must confess, my want 
of sense, 

'< God knoweth my heart, I never thort of 
harm : 
Tour conscience. Lord ! I didn't mean to 
shock it; 
Two thousand pound, I thort, wud keep 
ye 100ml, 
Nor thort it was a crime to fiU yowr pocket, 

" 'Tis cniel hard for lo be put to jail, 
Vor doing what gert vokes do ev'ry day: 

I thort I nught come down upon the nau, 
And tern a penny in an honest way. 

*' I do assure ye, sir, that I'm a vote- 
Had many a guinea slipt into my hand ; 

And thort at any time that I might do't. 
And thort it was the way of all the land. 

" The gert vokes ehaked our hands as blest 
as grigs, 
And with King Georgo's image made 
mun hum. 
As gert voak buy us leek a lot of pigs. 
Why not ue buy the gert voak in return r 

" Tap bid me write and gauge the servants 
all. 
And bid me try your worahip'smaid and 
man; 
But, leek a blockhead, I forgot it all. 
And wrote to msMter, 'stead of Joan and 
Jan. 

'* I must zay this for Tap, he bid me s^utfU, 
And zee' how things were managed in 
your houze ; 
If covetous leek xome voakes* in the law, 
Not only starved theinelves, but every 
mouze. 

" I'v^heerd, sir, a fine ladyf , some time 
dead. 
Did keep a shop vor titles, and got rich ; 
And sold mun jast as bakers sell their 
hread. 
Or as a porkman sellth a ham or flitch. 

» 

* The 1at« fiOrd Kenyoo. of mlMieble memoiy , 
and a preaent great law lora. 

f Madam Scbwellenberg. 
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" (Jp lamped Sir Jan, Sir James, Sir 
George, Sir WUl ! 

Up with his Btar and garters rose my lord : 
This was the case, I hear, and may be still ; 

And places too she sold, to make a hoard. 

" Now there's Lord Rolle, that I remember 
well, 
When simple Mister Rolle.— not one 
cramb more ; 
What mad'n a great lord? Lord! 1 can 
tell— 
Twas Pitt, and Devonshire interest, to 
be shore. 

<< Lord bless us ! I remember that as how 
He was a iimple 'sqnire, apon my soul ! 

And meend, too, that his t0{^e, my lady 
novDf 
Called nort else bul Janny, Janny Rolle. 

" Now by God*s marcy, and yonr kindness, 
sir, 
If ever from this hell* I should escape ; 
From home I shall be zo ashamed to stir, 
There'll be such talk, and laugh, and 
grin, and gape ! 

** I never now shall have my pretty rambles, 
Afeard of every butcher, every drab ; 

Ne'er go for beef and mutton to the sham- 
oles. 
Nor to the fish-stalls, for a plaice or crab. 

" I ne'er must put my nose upon the Hoe,t 
The people's jeers wud give me zuch a 
shock; 
And slily by Mill-Prison I must go. 
To sell my pots and dripping-pans in 
Dock. 

*' The world's too bad, I speak it to their 
shame; 
When a man vall'th, the meanest rogue 
will bang un : 
Zo witj^ a doff too— give nn a bad name. 
And every Dody hath a rope to hang un. 

" Voakes will point at me as I go along ; 

The very bo^s will hold me by the <at2. 
And crack Iheur jokes, and zing a jeering 

And whoop 'Here's Mister Hamlin 
come from jail !' 

* It Is asserted, and from very respectable au- 
thority, that this pathetic elegy was sent to the 
mloMter before the sentence took place, and pro- 
duced a most fortnnate jpertpaeta in this Newgate 
drama. 

t A most delightAil walk for the PlymouthianF, 
now totally neglected on account of its comatabi- 
lity beauty. 


** I thought of high preferment, 1 deelaxa ; 

But that, I fear, will never come to pmaa ; 

That I should be one day our Plymoath 

more, 
' But, Lord ! my lot's to be a Plymouth om. 

'' Instead of marching proudly through oar 
town. 
Amidst the town-voakes, all with won- 
dering faces ; 
Decked all in scarlet, Lord! a fine for 
gown. 
Just leek a king,behind the nlver maeea. 

" Lord ! Lord ! to be oonfined in these dack 
place. 
And have a rope^for zo it may befidi ! 
Ah me ! it is a very different case 
Between a room in Newgate, and Guild- 
hall. 

<< Shore ! sir, I've drinked your health a 
hundred times. 
And never dreamed that yon could be 
unciml; 
Have wished gome voaket the gallows for 
their crimes. 
And wished the warhoop fellows to the 
devil. 

" Indeed, sir, you're a favourite with as, 
Thort mild and human ; yes, indeed you 
are. 
But Pitt, and all his dirty gang, we eun; 
Though Dock and Plymouth git zo much 
by war. 

* * We hate the Grenville faction,hate man all, 
A pack of hungry hounds, just like starv- 
ation ; J 1.' 
That snarl and quarl, and grin, and bazk, 
and bawl, 
Wanting to burst their guts, upon the 
nation. 

" I love his majesty— deny't who can ? 
. True to his government and every thing. 
Whene'er he dyeth. Heaven bless the gen- 
tleman ! 
I daant think we shall git a httUr king. 

" Now, sir, be please to let a body know, 
And let me zee the end of all my cares : 

That if I'm to be hanged, that I may go. 
And make my peace with God, and zay 
my prayers." 


Such are the tinman's tuneful sighs, 
•That from his gloomy mansion rise. 
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Something like mmg from djiog swans of 
old: 
Then Addington, thy rigour quit, 
Nor boast the iron heart of F — ; 
But show that thme was formed in Mercy's 
mould. 

Tes, let the culprit be forgiven — 

No actual rape took place, thank Hea- 

▼en I 
He wished to buy thine Honour's pore 

embraces. 
I own with awkwardnets he strove— 
A country bumpkin in his love — 
A simple Cymon, 'midst the polished 

Graces. 
Then smile, and put the bumpkin out of 

pain, 
And eend him tvhUtUng* to his thop agen. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

BsroRs the Penitential Epistle could 
come from the press, the awfol sentence 
was pronounced upon my simple country- 
man, who has, I nnd, been agreeably dis- 
appointed, in not being ordered for exeeu- 
hon. Hiis case of an attempt at political 
simony having been most impartially and 
fairly weighed in the scales otpoKtiealius- 
ftce, it has been determined that three 
months' further habitation in a jail, and 
the payment of one hundred pounds, will 
be the precise quantum of punishment due 
to the eqormity of the offence. 

The learned judge (Grose,) with the 
usual profeseional «olffimt/y, in an elo- 
quent and impressive address to the poor 
trembling tinman, informed him, amongst 
other important matters, that, for a first 
minister to receive a bribe with a view of 
securing a preference in the appointment 
to anv office where merit alone should be 
eonsultedf would be a high misdemeanor 
and a breach of trust. — " It must, there- 
fore," continued the learned judge, " be 
considered as no small misdemeanor , for any 
individual to attempt to overturn this cor- 
nsr-stone of the constitution. 

** Men in all,times" continued the learn- 
ed judge, ** have held such attempts in ab- 
horrence ; and more eoweineing proofs can- 
not be given, than the /no instances on re- 
cord of persons being accused of similar of- 
fences.— It was a practice," continued the 
learned judge, "which, if countenancedy 


* "And whistled ai he went, for want of 
thought.** 

CyWkon aitd Iphigene. 


would lead to mischief incalculable ^ as in 
every office, civil and military ^ men of o^ 
Uty must give place to the idle, the igno- 
rant, and the corrupt." 

With every deference to the learned 
judge, I must beg the indulgence of, a tri- 
fling comment on this part of his lordship's 
solmnn address to the tinman. That a 
prime minister should be superior to a 
bribe, in order that merit alone should re- 
ceive the meed of her labours, may readily 
be admitted ;' — but had the learned judge 
observed the transactions of the world, and 
more particularly the political world, he 
would have discovered that few, very few, 
have founded their pretensions to high 
honours and lucrative appointments, on 
the basis of such an unfashionable and soli' 
tary claim as merit. The pedestals on 
which the most conspicuous figures of this 
kingdom are elevated, are composed of 
the stained and rotten stone^ instead of the 
unstdliedf soUd, nay. immortal marble. 
Was it Merit that pleaded for the " heaven- 
born minister?"^ — God mend the iK)or an- 
gels be lefl behind, if formed of nnmariiia- 
terialsf — Was it Merit that created him 
Chancellor of the Exchequer? Was it 
Merit that introduced his brother, of f^espy 
and yawning memory, to the first situation 
in the naval department ? Was it the 
merit of his most disinterested associates 
that procured themselves such a handsome 
provision, on their various resignations ? — 
Had there been a single;;.blush in the skin 
of a Pitt, it must have appeared on that oc- 
casion. Was it Merit tnat raised the A«m- 
ble bellows-blower of the late huge organ 
of St Stephen's chapel, videliceff Master 
Canning ; placed him on the back of that 
lean tam%jack-dss the nation, with Mother 
Hun and her daughters from the country 
theatrical barns ; lirother Tom the tinker, 
from Pentonville, and brother Bob, a com- 
mon soldier, from Botany Bay ?— Such is 
the respectable and motley group worthy 
the pencil of some modern Hogarth! 
Such was the heaven-horn minister's lauda- 
ble remuneration of virtuous labours^ and 
such his boasted political economy ! — W«s 
it the Modest voice of Merit that pleaded 
for Lord Grenville and his poor wife ? — 
But I am tired of putting questions that 
raise a smile at the instant they are pro- 
posed. 

The assertion of the learned judge, that 
men in all times. have held bribes in abhor- 
rence, wants confirmation; and that the 


• So lublimely denominated by on* Mister 
Drake, in a Parllamentar}* oration. 
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few aceosatioiM of tho oommiMipn of tbo 
crime on record are conyincing^ proofs of 
raoh aUiorreiioe, is certainly ftllacions. 
Thos do I deny both ^emi$6$ and amdth 
Hon. — ^Tbat bribery is not held in unhendl 
abhorrenee, 1 appeal to every man that can 
•as and heaff as well as to thon$andt that 
ioite and^e/— and 1 assert, that the ptmeiiy 
of accusations for bribery which appear on 
recordi is more owing to the Une and <w- 
uptante of the Mbe, than the oMwrrenee. 
Such is my humble sentiment of the pres- 
ent state of poHtieal eomuHion, so diamet- 
rically ooposite to those of the jud|^, who, 
I am inclined to think, argnes from parHe- 
ukarg to tuwenalSf and, from the purity of 
his own heart, infers the Wrtne of the mill- 
ion ! which stron|^ly induces me to belioTe 
that the learned judge is, in «oS(ms, more 
of a gimple Parson Adams* tnan an artful 
and unprincipled MachiaToL 

So universal is this terrible rice, that 
even the saered region of Parnassus is not 
exempt from its taint. Mr Francb Riv- 
in^n, lately a great commander in the 
Bridewell Volunteers, and a great booksel* 
ler to boot; and Mr Charles Rlvington, 
great among the saints of methodism, and 
eke great in partnership with his brother 
Francis; also the Reverend Mr Nares, 
great in evangelical efttUren, c^led ser- 
mons, poor still- b<^n brats ; moreover, the 
Reverend Mr Beloe, great in literary chil- 
dren, long since dsoo, named tranelationst 
poenUf £e. the aforesaid two reverend 
gentlemen being now the two great spin- 
ning Jennyst of the Rivington manufacture 

* A chancter drawn by Fielding, In tbat ex- 
cellent novel Joseph Andrews, 
f The two panoBf who labour in tho critical 


of moBtbly criticism— these, I say, sit <^ 
the apex of Parnassus, and diepose of vloecs 
to literary ladies and gentlemea who sigli fer 
a nichein the temple of Immortality. As crit- 
icism is considered by the aforesaid geatl«* 
men in the light of a trade, like booSeeUing 
BJid preaekmg, they naturally endeavoar to 
make the iiMSi ^tf. So much for hypocrisy. 
To conclude my commentarv— let om 
inform the learned judge, that, by extend- 
ing his scale of inrormation, ne will Bmd 
that public Yirtue, so hi from being in its 
Uoom, is in a most huDentaUe dedme, and 
that, if the minutest wheels of the politieal 
maenine are not smeared with the ofl of 
corruption, the tokoU will be ^t a eland- 
Ml; or, to use the more energetic lan- 
guage of Dr Johnson, of eetqmpedaUa verfta 
memory, it would resemble the pyrotechnic 
wheel, which, for want of more of the j«2- 
pkttreo^mtratO'earbonie particles of explo- 
sive animation, experiences annihilated 
effulgence, and, submitting to the vis iaer- 
fus, becomes destitute of the rotatorycircom* 
giration. 

vineyard, celled the Britiih Crittc.arethe priaciml 
workmen.— They eit at the right hand of the Elr- 
Ingtone at every critical dinner, and are looked 
up to with rwtrmes by the Inibiior itUrery ttmip 
crt that aie invtiad to the RiTingkm taUe, to en- 
hihlt their «caiM and receive the wages of their 
•z«c«tt4m. To DC eomewhat aerione : f would ad* 
vise these two reviewing iNir«0n«. wno prstead to 
piety and morale, not to oamn a little amatory line 
in OM author, and recommend in a etiain of peae- 
gyric a work that would have defied the pruxlent 
powers of the flunous Lord Rochester to sanaas. 
A pair of divines, preachins piety in their pnfpito, 
and recommending, (even by quotaUoa) the l««d- 
Mt tonga that ever were sung at the ornes of the 
Cyprian goddess I The BibU and J 3 i f Issuing 
firon the Mme shop! — for shame, panons! The 
altars of C!hrist and venns ahoeld never be sftsadfil 
by the same kigk prie$u. 
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ELEGIES 


TO 


THE KING, LORDS GRENVILLE, PETTY, ERSKINE, THE BISHOP OF 

LONDON, MESSRS FOX, SHERIDAN, &c. &c. 


PUravere nUs mm r^afomdan favorem 

SJperatiiM meritu 

Horace. 

In cold negloct is G«iiiiu htktd to sigh ; 
And Virtue lUla in vain tlie langoid eye. 


PROLOGUE. 

A 8AGB, whose name I don*t at present 
know 
(And 'tis no mighty matter, I confesi^. 
Says, if he wishedto curse his bitterest ioe, 
How would he doit? — curse him with 
success. 

" Cune me" cries every one who reads 
my book, 

** If I don't wish that formidaUe evil : 
On me, let Fortune ever smilioff look, 

rU run the risk of going to the Devil." 

1 fear I'm one of those, and wish to meet 
Dame Fortune always smiling — in my 
power; 

Adversity one can't with pleasure greet — 
Too much a cross old maid — so very soitr. 

T' eii)oy Lift's comforts be mj lucky lot: 
Same let me have, dear Life, however 


" A fN^ntfs" (the proverb tells us) " in the 
pot 
Is always better than no mdatat all." 


Few are the treasures that Parnassus 
yields, 
Its hills and dales, of very little price. 
Abounding more in rocks than golden 
fields; 
And leas in sheep and cowa, than rats 
and mice. 

The streams of Helicon are deemed divine, 
Tet quench not thirst of bards like Brit- 
ish ale; 

Envy must own its founts are vastiy fine, 
Yet poets oft prefer the tubs of Thrale. 

Poets are ever treading upon stars. 
Sublimely walking arm in arm with gods, 

Neglecting thus all sublunary cares- 
Good solid beef for shadows, songs, and 
odes. 

Mild b the mienof Merit— ^! how meek- 
All diffidence, she looks with downcast 
eye — 
A blush, a crimson blush o'erspreads Iker 
cheek — 
And fear of censure gives her soul a 
sigh. 
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'* Hetvens I Mialer Fox is qaite a cham- 1 Poor sheep, by Pitt eall'd blaek, UiroQg>fa- 


ing man, 

80 placid, and eo generooa in bis na- 
tnre; 
And then agen for Miiter Sheridan, 

80 lively, clever. Lord ! eo great a crea- 
ture. 

** 80 sensible, indeed-HK> foil of wit. 
So pleasant, §6 good-bomonred, sober, 
mellow ; 
Lord ; withont meat a fortnight one conld 
sit. 
To hear him talk->he's soch a pleasant 
fellow. 

'^ Foil of his fan, and always something 
new, 
O hsaVnsI a nightingale to Pitt the 
croaker ; 
One, easy, ss we say, as an old shoe, 
The other, stiff and formal as a poker. 


•* Then there's Sir Frannis ! how polite a 
man, 
So worthy, and his character so fair is. 
Pays all his debts! uncommon l—« black 
swan! — 
Oons ! down with Cold-bath Fields, and 
down with Aris. 

"So handsome, and so neat as a new 
pin! 
80 like a gentleman in every foatnre ! 
Lord ! what a shame Mainwaring shoold 
come in, 
A shabby, nasty, black and ugly crea- 
ture ! 

** There— Pitt has kicked the frudbse— what 
a rout! 
He made the people many an empty 
dish; 
Our party were unwilling to cry out, 
But no one, to be sure, cries * Stinking 
fish.' " 

He's dead --and heav'n go with him, where 

he goes; 

Poor bees ! he robb'd our hives of all the 

honey ! 

Hard are his taxes, God Almighty knows ! 

Like BO much dung, he shovelled off our 

money ! 

* • 

Yes, Fox and Sheridan, and poor Burdett, 

Sore frightened ail the pages, maids, and 

dames; 

Pat all the cooks and scullions in a sweat ! 

Wolves in their forms, and poison in their 

names ! 


out our isle ; 
Poor lambs, that wandered bleating to 
and fro, 
Now, in the sunshine of the royal smile, 
Behold their fleeces are as white as movr! 

Oh ! would my wool but turn a little white ! 
1 too am black, and doomed to bleat and 
hunger: 
*'No-!" cries my ruling star, ^<thon still 
must bite 
The barren rock, and wait a little longer.*' 

My liege, there are some very pretty places 
That I could fill, at least that would fill 
me ; 
One whisper to their lordships or their 
graces, 
Would lis^I think we should not dim- 
gree. 

** Who first an <qr"ter eat" was a bold dog, 
So said King Charles, whom hunger sel- 
dom vext, 

But he (say I) who ventured on a hog. 
Must think of dining on tlie Denl next ! 

Ah ! sharp is hanger— for to feast on air 
Must make the stomach look confounded 
blue; 
I grant those things are formidable fore — 
What will not teeth V oblige the stomach 
dof 

A poet of great poverty and fome, 
Maynard, addressed old Richlieu on a 
day;— 
'' My lord, I'm sunk in years, and blind and 
lame. 
Ere long the debt of nature doom'd to 
pay: 

" Soon as I gain the Elysian Fields, the 
king, • 

Our late good monarch, whom we all 
must love. 
Will say, ' Monsieur Maynard, what news 
d'ye bring. 
What are my subjects doing, pray, 
above ?* 


" Then will I mention the great things I 
see; 

Report your deeds^ that daxsle ov'ij oyo : 
Now should heask,sir, what you did bt me. 

What to the king, my lord, must I reply ? 

*.* ' Reply !' cried Richlieu, to him, ' answer 
naught.* 
Oh ! what an answer to so great a poet ! 


PETER PINDAR. 


440 


TbiM to diflffraoe the cardinal waa broaght, 
And Hiafry's bluahing page will ever 
abow it 

Dread air, jroar palaee gate I often paaa, 
Kneel at your door at timea, and aoent 
jonr meat ; 

But neither cook nor paffe cornea out, alaa ! 
And kindly crieth, '* reter, riae and eat" 


ELEGT TO TH1& SAME. 

He moraliaea on Virtue and Money ; men- 
tions the neglect of celebrated Authors ; 
and triumpl^ in the Idea of the Honoora 
he should receive from Napoleon, ooold 
he be conveyed to Paris, and gives a 
noble Speech of the Emperor on the 
Ooeaaion— The Poet oondudea with 
dropping another Hint to His Majesty 
about Merit and Places, wbicb last he 
very probably will discover to be purely 
Utopian. 


" What's virtue, without fortuM to aup- 
portit?" 
Says Horape — " viler than the vilest 
weed." 
What genius^ grant eutUme, yet who will 
court it ? 
The world inquires not who can write or 
read. 

But he who gives a splendid ball or rout, 

Like Thellnaon, a breakfast or a dinner -, 
Him, Atm, the world endeavours to find 
out; 
Makes witM of fools, and sanotifiea a ain- 
ner! 

The gentle Ovid, whom the graces love, 
Charmed with his plaintive lyre the hilla 
of Thrace: 
No teara could melt, no aupplication move ; 
The exile pined, and perished in dis- 
grace. 

Tetall the world-~one univeraal cry, 
Condemns the raaoour of the emp'ror*s 
soul; 
That frowned, unmoved by Pity'a melting 

The abject slave of Passion's prood con- 
trol. 

Old Homer : that sublime, immortal name ! 
Poor bard ! sung ballads through the 
streets of Greece, 
3G 


To save , himaelf from &mine-*what a 
ahame; 
And aofai them for one kaif penny apieee ! 

Our Milton too, with equal spirit fired^ 

No patron found, his talenta to reqmto ; 
And, pining, from a barbarous world re- 
tired. 
Sunk darkUng, like the taneftd bird of 
nighL 

The plaintive Otway periahed through hard 
need, 
While rhyming Dulneas batton'd at her 
ease; 
And Drvden, on ambrotia form'd to feed. 
Just like a rat, has din'd on bread and 
dieeeei 

Much did King Charles our Butler's works 
admire. 
Read them and quoted them from morn 
to night ; 
Yet saw tho bard in penary expire. 

Whose wit had yielded him ao much de- 
light. 

And you, my liege, if Fame the truth re- 
port. 
In reading verses oft employ your lei- 
sure; 
And often from the tumults of a court. 
Read eertain odes too, with uncommon 
pUaaure. 

Eternal acandal to this barb'rous affe : 
In piteous penurv Savedra pined ; 

In piteoua penurjr lay poor Le Sage ; 
Oh ! what a stinging satire on mankind. 

Yet let one action of the day shine forth,—- 
(And Candour lovea to dwell upon my 
tongue), 
Thurlow could aee a Cowper'a modest 
worth, 
And crown with fair reward his moral 
song. 

Dame Fortune never aska me what I 
wiah. 
Though bold my flighta, that raise the 
eyes of kings; 
They ne*er exclaim, " thou wondrona fly- 
ing fish 
Amidst our seas of claret wet thy wings." 

O would the angel to my room repair, 
Who rais'd goiod Halwkkuk, and lift my 
crown 

(No matter by the wig or by the hair), 
And then in Paris gently set me down ; 
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Soon at mj lodgings would arrive a card, 
From him, whose deeds a world with 
wonder fill ; 
" Theemperor*B compUmentfl — requests the 
bard 
Would eat his mutton with him m fam- 

aur 

Then as the bottle jooioUy we push, 

The Gallic Alexander roars with spirit, 
'* Great Monsieur Peter, I shall beat Ae 
htshf 
For some nice place to crotonyour match- 
less merit." 

Then will he say to Monsieur Talley- 
rand, 
" I honour ^nius, and of bard the 
name; 
So take this charming poet by the hand, 
And cover yon ungrateful isle with 
shame." 

Behold me then on Fortune's wheel, in 
short, 

High fixed, a seeming hero of romance ! 
Kissed by the ladies of Napoleon's court. 

And visited by all the wits of France ! 

Such is the picture Fancy loves to paint ; 
A scene, perhaps, that sober Wisdom 
scorns. 
Sick is my soul, with disappointment faint, — 
^* Cursed cows," reports the proverb, 
*^ have short homsb" 

Tell not in Gath nor Askelon such things, 
And furnish Scandal's tongue with de- 
famation ; 

No ! let her never cry, '^ the best -of kings 
Neglected the best poet of his nation.' 

Pleased, on his tombstone, couldst thou 
read these words ? 
'* Here lies the bard of humour, wit, and 
whim. 
Who, though he sweetly smiled on earth's 
great lords, 
. Did ne'er bestow a single smile on him." 


ELEGY TO LORD GRENVILLE. 

The Poet accuses the Delusions of Hope, 
who had promised him a Number of good 
Thingf ; sings with much pathos or the 
Treasury, and a Stranger called Money ; 
and concludes with a handsome compli- 
ment to Lord Grenville, hoping for the 
Honour of his Lordship's Acquaintance. 


Hops whispered that my market would be 
made. 
If one day Pitt should go vpon his fiv- 
9els ; 
Lo I Pitt ts off, yet Fortune lags, a jade^ — 
This, please your lordship, ue poor poet 
gravels. 

Hope whispered me that Calumny's black 
breath 
Would cease, and that the howling imp 
would die ; 
Tet, in the winds I hear the fiend of 
death, — 
This steals a sorrow from your poet's 
eye. 

Hope flattered—but her pleasure is to cheat. 
She loves to chouse the feeble-sighted 
mole; 
Her mansion forms the idiot's last retreat^ 
Her glittering beams the tnoonskms of 
tne soul. 

O Grenville! who hast felt the furious 
storm, 
And bellowing thunders of the gloomy 
main; 
Traced too with boldness, Danger's giant 
form, 
In port, at anchor, thou art snug again. 

While now, amid thy fleet, with towering 
pride. 
Safe moored, sdcure from rocks, and 
winds, and fog ; 
Admit my little cuiter along side. 
And ask its master to a glass of grog: 

The Treasury's golden door to many a man 
Opes wide ! ah ! shut on me, the bri^t 
abode; 
These shoes have tramped from BetrAaba 
to Dan, 
Nor found a small brass fiirthing on the 
road. 

A guinea's lovely face I never see, 
Though strong my passion, wishing to 
be billing; 

Even little sixpence prudish is to ms. 
And coyer too her elder sister, shilling. 

With thee the beggar is no longer poor,^ 
The blackest sinner whitewashed som 
and samtedt 

Regeneration then wilhin thy door; 
Oh ! what a pity we are not acquainied * 
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ELEGT TO LORD H. PETTY. 

The Poet addreMeth Lord H. Petty on those 
i mportant Objectsc&Ued Meat and Drink ; 
disclaims the Vanities of Ambition, his 
highest being to sing in a snug Corner 
and eat. 

O Pkttt ! of whose talents, Tirtaes— Fame 
Is with a trumpet pleased to talk a deal ; 

listen if thou lowest a poet's name, 

To what concerns a poet mnch — ^a meal. 

To me has natnre boantifttlly given 
A handsome stomach and discerning pa- 
late; 

Foimtting to eompieU my earthly heaven 
To pat a little something in my wallet 

1 wish not to be nkinister— not I ; 

I pat not ap my prayers for Petty *s 

place; 
Nor Fox, nor Sheridan prodoce a sigh ; 
Tb Ireland goes anenvied BcSford's 

Grace. 

Too often Fortane, on her clond-capp'd 
tower, 
Shall place a gentleman, and then, an- 
civil, 
Shall bid the thunder roar, and torrents 
ponr, 
And wash and blow his honoars to the 
D-v-l. 

Sarvey^iu2e Melville and his gude friend 
Ttotter, 
Who drove the world before them in high 
glee! 
Amphibions Melville.! yes, a kind of otter. 
That lived on flesh and fish by land ana 
sea. 

Be mmuwhai mine, but far from bustling 
men, 
In stillness be the gentle poet blest ! 
In secret solitode a humble wren, 
To hop and peck, and twitter near my 
nest. 

Formed with economy, in Wisdom's school, 
What government may give I will not 
squander ; 
And imitate the Prodigal, the fool, 
Eat grains in hog-sties, and a vagrant 
wander. 

The gay Hilario lived in style— in state; 
A palace for his mansion—dined with 
dukes; 


Enioyed his carpets, soiks, pictures, plate. 
Dogs, horses, music, mistresses, and 
cooks. 

Pale Envy marked with wishful eye the 

scene — 
. How long ? ah ! soon did Fortune turn 

her back, 
Revoked her smiles, and showed an altered 

mien, 
Refusing farikxngM where she gave a 

lack. 

Behold him meagre, wan, in mean attire, 
Doomed ever, m a prison's cell to pine ; 

Now cooking, at a little hungry fire, 
A pound of tainted mutton on a twine ! 

Much should I like to see a joint of meat, 
Instead of one poor solitary chop; 

Afford mv friends, at times, a litUe treat, 
A fiddler call, and' give their heels a 
hop. 

My mansion too, I would enlarge, I own. 
Increase my tables, knives and forks, 
and pottery ; 
Now this, my lord, could easily be done, 
Would fortune ask me to attend the lot- 
tery. 

One word from Petty makes the goddess 
kind. 

Which thus a pretty little place secures ; 
My lord, though to my merits always blind, 

Her eyes were opened to discover yaura. 


ELEGT TO LORD SIDMOUTH. 

The Poet exhibits a Sort of Claim on Lord 
Sidmouth's Attentions, founded on the 
various and dangerous Battles he fought 
in support of his Administration : he 
freelv acknowledges his Smile on his 
Lordship's prudery, that resisted with so 
much Violence the Bribe of the silly un- 
thinking Manufacturer. — ^He gives a pa- 
thetic History of the Tinman's declining' 
Health, his Swan-like Soliloquy before 
his Death, his Epitaph ; and makes up 
all Matters with Lord Sidmouth by a 
small Sarcasm on his own Muse, and a 
handsome Compliment to the noble Lord. 

O SiDMouTB ! aUoM Addittgton, on hi^h, 
I mark thee basking in the royal smile, 

Where honours thick as hops, and pensions 
lie, / 

That spread a lustre o'er oor happy isle. 
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So high in faTonr, and 00 near Uia throne» 
Saji oanst thou not, by ways and meant, 
contrive 
To mtify a harmless, hamming drone 
With some small honej from the court's 
hage hive ? 

Ofl have I dwelt with pleasure on thy 
name. 

And fought thy battles in the wars of wit ; 
And ofl, the tnneful stentor of thy fame, 

I took thy part against the Janos Pitt 

Now charged with ode, the muse with 
much renown, 

Has fired from newspapers a deadly gnn, 
Knocked many an imp of opposition down, 

Now with a red-hot satire, now a pun. 

Sneh are the services performed with 

spirit ; 

Then ponder on the labours of the muse ; 

Think or a something to reward her merit — 

The dame would thank thee for a pair of 

ahoes. 

Hark ! hark ! I hear the voice of hundreds 
cry, 

r '' Thy muse has covered him with ridi- 
cule ;" 

This allegation let me not deny ; 
But Sidffioiith should have Mii2sd upon 
the fool. 

Muse, on the Tinman let us drop a tear, 
And breathe a gentle sigh upon his fate ; 

Who took to heart bis destiny severe, 
And never after made a spoon or plate. 

Ne'er soldered stew-pan, sauce*pan, or a 
kettle : 
Made not extinguisher, nor pair of snuf- 
fers; 
In short, ne'er meddled with one bit of 
metal — 
So much a wounded delicacy suffers ! 

'Lone in his {Mirlour, lust behind his shop. 

Poor man ! in solitude he sat and sighea ; 

Tears irom his eyes, like peas, were seen 

to drop, 

When thus, in sorrow sunk, the tinman 

cried: — 

'< Farewell my dripping-pans, tin-jacks, 
farewell! 
Skimmers, and syringers, and toasting- 
forks, 
Tin pint and shaving-pot, and scallop-shell, 
Farewell my shop, with all its shining 
works ! 


" Farewell my hopes that whispered a far 
gown. 
That to the windows brings all Plymouth 
faces: 
No mayor ! in fflory to pamde the town, 
Brfor$mj aldermeny— Mtful my 


" Since Newgate held me, I am lost, lbr« 
lorn; 
My strength decays, in speech I daOj 
falter, 
Hourly I wish I never had been bom. 
For every thing around me simUs ^kml^ 
ter r 

Thus mourned the man of tin, and spoke 
no more : 
I saw him carried to the ehurchyaid'e 

floom; 
this grave at evening's stilly hoar, 
AnS Bym[^thising--ihua inscribed hie 
tomb: 

" Here lies a tinman, who to wisdom loity 
Tried hard to bribe a minister of state; 

Who knew not, when a man obtains a post. 
That all the virtues on his worship wait. 

** Poor man ! he knew not that the great 
were good. 
Inflexible, in honour vastly nice ; 
That virtue ever mingled with high blood ; 
That lofty lords, like cobblers, ibnw ikmr 
price," 

Yes, Sidmouth, though thy talents I ad- 
mired, 
And loved thy virtues, thou eouldst not 
escape; 
By laughing subjects is the muse inspired. 
And mine's a Uttle saucy, grinning ape. 

And where is all the mighty harm, I won- 
der! 
What is it all, when all is said and done ; 
The bard, to kill a midge-fly, pours a thun- 
der. 
And spares no blemish, though 'tk ia 
thesan. 


ELEGT TO LORD £KSKIN£. 

The Poet addreases a just £uloginm to the 
Lord Chanoello^— He thinks that he hMa 
taken now and then a poetical Liberty 
with a certain Peer of the Realm ; also 
with the wufdesi and ditimiereMtd Mr 
George Rose — recites a Speech of the ex- 
alted £arl of Liverpool ; and complains 
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of the fslie OpinioBS of the Worldy con- 
cerning him. 

Erskirb ! on whose head, wfaoie blame- 

less bead, 
The muse of eloqaenee has placed her 
crown; 
Where Malice has her Tenom vainly shed. 
And Envy, the fool fiend, has fixed her 
frown. 

Sach is thine honoar's fairness, a pore 
snow; 
And such thy talents as most charm a 
nation : 
Blest change! the cygnet fiir the croaking 
crow. 
Loog-wtshed amends for one late slsoo- 
Hon, 

Though far from courts, a culprit in dis- 
grace, 
In dreary solitude my merits shine ; 
Though near a throne, /dare not show my 
fiice, 
I'm fflad to see the monarch smile on 
uine. 

1 think I've called Lord €««• a f^, 

And were I king, that lord should be dis- 
placed ; 
Heavens ! can the liver of a saint be eoolf 

When suck on Fortune's pinnacle are 
placed? 

I own I never could expect George Rose, 
Wishing him capuMs dark or purser 

Not roll in treasure, which God only imows. 
An ocsoii roaring finom a creeping riil. 

*^ Hoot !" cries old Liverpool, *' ye rhyming 
rogue. 
Ye mun na laugh at people of high sta- 
tion; 
Te that have neither stocking, shoe, nor 
brogue, 
Ter lugs should suifer for yer deikmation. 

^* Te thenk becaxe yer head has some wee 
brain. 
And thenk becaze that ye can speel yer 
letters; 
That ye majr shower your squebs as theck 
as ram. 
And take domned leeberties wee all yer 
betters." 

Rave on ! no trophies I to JhJnesg raise, 
*Eio proud, though poor, to call Ibul 
tber/iir, 


Proclaim a dirty cloud the solar blase , 
And substance yield to castles in the air. 

Full oft I laugh (to burst with rage is vain) 

To see what false ideas mortals form ; 
A cloud of darkness drear they paint my 
brain, 
With thunder, lightning stuffed, and 
floods and storm. 

Ahl more like Luna from her eastern 
bower, 
That issues forth in radiant robe arrayed, 
Steals sadness from the solitary hour. 
And gilds the horrors of the midnight 
shade. 

Or, sweet Arcadian nymph, whose smiles 
adorn, 
Some region that in savages delights ; 
Or lark, the little syren of uie mom, 
'Midst magics, owls, and jays, and 
screaming kites. 


ELEGT. 

The Poet sympathizes with the disgraced 
State of Knighthood at Windsor ; and 
gives the Conversation that took place 
in St Geor^'s Chapel at Midnight, be- 
tween a Pair of noble Spectres. 

Tkt not alone is poetry despised. 
The noble knighthood also feel dis- 
graces; 
At scornful Windsor is the order orized ? 
The knights, poor fellows, blush to show 
their faces ! 

Where is the apirit of our ancient sires ? 

Tares flourish, where should grow the 
ffolden wheat? 
Instead of fflory, ^[rovelling nin inspires : 

How rarely ment and preferment meet. 

Where are the noble military knights. 
In Windsor's sacred stalls that ought to 
shine ! 
Men, for their country that have bled in 
fights, 
And, glorious, cast a lustre on their line ? 

Alas! the men who now the honours 
gain, 
Provoke from sober justice e*en a laugh ; 
Lo! by those heroes, sheep are only 
slain. 
Geese, turkeys, rabbits, or a hog, or 
calf 
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There was a time when Honour was in 
fitebion : 
There was a time when glory was ador- 
ed; 
When Merit was the idol of a nation ; 
When Valoar edged the fory of the 
sword. 

Knights who ne'er killed a foe, except a 
flea, 
Whom garter, mantle, waving, plnmes 
adorn ; 
Poor knights of Windsor with disdain sur- 
vey. 
Look down upon them with the squint 
of scorn! 

Twas at the midnight hour, when walk 
the dead. 
Saint George met Edward in the sacred 
hue; 
When thus the saint bespoke the king— 
*' Ah 1 Ned, 
Ala^ ! poor Honour now is in her iooim." 

" Dear George, 'tis very true," replied the 

*' Poor Honour is just come upon the par' 

ith; 
Merit may tramp the strcjBts, and ballads 

sing: 
My new-made Anigto can boast of noth- 

mgioamsA. 

" Shall Stitch, the cross-legged rascal, to 
this fane 
Hop from, his board and hell to be a 
knight; 
Th' immortal glory of the order stain ; 
What ! to the lordly lion mount a miU t 

« Shall Harry Haunch, Dick Duck, and 
Toby PigtaU, 
Be knights, because his lordship cannot 
wty *mnf 
Sam Sledge, Bob Boots, Ben Broadcloth, 
and WUl Wigtail, 
Because his debts are such he can't de- 
fray 'em ? 

'< O must Tom Turbot, Tart, and Matthew 
Mustard, 
Enjoy the lofty honours of the stall ? 
And on that cream-faced animal, Kit Cus- 
tard, 
The glories of an installation fall ? 

"On market day, alas! how dread the 
sound. 
From butcher nights, a most disgraceful 
cry— 


* Beef, mutton, fourpence ^rthing, ma'am, 
a pound ; 
Nice pork, ma'am ; veal, ma'am ; prajr, 
ma'am, what d'ye buy ?' 

" Ere long the brasen barrow drab. Bet 
Bundle, 
Shall come and bully with her bill» my 
lord; 
Bet ceases in a trice her wheel to trundle. 
To kneel beneath the splendours of the 
sword.*' 

Now crowed the cock, the eye of orient 
day, 
Peeped on the noble ghosts, each other 
greeting : 
" B'ye, Ned, I'll give," St George wae 
heard to say, 
'* The history of my knights at our next 
meeting." 


ELEGT TO J. DONITHORNB, ESQ. 

The Poet, in a Series of happy and illue- 
trative Comparisons, bewails the Cruelty 
of his Fate. 

Heav'hs ! what a world we live in! oh! 
how sad ! 
To this th^ long experience will a g re e 
Half fiU'd with foola—be-deviled, drunk, or 
mad — 
How blest, dear Donithome, were all 
Uke thee ! 

Patient as men upon the river's side. 
Who for a dinner throw the worm or fly! 

So patient I Preferment's fish hav^ ®/'^» 
But cannot hook one, or to boil or fry. 

Patient as hunters in an eastern wind. 
Ungracious wind ! for running hares un- 
fit; 

I seek Preferment's hare, but cannotj&ui — 
In perfect stillness sleeps the rusty spit ! 

The smiles of kings, who court the trump 
of fame, 
No Hide partialities should know ; 
On merit, wheresoe'er it springs, the same, 
Like heav'n's kind showers on ev'ry 
plant that flow. 

Or lik« the sun's bright orb thai beams on 
all, 

Disdaining winds and elemental strife. 
Bids on the lane's poor pool its kissee fall, 

And bids it, like the ocean, teem with life. 
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Patient m blushing Tirg ins of siztaen, 
Whose ears have heard a lo?er*s piteons 
prayer ; 

If those same lovers are not constant seen, 
Or, fiuthless, mean to fly to other fair ; 

Patient as tcidmos in their moumfnl weeds, 
When no kind second husband comes to 
sifh, 

Or Aetr, that cannot to th' estate succeed. 
Because his father chooses not to die. 

Patient as cats before the mouse's hole, 
Winking and nursed with sanguine hope 
the while, 
To nab the little animal, poor soul ! 
These eyes have sharply mous'ii for For- 
tune's smile. 


ELEGY. 

The Poet complains of the unequal Distri- 
butions of Fortune; of the Countenance 
given by the Great to a vile Catgut- 
scraper and Canvass danbor, in Prefer- 
ence to the sublime Bard ; and concludes 
with a beautiful Apostrophe to his Divi- 
nity, Independence. 

While others sink in seas of cosy wine, 
Where rosy Pitt resigned his bousing 
breath ; * 

No drowning oceans of the grape are mine— 
I can't attord to put myself to death. 

While others, stuffing, chok'd on dainty' 
fare, 
Like London aldermen undaunted die : 
To Heav'n with turtle in their months re- 
pair — 
I can't afford to choke myself—not I ! 

I cannot make a larder of my throat : 
Nor of my stomach form a purple well ; 

Good claret by the sight alone, I note, 
And judge of ven'son only by the tmeU, 

"Now on a bench I ponder in the Park, 
Near some frail nymph as hungry, beau- 
teous sinner ! 
And now, alone, voracious as a shark, 
. Dream of a feast, or count the trees for 
dinner. 

Behold the catgut-scraper with his erowdf 
Commands at will the house of hospita- 
lity, 

Sits by the peer, not Lucifer more proud, 
Andkobsoxnobs it with the man of quality. 


And now, behold a belicwing C9lf knocks in, 
He thunders, and no porter dares op- 
pose — 
Jokes with his lordship, fills himself to eUn, 
Where the poor poet dares not show his 
nose. 

Behold the canvass-dauber, he can draw 
Af y lady's cat's-face, or her pug, or par- 
rot. 
Shall range at large the mansion, and give 
law, — 
But Where's the modest poet?— in his 
garretl 

Such is the bard's sad fate of modem datfs^ 
To gain Life's comforts by his art, una- 

A man despised ! the long-ear'd beast that 
braySf 
Finds in his manger a superior talde, 

O ! Independence, to thy name I kneel ! 

Tes. with idolatry 1 bend the knee ; 
If aught of pride, aspiring pride, I feel. 

Sweet nymph of freedom, 'tis to live with 
thee. 

Then sorrow never Vould my heart in- 
vade; 

Then let us in some rural mansion dwell ; 
Content will join ns there, the simple maid, 

And to a litUe heav'n convert our cell. 

Content gives freshness to the fields of air, 

With every sweet the breath of Zephyr 

fills ; « 

Can make our common viands dainty fare. 

And yields a flavour to the fountain's 

nils. 

Thus will they pass in silent ease the daj. 
Each hour shall carry sunshine on its 
wings; 
Nor envT Salisbury's g}ory^ at the plajr, 
Five honrs a sUiketMnd the chair of 
kings. 


ELEGT. 

He bewails the World's Want of Candour 
and Discernment in hearkening to one 
of the Rivington Reviewers, and paltrv 
Paragraph Spinner, to his (the Poet^ 
Disadvantage). 

Too poor am I, alas ! to pay for praise ; 
I cannot visit a reviewer s shop : 
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And welt I know bow maeh a dinDer twtys ! 
A pot of porter and a mutton chop. 

To gaunt roTiewen, paragpraph inditen, 
Each trembiini^ door ii ever opon foand ; 

IfVho darea affront inch formidable writers? 
Snakes, whose sharp fangs inflict a mor- 
tad wound ! 

Puff called on Daub one morning—'' Mj 
dear fellow, 
How much improved in colouring and 
grace! 
So chaste the contour, and the tints so mel- 
low; 
Not tftoM, but Titian, finished up that 
face! 

*'To lAtffl, are Raphael, Titian, feeble 
souls ; 
Daub, o'er the town its merits shall be 
spread !" 
" Dear Puff, wife waits with coffee and 
hot rolls," 
Puff, like a bull-dog, breakfiists on the 
head. 

Just before dinner Puff pops in agen — 
'' Daub, I must see the jnvgrest of thy art; 

O, like thy glowing pencil were my pen ! 
'Sblood ! all alive— the figure nuuces one 
siart. 

" Exhibit Daub — success is sure— -don't 
doubt it ; 
The charming piece will ravish all be- 
holders — 
Springs from the canvass murdere all 
about it!" 
Thus dineth Puff upon the nsek and 
shtndders. 


'* Daub, what a gem ! the finish I must sse. 
With not one flaw, with lustre so re- 
plete :" 

Thus Puff upon the body drinks his tea^ 
And makes a supper on the hands undfeet. 

Tet not alone on Daub he plays his art, 
The players too must contribute, beg, 
and bow : 

Or woe to Romeo's, woe to Juliet's part — 
He like a lubber dies, and she a sow. 

The singers too must humble, must come 
dowUf 
Or, lo ! the pen destroys them at a stroke : 
" Bad-'uhocking stuff— an * insult on the 
town, 
Cracked y out of tune the voice, the raven's 
croak.** 


Poor Tweedledum must also taxes paj. 

Must bend to Puff,or woe toTweedledam ! 
"The follow has no bow, no tone — h& 
play !— 
Zounds! to the dancing dogs nnfit to 
struMm 

But Puff posse ss es still a wider sphere ; 

For Puff the advertising taylor stilchee ; 
A scrap ofLatm wins the public ear, 

And gives to Puff a handsome coat niid 
breeches. 

The man of Pork who wishes for a nama. 
Approaches with a joint, or dainty chop } 

His hoes at once a laurel gain from Fame, 
And, Jo I all London crowds to Griskin's 
shop. 

Has Block the barber got a son and heir, 
Puff pens a paragraph as quick as 
thouffht ; 
'' Quite well the lady and the child appear ;*' 
Puff joins the christening, and gets shaved 
tor wmght* 

Is Crispin married? Fame must tell the 
town; 
Puff hails th' event, inf^Mrms the world 
the news : 
Behold perfection the yiur lady crown ; 
Pufl[ sets his bridecake, and a pair of 
shoes! 


Is Mistress Tripe the butcher's lady dead. 
Out flames aparagraph of pretty penship ; 

<< Resigned and pious tears m plenty shod. 
By all that had the Aonotir other friend- 
ship. 

" She left three children to lament her fiiie. 
And worthy Mister Tripe to join their 
grief:' 
Rich laud!— in gratitude to Puff! the 
plate 
Receives a handsome tribute of roaat 
beef! 

Tet more than this can Puff, ah! happy 

Puff; 

In fate, how much superior to the bard ! 

Besides, this fellow calls my poems staff; 

Though formed by labour hard, ah ! veiy 

hard. 

Shield sets my song, and Indedon mayiing ; 
But if the pen of Puff shall chance to 
damn it, 
Alas ! how little will the ballad brinf ! 
Too soon the grocer's spice and sugar 
cram it 


PETER PINDAR. 


467 


ELEGT TO MR FOX. 

The Poet addresaes Mr Fox and Foyerty 
in a tender and pathetic Strain, and ac- 
caaee the late Minister of a moat infap 
mouB Duplicity. 

O Fox f thy talenta Envy'i lelf mnBtown— 
I law not all thine actions with a smiU ; 

In days of yore my face confessed a frown, 
Some acts indeed disturbed the mun'sJnU, 

The hours of youth are light^thoso hours 
are past; 
But truce ! — a sweet forgiyeness shall be 


A summer sun is sometimes oyercast — 
Well pleased, I see thee now with lustre 
shine. 

If rjffht I guess— if Fame reporteth true. 

Who yery often deals in aownright iSos; 
Fortune has made thee look a littfo blue, 

And of some pounds of fiit has robbed 

Thou then wilt pity a poor brother haird^ 
As courtiers called me, " an old rhyming 
sinner;" 
Who playing, with such want of skill, my 
card, 
I cannot get a herring for my dinner. 

Amid the scramble for the loaves and 
fishes. 

Ye ffods ! I fear me,Iam come too Uu—' 
Such legs and noble sirloins in the dishes, 

"Hs hard that / should find an empty 

Like Belisarius haye I fought and bled. 
Attacked the tyrant Pitt with all my art ; 

What piy reward ? a bludgoon on the head, 
Whips on my back, anadaggers through 
my heart. 

Pitt's hungry blood-hounds constant 
watched my walk. 
When, like the babe, sweet innocence 
was I; 
In cofibe-houses listened to my talk. 
And forged, to blast my fame, the trea- 
soned ue. 

What gaye that Pitt, that patrioi Pitt, his 
power. 
For which old Chathani taught his heart 
to hanker; 
3H 


Ask R d, Cartwright, who in eyil hour, 
Joined their dark counsels at the Crown 
and Anchor. 

To fire and sword the flaming patriot flew, 
To cut down all the plants of opposition ; 
Plants from his own infernal seed that 
grew. 
Nursed in the hothouse of his own sedi- 
tion. 

Rewards ttid statues, now the r**** re- 
(|aired 
To give to immortality his name — 
With d— n'd combustibles the house he 
fired. 
Then sought our thanks, for putting out 
the flame. 

Ah I Charles, amid the toil for loaves and 
fishes. 
I see no cnange of colour in my fiite ; 
Though fidl my heart of thee, and warm 
its wishes, 
Not one^ my stomach JUls, or warms my 
plate. 

Qo, for I'm pleased to see old Nio as soon ; 

Go, PoverW, and never see me more : 
Who takest Knife and fork, and dish and 
spoon. 

And tum'st the sad inhabitant to door. 

Thy hag-like form and melancholy tones. 
Sharp nose, and pale cold cheek, and 
beamlesseye; 
And shrivelled skin that scarcely veils thy 
bones, 
Spreads terror o'er my soul and wakes 
the sigh. 

'Tis said, that thou some years ago wert 


With Rose and Jenkinson, on Scotia's 

plains: 
Then leave, 6 ! leave me with thy haggard 

mien. 
And visit Rose and Jenkinson again. 


ELEGT. 

The Poet confesses his utter dislike of Pitt's 
Administration; describes his own un- 
common Intrepidity, and relates an ap- 
posite Stor^ of a Brother Bard and a 
rhyming King of Sicily. 

Ford of the marvellous are mortals all ! 
Andlove aublimely ofthemseivesioUdk :— 
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From Ptnrs ehnroh-yard, upon the dome 
ofPinl, 
/ ne'er could ue a fly, nor Amt hi 


Tel lome have waniroui eanand wondraui 

eyet! 
Drake, ere he came, beheld hie idol Pitt ; 
Beheld hii anffel form amid the akiee, 
And heard hie wiadom, eloqQenoe, and 
wit! 

Too oft Crednlity entrapa the eonl ! 

She liea in wait for iaiotiam and yonth— 
Liat*neth to talea baptized rignmrot, 

And makea them paaa ror oraelea of 
troth. 

What thonaanda thongfat, with mary'ling 
lulafter Drakoi 
That BUly Pitt deeoended from the 
akiea— 
I own I atood not ataring like a atake— 
Pitt blaied no meteor on the poet'a eyea. 

Tea, I deteatod Pitt and all hie meaaarea, 
And wrote WUlApylcM on adminiatra- 
tion, 
For treating jnat like dirt the pnUie trea^ 


Black look*d the tyrant— bnt puraned him 
rhymea-^ 
«< Well ! now what think ye ?**— ^ Woiw, 
my liege, and worae I 
Don't pnbliah them, O king ! and damn tlan 
timear 
Then Baya'a taato the king began to 


The diaappolnted monarch, in a rage, 
Load by hia crown and by hia aeeptre 
awore. 

If thna he jodged. he'd pat him in a cage. 
Or chain him all hia lifetime to the oar. 

Th9 king read on— but, ah ! in Tain lie 
read — 
The aame nntvneAil linea, the aame doU 
aallies — 
" Speak now, Baya !**—the poor poet afaook 
hia head— 
'< Worae atill, and worae-M)ona' f aend me 
to thegalleya!*' 


ELEOT TO MR SHERIDAN. 


And ibrdng to the workhonae a great 
nation. 

Pitt awore he'd hang me— ordered oat hia 
thioFea 
To aeiie the gentle poet by the throat ! 
Bat, lo! the poet Ungh'd at Miater 
ReoTea— * 
Still with irUI-ippiea awelled hia daily 
note. 

"Thy meaaarea are all yile," I boldly 
aaid; 
Then Tow*d he horrid penalty and 
pain: 
<<Thy meaaarea are all bad, all bad, all 
bad!" 
Fearleaa of paniahment, I roar'd again. 

A certain king of Sieily made venea — 

Sends for the poet laareat, Miater Bays— 
Baya enters, and the rhyming king re- 


Ezpecting from hia poet peals of praise. 
Deeming them gema fWun the 


mil 

*' Well, how d'ye like my yeraea, Mister 
Baya !" 
** Bad linea," qaoth Bays, " most execra- 
ble linea ; 

I never heard each atoff in all my daya." 


He compliments Mr Sheridan, coni 
that he has been a Literary Reviewer, 
bat of the most consammate Candoor— 
he complains of the lUibeiality of Man- 
kind; eondemna literary Impoatnrea, 
and wonders at the Want of Diaerimina- 
tion in the World, which ao often mia- 
takes a trifling Capacity, with a little 
Schoolboy Lewaing, fl>r Geniaa. 

SRBRrDAir ! amidst thy walks of wit, 
SaooesB has crowned thee— ey'ry Mnae 

has smiled ; 
While Peter, thanks to dolness and to Pitt, 
Finds Pindns a moat melancholy wild ; 

Oft am I term'd a nifgard ofmpplanse'; 

And that I do not justice to the timea : 
Alas ! the world complains without a caoae: 

Diaplay the Tirtue, and I'll find the 
rhymea. 

1 own I'ye sqaeezed some miserable aoala, 
And made them of their folly aomewhat 

sick; 
Showed to a grinning world their phis, Gke 
molea 
'Midst fielda they ravaged, in a cloven 
stick. 


I own (with candour too) that I 
Unstained like Rivington's black tribes, 
my tongue ; 
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Merit, with tomaha»h» I ne'er pnmied, 
Spared hooting owle, and ^ilFd the birds 

I ffpared not pnppiee, though they bore a 
•tar; 
I fpared not blockheadai though they 
wore laum sUevea ; 
On Tile imposten mahed my jmgry war, 
Rognea in Munta* maaka, and literary 
tUeyea. 

A hoand, muU hound, in cold contempt 

they call me, 

That neyer to &ir merit gaM my Umgut ; 

Withey'ry weapon of offence they maulme, 

Poor Orpheus ! 'midst the Bacchanalian 

throng. 


Much haye I suffered, and my Lady M 
Bnlleta, like hailrtonea, pelting at oar 
head — 
From mad-forts fir'd, called RivingtOB's 
Reyiews, 
Ah me ! inc e ssa n t show'rs of braas and 
lead. 

Where, doth'd, well fed, warm qaarteis, 
handsome pay, 
Enoagh to pat old Satan in a noaol— 
Foor Parsons, hir'd like Swiss, to wound 
and slay, 
Are,peeping, aiming, from the parapet. 

Muae, tell their names, at whom Religion 
atares. 
Like scavengers that labour in the ken- 
nel — 
Maurice and Beloe, all-deyooring Narea, 
And aupple, fawning, crawling Parson 


From town and eoontry «iy orders take, 
And send, at ahortest notice, any num- 
ber. 


G r oB ses of Rennels I ooold qoiekly send. 
Of cobbler Giffords, and such cohUmg 
fellows-^ 
Of Fus'lies, numbers, numbers, without 
endl 
ThoQsands of Nares, and Manricesi and 
Beloes. 

O Sheridan 1 once more to thee I turn ; 

Say, is there nothing that my tasta wonld 
hit? 
In yain I fear me for the M, I moom ; 

Lo ! eyery wit would Ana a brother wit 

Thus, when two clouds of fire sablimely 
meet, 
Immediately are heard most serious mat- 
ters; 
The gloomy foes in aoiinds of thonder 
greet. 
And, rushing, tear each other inte tat- 
ters. 


O genius ! thou fair flower of rich perfume, 
What stinking weeds haye stole thy sa- 
cred name ; 
Displayed their tawdry colours, for thy 
oloom, 
Till blushing Folly's self has cried out 
"shame!" 

Possess'd of mem'ry, Natare's gift to fools. 
Thus coxcombs read and learn the 
thoughts of others ; 
And swell'd with lexicons and grammar 
rules, 
Scare with Greek-thunder their old aunts 
and mothers. 

Of mcA I could a manufactory make — 
With such sad things the groaning world 
encumber t 


ELEGT to THE BISHOP OF LON- 
DON. 

The Poet supplicates his Brother Poet, the 
good Bishop of London, and one of Uie 
great Guardians of the British Museum, 
to dislodge the Parsons that are got into 
that Dwelling, thinking it more in Char- 
acter for a pioua Diyine to attend rather 
to the souls of his Paririiioners, than to 
lousy * Birds, Quadrupeds, and musty 
Manuacripts ; and supplicates for himself 
the Post of Curator. 

O PoRTSus ! hear a poet's humble prayer ; 

For Porteus, thou nast been a poet too 
Of||j9rs-^like me of golden trappings bar^— 

Like me, with scarce a atocking or a ahoe. 

No friends, haye I, alas I on Fortune's 
wheel ; 
No patron kind to help me at a pinch .* 
But happier thou ! when wanting a good 
meal. 
Sweet smiled upon thee Lady Chariotte 

Sweet were the smiles, indeed, of Lady 
Charlotte ; 
For, lo ! 'twas she as all the world be- 
lieves. 


^ 
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So irood, to elutta (tbhorrent of the htrlot), 
Who heard thy pnyer, and gaye thee 
thy lawn ileeves. 

Say, Portena (for thoa oaght'at to lore a 
poet), 
Why can't I get to Montague's great 
honse ? 
As well as can thy parsons, I can show it. 
And keep from nits the elephant or 
moose. 

Three parsons now are keeping cock and 
hen: 
From preying worms, the weasel and the 
rat; 
The tribe of ostrich, and the tribe of wren— 
The tribe of goose and caokoo— tribe of 
gnat! 

Moths in old books, and parchments too 
they scoat. 
Though great the toil ! and hundreds 
worth a year — 
This arm, I trost, can pat them to the 
rout — 
With equal fire attack their front and rear. 


An't please your lordship, well I know thm 
art 
Of snatching fiom perdition fish nad 
fowl- 
Can bid mortality firom snakes depart ; 
Preserye a crocodile^ and stuff an 
owl. 

As brave as Maurice, braye as parson 
Nares, 
These hands the leathern forts of moth 
can storm ; 
And, sharp as sportsmen, fozes chase and 
hares : 
Through all his yarious winding hunt 
the worm. 

Then pray now send each parson to his 

parish, 
Where Sin the cradle of each inftat 

rocks; 
And since with nitty tribes so wondrous 

O bid them slay the maggots of their 
flocks! 


THE END. 
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